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POPE’S PREFACE TO THE 



H OMER is umvei sally allowed to have had the gieatest invention 
of any writer whatevei. The praise of judgment Virgil has 
justly contested with him, and others may have their pretensions as to 
particular excellences, but his invention lemams yet unrivalled Nor 
is it a wonder if he has evei been acknowledged the greatest of poets, 
who most excelled in that which is the very foundation of poetry It is 
the invention that, in different degrees, distinguishes all great geniuses : 
the utmost stietch of human study, learning, and industiy, which 
masters everything besides, can never attain to this It furnishes art 
•with all hex materials, and without it judgment itself can at best but 
“steal wisely ” for art is only like a prudent steward that lives on 
managing the riches of natuie. Whatevei praises may be given to 
works of judgment, there is not even a single beauty m them to which 
the invention must not contribute . as m the most regular gardens, ait 
can only 1 educe beauties of natuie to more regularity, and such a figuie, 
which the common eye may better take in, and is, therefore, moie 
entertained with And, perhaps, the reason why common critics are 
inclined to piefer a judicious and methodical genius to a great and 
fruitful one, is, because they find it easiei foi themselves to pm sue 
then observations through a uniform and bounded walk of art, than to 
compieliend the vast and various extent of nature 
Out author’s work is a wild paradise, where, if we cannot see all the 
beauties so distinctly as in an ordered gaiden, it is only because the 
numbei of them is infinitely grcatei It is like a copious nursery, 
which contains the seeds and first productions of every kind, out of 
which those who followed him have but selected some particular plants, 
each according to his fancy, to cultivate and beautify. If some things 
are too luxunant it is owing to the richness of the soil , and if others 
aienot amved to perfection 01 maturity, it is only because they arc 
overrun and oppressed by those of a strongei nature 

It is Co the strength of this amazing invention wc arc to attribute 
that unequalled fire and rapture which is so forcible in Homer, that no 
man of a true poetical spirit is master of himself while lie reads him. 
What he wntes is of the most animated nature imaginable, every 
thing moves, every thing lives, and is put in actron If a council be 
called, or a battle fought, you are not coldly informed of what was said 



X 


POPE’S PREFACE TO THE ILIAD. 

or done as fiom a third peison , the leader is hunied out of himself 
by the foice of the poet’s imagination, and turns m 'one place to a 
hearer, m anothei to a spectatoi. The c^luse'of his verses resembles 
that of the arfny'heMesci ibe's, e £ w , , „ ‘ 

OiS* up t <ray } Jt>(rei'Tc jrvp\ x0u>V irv&t ^epoifo 1 

“ They pour along like a fire that sweeps the wholeJemjh'before it.* 
It is, however, remarkable, that his fancy, which is eveiy where' vigor- 
ous, is not discovered immediately at the beginning of his poem m its 
fullest splendom it glows m the piogiess both upon himself and 
others, and becomes on fire, like a chanot-wheel, by its own lapidity 
Exact disposition, 'just thought, collect elocution, polished numbeis, 
may have been found in a thousand , but this poetic fire, this “ vivida 
vis ammi,” in a veiy few Even m works where all those aie imper- 
fect or neglected, this can overpower cuticism, and make us admire 
even while we disapprove Nay, where this appeals, though attended 
with absurdities, it brightens all the rubbish about it, till we see nothing 
but its own splendoui This fire is discerned in Vngil, but discerned 
as through a glass, reflected from Homer, more shining than fierce, but 
every wheie equal and constant m Lucan and Statius it bursts out 
in sudden, short, and interrupted flashes . In Milton it glows like a 
furnace kept up to an uncommon ardoui by the force of art m 
Shakspeare it strikes before we are awaie, like an accidental fire fiom 
heaven . but m Homer, and in him only, it bums eveiywlieie clearly 
and eveiy where liresistibly 

I shall here endeavour to show how this vast invention exerts itself in 
a manner superior to that of any poet through all the main constituent 
parts of his work as it is the great and peculiar characteristic which 
distinguishes him from all other authors 

This strong and luling faculty was like a powerful stai, which, m the 
violence of its course, drew all things within its vortex It seemed 
not enough to have taken in the whole cucle of arts, and the whole 
compass of nature, to supply lus maxims and reflections ; all the 
inward passions ana affections of mankind, to furnish lus characters • 
and all the outward forms and images of things for his descriptions * 
but wanting yet an ampler sphere to expatiate m,he opened anew and 
boundless walk for his imagination, and created a world for himself m 
the invention of fable That which Aristotle calls “the soul of poetry,” 
was first breathed into it by Homer I shall begin with considering 
lum m lus part, as it is natuially the first , and I speak of it both as it 
means the design of a poem, and as it is taken for fiction 

Fable may be divided into the piobable, the allegoncal, and the 
marvellous The probable fable is the recital of such actions as, 
though they did not happen, yet might, m the common couisc of 
nature * or of such as, though they did, became fables by the addi- 
tional episodes and mannei of telling them. Of this sort is the main 
story of an epic poem, “The letum of Ulysses, the settlement of the 
Trojans in Italy,” or the like That of the Iliad 15 the “angei of 
Achilles,” the most short and single subject that ever was chosen by 
any poet. Yet this he has supplied with a vaster variety of incidents 
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Wfw ei o US, i and “ owd ^d With a gicatci numbci of councils, speeches, 
battles, and episodes of all kinds, than aie to be found even in those 
poems whose schemes arc of the utmost latitude and megulaiity The 
action is burned on with the most vehement spirit, and its whole dura- 
tion employs not so much as fifty days Vngil, for want of so warm a 
genius, aided himself by taking m a mote extensive subject, as well as 
a greatei length of time, and contacting the design of both Homer’s 
poems into one, which is yet but a fourth part as laige as his The 
otliei epic poets have used the same practice, but geneialh earned it 
so far as to supci induce a multiplicity of fables, destioy the unity of 
action, and lose tlicir leadeis in an unreasonable length of time 
Noi is it only m the mam design that they have been unable to add 
, to Ins invention, but they have followed him in c\ery episode and part 
of story If he has given a lcgulai catalogue of an aimy, they all 
thaw up then foices m the same oidei If lie has funcial games for 
Patroclus, Vngil has the same foi Anchises , and Statius (rather than 
omit them) destioys the unity of his actions for those of Archemorus 
If Ulysses visit the shades, the ./Eneas of Virgil and Scipio of Sihus 
aie sent aftei him If he be detained fiom his return by the alluie- 
ments of Calypso, so is ALncas by Dido, and Rinaldo by Aranda If 
Achilles be absent from the aimy on the score of a quaucl tlnough 
half the poem, Rinaldo must absent himself just as long on the like 
account If he gives Ins heio a suit of celestial aimour, Virgil and 
Tasso make the same pi csent to theirs. Virgil has not only observed this 
close imitation of Homei, but, where he had not led the way, sup- 
plied the want from other Gi cek authors. Thus the stoi y of Sinon, and the 
taking of Troy, was copied (says Maciobnis) almost’woid for word from 
Pisander, as the loves of Dido and ./Eneas aie taken fiomthose of Medea 
and Jason in Apollonius , and seveial others m the same manner 
To pioceed to the allegoncal fable — If we leflcct upon those in- 
numerable knowledges, those secrets of natuic and physical philosophy 
which Homei is generally supposed to have wrapped up m his alle- 
gories, what a new and ample scene of wondei may this consideration 
afford us 1 How feitile w ill that imagination appeal, which was able 
to clothe all the piopcities of elements, the quahlications of the mind, 
the values and vices, m foims and poisons, and to intioduce them 
into actions agiceablc to the natuic of the things they shadowed* 
This is a field m which no succeeding poets could dispute with Ilomcr , 
and whatever commendations have been allowed them on this head, 
aie by no means foi then invention m having cnlaigcd Ins cnclc, but 
foi then judgment m having contracted it Foi w'hcn the mode of 
learning changed m the following ages, and science was deliveicd in a 
plainei mannei, it then became as reasonable m the more modem poets 
to lay^it aside, as it was in Homei to make use of it And peihaps it 
w'as no*unhappy circumstance for Virgil, that there was not m ins 
tune that demaijd upon him of so gieat an invention as might oe 
capable of furnishing all those allegorical parts of a poem 

The maivellous fable includes wdiatciei is supernatural, and 
especially the machines of the gods If Homer was not the first who 
mtioduced the deities (as Herodotus imagines) into the religion ox 
^ 2 
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Gi eecc, ho seems the first who brought them into a system of machinery 
foi poetry, and such a one as males its greatest importance and 
dignity : foi we find those authors who have been nfi**ndv.d at the 
literal notion of the gods, constantly hy in# their .accusation against 
Homer as the chief suppoil of it. But whatever caust there might 
be to blame his machines m a philosophical or ichgious view, they arc 
so pcifect m the poetic, that mankind have been over «fi*rcc contented 
to follow them . none have been able to enlarge the sphere of poetry 
beyond the limits he has set * every attempt of this n.iUre lias proved 
unsuccessful ; and aftci all the various changes of times and religions, 
lus gods continue to this day the gods of poetry. 

\Vc come now to the chanctcis of lus persons ; and here we shall 
find no author has ever drawn so many, with so visible and surprising 
a variety, oi given' us such lively and affecting impressions of them. 
Evciy one has something so singularly his own, that no jnmler could 
have distinguished them moie by their features, than the poet has by 
their manners. Nothing can be more cvact than the distinctions he 
lias obscivedm the diffeicnt degrees of virtues and vices The single 
quality of couiagc is wonderfully diversified in the several characters 
of the Iliad That of Achilles is furious and intractable ; that of 
Diomede forwavd, yet listening to advice, and subject to command ; 
that of Ajax is heavy and scif-confidmg , of Ilcctor, active and 
vigilant • the courage of Agamemnon is inspirited by love of empire 
and ambition, that of Menclatis mixed with softness and tenderness 
for his people we find in Idomencus a plain direct solchci ; in 
Sarpedon a gallant and generous one Nor is this judicious and 
astonishing diversity to be found only r m the principal quality which 
constitutes the mam of each character,* but even in the under parts of 
it, to which he takes care to giv e a tincture of that principal one. T or 
example the main chaiactcrs of Ulysses and Nestor consist m wis- 
dom , and they aie distinct m this, that the wisdom of one is artificial 
and various, of the other natural, open and regular. But they have, 
besides, characters of courage , and this quality also takes a different 
turn in each fiom the difference of lus prudence j for one in the war 
depends still upon caution, the other upon experience. It would be 
endless to produce instances of these kinds 1 he characters of Vugd 
are fai from striking us in this open manner ; tlicy r lie, m a great 
degree, hidden and undistinguished , and, where they arc marked most 
evidently affect us not m proportion to those of Homer His chaiac- 
ters of valour aie much alike j even that of Turnus seems no way 
peculiar, but, as it is, m a superior degree , and w e sec nothing that 
differences the courage of Mnestheus from that of Seigestus, Cloan- 
thus, or the lest, In like manner it may be remarked of Statius’s 
heroes, that an air of impetuosity runs through them all , the same 
horrid and savage courage appears in lus Capaneus, Tydeus, Hippo- 
medon, &c. They have a parity of character, which makes them seem 
brotheis of one family I believe when the reader is led into this tract 
of reflect™, if he will pursue it through the epic and tragic writers, he 
will be convinced how infinitely superior, m tins point, the invention 
of Homer was to that of all others 
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The speeches are to be considered as they flow from the characters • 
being perfect or defective as they agree or disagree with the manners] 
of those who utter them As there is more variety of characteis m the 
Iliad, so there is of speeches, than m any other poem. “ Everythin^ 
m it has manner” (as Aristotle expresses it), that is, everything is 
acted or spoken. It is hardly credible, m a work of such length, how 
small a number of lines are employed m nanation In Virgil the 
diamatic pait is less in pioportion to the narratne , and the speeches 
often consist of general reflections or thoughts, which might be equally 
just m any person’s mouth upon the same occasion As many of Ins 
persons have no apparent characters, so many of his speeches escape 
being applied and judged by the rule of propriety. We oftener think 
of the authoi himself when we lead Virgil, than when w e are engaged 
m Homer , all which arc the effects of a colder invention, that interests 
us less m the action described Homer makes us hearers, and Virgil 
leaves us readers 

If, in the next place, we take a view of the sentiments, the same pie- 
siding faculty is eminent m the sublimity and spirit of his thoughts. 
Longinus has given his opinion, that it was m this part Homer princi- 
pally excelled What were alone sufficient to prove the grandeur and 
excellence of his sentiments m general, is, that they have so remaikable a 
parity with those of the Scripture Duport, m his Gnomologia Hom- 
enca, has collected innumerable instances of tlus sort And it is with 
justice an excellent modern writer allows, that if Virgil has not so many 
thoughts that aie low and vulgai, he has not so many that are sublime 
and noble , and that the Roman author seldom rises into very aston- 
ishing sentiments where he is not fired by the Iliad. 

If we observe his descriptions, images, and similes, we shall find the 
invention still predominant To what else can we ascribe that vast 
comprehension of images of ev ei y sort, where we see each circumstance 
of art, and individual of nature, summoned together by the extent and 
fecundity of his imagination to which all things, in their various views 
presented themselves m an instant, and had their impressions taken off 
to perfection at a heat ? Nay, he not only giv es us the full prospects 
of things, but several unexpected peculianties and side views, unob- 
served by any painter but Homer Nothing is so surprising as the 
descriptions of his battles , -which take up no less than half the Iliad, 
and are supplied with so vast a variety of incidents, that no one bears 
a likeness to, another ; such different kinds of deaths, that no tw o 
heroes are wounded m the same manner , and such a profusion of 
noble ideas, that every battle rises above the last m greatness, horror, 
and confusion It is certain there is not near that number of images 
and descriptions m any epic poet , though e,\ ery one has assisted him- 
self with a great quantity out of him and it is evident of Virgil es- 
pecially, that he has scarce any comparisons which are not drawn 
from his master 

If -we descend from hence to the expiession, we see the bright 
imagination of Homer shining out in the most enln ened forms of it. 
We acknowledge him the father of poetical diction , the first who 
taught that “language of the gods" to men. His expression is hi o 
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the colouring of some gi cat masters, which discovers itself to be laid 
on boldly, and executed with rapidity It is, indeed, the strongest and 
most glowing imaginable, and touched with the gieatest spirit. Aris- 
totle had leason to say, he was the only poet who had found out 
“living words ” theie are m him moie daring figures and metaphors 
than m any good author whatevei An arrow is “ impatient” to be on 
the wing, a weapon “ thirsts” to drink the blood of an enemy, and the 
like , yet his c\pression is never too big foi the sense, but justly great 
m propoition to it It is the sentiment that swells and fills out the 
diction, which rises w ith it, and forms itself about it , for m the same 
degree that a thought is warmer) an expression will be brighter ; as 
that is more sttong, this will become more perspicuous like glass in 
the furnace, which grows to a greater magnitude, and refines to a 
greater clearness, only as the bieath within is more powerful, 'and the 
heat more intense. 

To thiow his language more out of prose, Homer seems to have 
affected the compound epithets This was a sort of composition 
peculiarly proper to poetry , not only as it heightened the diction, but 
as it assisted and filled the numbeis w’lth greatei sound and pomp, and 
likewise conduced m some measure to thicken the images On this 
last consideration I cannot but attribute these also to the fruitfulness 
of his invention , since (as lie has managed them) they aie a soit of 
supernumerary pictures of the persons or things to which theyweie 
joined We see the motion of Hector’s plumes in the epithet Kopu&uoXoj, 
the landscape of Mount Neutus in that of TLlvoa-fyvWas, and so of 
others , which particular images could not ha\ e been insisted upon so 
long as to express them in a description (though but of a single Jine) 
without diverting the leadei too much from the pnncipal action or 
figure As a metaphor is a short simile, one of these epithets is a shoit 
description « ' 

Lastly, if we consider his versification, rve shall be sensible u'hat a 
share of praise is due to his invention m that also He was not satis- 
fied with his language as he found it settled in any one pai t of Greece, but 
searched through its different dialects with this particular view, to 
beautify and perfect his numbers he considered these as they' had a 
greatei mixture of vowels or consonants, and accordingly employed 
them as the verse lequired either a greatei smoothness or strength 
What he most affected was the Ionic, which has a peculiar sweetness," 
from its never using contractions, and from its custom of resolving the 
diphthongs into two syllables, so as to make the rr ords open themselves 
with a more spreading and sonorous fluency With this he mingled 
the Attic contractions, the broader Done, and the feeblei -/Eoltc, which 
often 1 ejects its aspirate, or takes off its accent , and completed this 
variety by altering some letters with the licence of poetry Thus his 
measures, instead of being fetters to his sense, were always m readiness 
to run along with the warmth of his rapture, and even to give a furthei 
representation of lus notions, m the correspondence of their sounds to 
" “ at t he y s, o n, ficd. Out of all these he has derived that harmony 
which makes us confess lie had not only the richest head, but the 
finest ear in the world This is so gieat a truth, that whoevei will but 
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consult llie tune of his verses, even without undei standing them (with 
the same soit of diligence as we daily see practised m the case of 
Italian operas), will find more sweetness, vanety, and majesty of sound, 
than m any other language of poetry The beauty of Ins numbers is 
allowed, by the critics to be copied but faintly by Virgil Iumself, though 
they are so just as to ascribe it to the nature of the Latin tongue 
indeed the Gieek has some advantages both from the natural sound of 
its woids, and the turn and cadence of its verse, which agiee with the 
genius of no other language. Virgil was veiy sensible of this, and 
used the utmost diligence m woiking up a more intractable language 
to whatsoever graces it was capable of, and, m particular, nevei failed 
to bring the sound of his line to a beautiful agi cement with its sense 
If the Grecian poet has not been so frequently celebrated on this ac- 
count as the Roman, the only reason is, that fewer critics have under- 
stood one language than the other Dionysius of Halicarnassus has 
pointed out many of our author’s beauties m this kind, in his treatise 
of the Composition of Words It suffices at present to obseive of his 
numbers, that they flow with so much ease, as to make one imagine 
Hornet had no other caie than to transcribe as fast as the Muses 
dictated, and, at the same time, with so much force and inspiriting 
vigour, that they awaken and laisc us like the sound of a tiumpet 
They roll along as a plentiful river, ahvavs in motion, and always full , 
while we ate borne away by a tide of \eise, the most lapid, and yet the 
most smooth imaginable 

Thus on whatever side we contemplate Homci, what principally 
strikes us is lus invention. It is that which forms the charactci of 
each part of his work, and accordingly ivc find it to have made his 
fable more e\tensive and copious than any other, his manners more 
lively and strongly marked, his speeches more affecting and transported, 
lus sentiments moie warm and sublime, his images and descuptions 
moie full and animated, his expression more laised and darmg, and 
his numbers moie rapid and various. I hope, m what has been said 
of Vugil, with legaid to any of these heads, I have no way derogated 
from lus cliaractei Nothing is more absurd or endless, than the 
common method of comparing eminent writers by an opposition of 
particulai passages m them, and forming a judgment from thence of 
(lieu merit upon the whole We ought to have a certain knowledge 
of the puncipal chaiacter and distinguishing excellence of each it is 
m that we aie to consider lum, and in proportion to lus degree m that 
we axe to admue him No author or man ever excelled all the world 
m more than one faculty , and as Homer has done this m invention, 
Virgil has m judgment Not that we are to think that Homei wanted 
judgment^ because Virgil had it in a more eminent degree , or that 
Virgil wanted invention, because Homer possessed a larger share or 
it, each of these gi eat autliois had moie of both than perhaps any 
man besides, and aie only said to hare less in comparison with one 
another Homer ivas the greater genius, Virgil the better artist In 
one we most admire the man, m the other the work Homer hurries 
and transports us with a commanding impetuosity , Virgil leads us 
- with an attractive majesty, Homer scatteis with a generous prolu- 
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sion , Virgil bestows with a careful magnificence , Homei, like the 
Nile, pours out lus nclies with a boundless overflow; Virgil, like a 
river in its banks, with a gentle and constant stream. When we be- 
hold their battles, methmks the two poets resemble the heroes they 
celebrate Homer, boundless and resistless as Achilles, bears all 
before him, and shines more and mote as the tumult increases ; Virgil, 
calmly daring, like /Eneas, appears undisturbed m the midst of the 
action , disposes all about lum, and conquers with tranquillity. And 
when we look upon then machines, Homer seems like lus own Jupiter 
in his terrors, shaking Olympus, scattenng the lightnings, and firing 
the heavens. Virgil, like the same power m his bene\olence, coun- 
selling with the gods, laying plans for empires, and regularly ordering 
his whole creation 

But after all, it is with great paits, as with great vntues, they 
naturally border on some imperfection ; and it is often hard ..to dis- 
tinguish exactly where the virtue ends, or the fault begins. As prudence 
may sometimes sink to suspicion, so may a great judgment decline to 
coldness , and as magnanimity may run up to piofusion or extrava- 
gance, so may a gieat invention to redundancy oi wildness If we look 
upon Homer in this view, we shall perceive the chief objections against 
him to proceed from so noble a cause as the excess of this faculty. 

Among these wc may leckon some of his marvellous fictions, upon 
which so much criticism has been spent, as surpassing all the bounds 
of piobability Peihaps it may be with great and superior souls, as 
with gigantic bodies, which, exerting themselves with unusual strength, 
exceed what is commonly thought the due proportion of paits, to be- 
come miracles in the whole , and, like the old heroes of that make, 
commit something near extravagance, amidst a senes of glorious and 
inimitable performances Thus Homer has his “speaking horses,” 
and Virgil his “ myrtles distilling blood , ” where the latter has not so 
much as conti ived the easy intervention of a deity to save the pro- 
bability 

It is owing to the same vast in\ ention, that lus similes have been 
thought too exuberant and full of circumstances The force of this 
faculty is seen m nothing more, than in its inability to confine itself 
to that single circumstance upon which the comparison is grounded 
it runs out into embellishments of additional images, which, however, 
are so managed as not to overpower the mam one. His similes are 
like pictures, where the principal figure has not only its pioportion 
given agreeable to the original, but is also set off with occasional 
ornaments and prospects. The same will account for his manner of 
heaping a number of comparisons together m one breath, when his 
fancy suggested to him at once so many various and correspondent 
images r I he reader will easily extend this obseivation to more ob- 
jections of the same kind 

If there are others which seem mther to charge hnn with a defect or 
narrowness of genius, than an excess of it, those seeming defects will 
be found upon examination to proceed wholly from the nature of the 
times lie lived in Such are lus grosser representations of the gods , 
and the vicious and imperfect manners of lus heroes , but I must here 
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speak a word' of the latter, as it is a point generally carried into' ev 
tremes, both by the censurcrs and defenders of Homer It must be 
a strange partiality to antiquity, to think with Madame Dacier, 1 “ that 
those times and manners aie so much the more excellent, as they are 
more contrary to ours.” Who can be so prejudiced m their favour as 
to magnify the felicity of those ages, when a spint of revenge and 
cruelty, joined with the practice of rapine and robbery, reigned 
through the world when no mercy w'as shown but for the sake of 
lucre; when the -greatest princes were put to the sword, and their 
w ives and daughters made slav es and concubines ? On the other side, 
I w ould not be so delicate as those modem critics, who are shocked 
at the sen lie offices and mean employments in which we sometimes 
sec the heroes of Homer engaged There is a pleasure m taking a 
i lew of that simplicity, m opposition to the luxury of succeeding ages 
m beholding monarchs without their guards, princes tending their 
flocks, and princesses draw mg W'ater from the spnngs When we read 
Homer, wc ought to reflect that w care reading the most ancient author 
in the heathen world , and those who consider him m this light, will 
double their pleasure m the perusal of him Let them think they are 
growing acquainted with nations and people that are now no more; 
that they me stepping almost three thousand jears back into the re- 
motest antiquity, and entei taming themselves with a clear and sur- 
prising \ lsion of things nowhere else to be found, the only true mirror 
of that ancient w orld By this means alone then greatest obstacles 
will vanish, and wliat usually creates their dislike, wall become a 
satisfaction 

This consideration may further serve to answ er foi the constant use 
of the same epithets to his gods and heroes , such as the “ fai -darting 
Phoebus, ' the * f blue-eyed Pallas,” the “ swift-footed Achilles,” &c, 
which some have censured as impertinent, and tediously repeated 
Those of the gods depended upon the pow ers and offices then believed 
to belong to them , and had contracted a w eight and veneration from 
the rites and solemn devotions in which they weie used they were a 
sort of attributes with which it was a matter of religion to salute them 
on all occasions, and which it w as an irrev erence to omit As for the 
epithets of great men, Mons. Boileau is of opinion, that they were in 
the nature of surnames, and repeated as such , for the Greeks having 
no names derived from their fathers, were obliged to add some other 
distinction of each person , either naming his parents expressly, or his 
place of birth, profession, or the like as Alexander the son of Philip, 
Herodotus of Halicarnassus, Diogenes the Cynic, &c Homer, there- 
fore, complying with the custom of his country, used such distinctive 
additions as better agreed with poetry And, indeed, we have some- 
thing parallel to these m modem times, such as the names of barola 
Harefoot, Edmund Ironside, Edward Longshanks, Edward the Black 
Prmcc, &c If yet this be thought to account better for the propriety 
than for the repetition, I shall add a further conjecture Hesiod, 
dividing the world into its diffeient ages, has placed a fourth age, e- 
tvveen the brazen and the iron one, of “heroes distinct from other 

1 Preface to her Homer 
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men ; a divine lace who fought at Thebes and Tioy, aic called derm* 
gods, and live by the care of Jupitci m the islands of the blessed* 
Now among the divine honours which were paid them, they might 
have this also m.common with the gods, not to be mentioned without 
the solemnity of an epithet, and such as might be acceptable to them 
by celebrating their families, actions or qualities. 

What otliei cavils have been raised against Homer, arc such as 
hardly deserve a leply, but will yet be taken notice of as they occui in 
the couise of the woik Many have been occasioned by an injudicious 
endeavoui to exalt VugiL ; which is much the same, as if one should 
think to laise the superstructure by undermining the foundation : one 
would imagine, by the whole couise of then paiallels, that these cntics 
never so much as heard of Homer’s having written first ; a consider- 
ation which whoever compares these two poets ought to lia\c always 
in his eye Some accuse him for the same things which they overlook 
or praise in the other ; as when they prefei the fable and moial of the 
./Eneis to those of the Iliad, for the same reasons which might set the 
Odyssey above the yEneis ; as that the hero is a wiser man, and the 
action of the one more beneficial to his country than that of the other s 
01 else they blame him for not doing w'hat lie never designed , as 
because Achilles is not as good and perfect a prince as ./Eneas, when 
the vet y moral of his poem required a conti aiy cliaiaclei . it is thus 
that Rapin judges m his companson of Homer and Virgil. Others 
select those paiticulai passages of Homei w'hicli aicnot so laboured as 
some that Virgil diew out of them • this is the whole management of 
Scaligcr in his Poetics. Others quauel with wlial they take for low' and 1 
mean expressions, sometimes thiough a false delicacy and refinement, 
oftener from an ignorance of the graces of the ougmal, and then 
triumph m the awkwaidness of their own translations . this is the 
conduct of Peirault in his* Parallels. Lastly, theie aie others, who, 
pretending to a fairer proceeding, distinguish between the personal 
merit of Homer, and that of his work ; but when they come to assign 
the causes of the gieat leputation of the Iliad, they found it upon the 
ignorance of his times, and the prejudice of those that followed . and 
in pursuance of this principle, they make those accidents (such as the 
contention of the cities, &c ) to be the causes of his fame, which were 
m reality the consequences of lus merit The same might as w'ell 
be said of Virgil, or any great author whose general chaiacter will 
infallibly laise many casual additions to then reputation This is the 
method of Mons dc la Mott , who yet confesses upon the whole that 
in whatever age Homer had lived, lie must have been the gieatest poet 
of his nation, and that he may be said in his sense to be the master 
even of those who surpassed him. 

In all these objections we see nothing that contradicts his title to 
the honour of the chief invention and as long as this (which is 
indeed the characteustic of poctiv itself) lemams unequalled by his 
followGi s, lie still continues superior to them A cooler judgment may 
commit fewer faults, and be moie approved in the eyes of one sort of 
critics but that waimth of fancy will cany the loudest and most 
■ Hesiod Opp ct Dicr Lib I vers 153, &c 
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universal applauses which holds the heart of a leader undei the 
strongest enchantment. Homer not only appears the inventor of 
poetry, but excels all the inventors of othef arts, in this, that he has 
swallowed up the honoui of those who succeeded him What he has 
done admitted no increase, it only left 100m for contraction or regula- 
tion. He showed all the stictch of fancy at once , and if he has 
failed m some of his flights, it was but because he attempted everything. 
A work of this kind seems like a mighty tree, which rises from the 
most vigorous seed, is improved with industry, flourishes, and produces 
the finest fiuit nature and art conspue to raise it, pleasure and 
profit join to make it \aluable and they who find the justest faults, 
ha\c only said that a few branches which run luxuriant through a nch- 
ness of nature, might be lopped into foim to gne it a more legular 
appearance. " u 

Hn\ mg now' spoken of the beauties and defects of the original, it 
remains to tieat of the tianslation, with the same view to the chief 
characteristic As far as that is seen in the mam paits of die poem, 
such as the fable, manneis,and sentiments, no translator can prejudice 
it but by wilful omissions 01 contractions As it also breaks out m 
c\ cry pat ttcular image, description, and simile, wlioevei lessens oi too 
much softens those, takes off from this chief chaiacter. It is the first 
grand duly of an intci pretcr to gne Ins aullioi entue and unmanned , 
and foi the rest, the diction and \ ersificalion only are his piopei 
province, since these must be his own, but the otheis he is to take 
as he finds them. ' 


It should then be consideied what methods may affoid sonic equi- 
valent in our language for the graces of these m the Greek. It is 
certain no literal translation can be just to an excellent original m a 
superior language but it is a gieat mistake to imagine (as many have 
done) that a l.isli parapluasc can make amends foi this general defect, 
which is no less in danger to lose the spirit of an ancient, by deviating 
into the modem manners of expression. If theie be sometimes a 
darkness, there is often a light m antiquity, which nothing better pre- 
serves than a veision almost literal I know r no liberties one ought to 
lake, but those which are necessary to transfusing the spirit of the 
original, and suppoitmg the poetical style of the translation and I 
will xentuic to say, there have not been moie men misled informer 
tunes by a servile, dull adherence to the letter, than have been deluded 
in ours by a chimerical, insolent hope of laistng and improving their 
author. It is not to be doubted that the fue of the poem is what a 
tianslator should principally legard, as it is most likely to expire in 
Ins managing : however, it is Ins safest ivay to be content with pre- 
serving this to his utmost in the whole, without endeavouring to be 
more than he finds lus author is, in any particular place. It is a great 
secret m writing, to know when to be plain, and when poetical an 
figurative j and it is what Homei will teach us, if we will but folloi 
modestly in lus footsteps Wheie his diction is bold and lofty, 1 
laise ours as high as we can , but wheie his is plain and humble, 
ought not to be deterred from mutating him by the fear of inturr g 
the censure of a mere English critic Nothing that belongs to Horn 
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seems to have been more commonly mistaken than the just pitch of his 
style some of his translators having swelled into fustian m a moud 
confidence of the sublime ; others sunk into flatness, in a cold ana 
timorous notion of simplicity. Mcthinks I see these different followers 
of Homer, some sweating and straining after him by violent leaps and 
bounds (the certain signs of false mettle), others slowly and servilely „ 
creeping in his train, while the poet himself is all the time proceeding 
with an unaffected and equal majesty before them However, of the 
two exti ernes one could soonci pardon frenzy than frigidity ; no author 
is to be envied foi such commendations, as he may gam by that 
character of style, which his friends must agree together to call 
simplicity, and the rest of the world will call dulness There is a 
gi aceful and dignified simplicity, as well as a bold and sordid one; 
which differ as much from each other as the air of a plain man 
from that of a sloven it is one thing to be tucked up, and another 
not to be dressed at all. Simplicity is the mean between ostentation 
and rusticity. 

This puie and noble simplicity is nowhere m such perfection as m 
the Scripture and our author One may affirm, with all respect to the 
inspired wntings, that the Divine Spirit made use of no other woids 
but what weie intelligible and common to men at that tune, and m 
that part of the world , and, as Homer is the author nearest to those, 
lus style must of course bear a greatci xesemblance to the sacred books 
than that of any other writer This consideration (together with what 

has been observed of the pauty of some of Ins thoughts) may, methmks, 
induce a tianslator, on the one hand, to give m to several of those 
general phrases and manners of expression, which have attained a 
veneration evenm our language from being used m the Old Testament; 
as, on the other, to avoid those which have been appropriated to the 
Divinity, and m a manner consigned to mystery and religion 
For a further preservation of this air of simplicity, a particular care 
should be taken to express with all plainness those moral sentences 
and proverbial speeches which are so numerous in this poet They 
have something venerable, and as I may say, oracular, m that un- 
adorned gravity and shortness with which they are delivered a grace 
which would be utteily lost by endeavouring to give them what we call 
a more ingenious (that is, a more modern) turn m the paraphrase 
Perhaps the mixture of some Grmcisms and old words after the 
manner of Milton, if done without too much affectation, might not 
have an ill effect m a version of this particular work, which most of 
any other seems to require a venerable, antique cast But 'certainly 
the use of modern terms of war and government, such as (l platoon, 
junto, or the like, (mto which some of Ins translators have 
fallen) cannot be allowable , those only excepted without which it 
is impossible to treat the subjects in any living language 

There are two peculiarities in Homer’s diction, which aie a sort of 
marks or moles by which every common eye distinguishes him at first 
sight ; those who are not his greatest admirers look upon them as 
defects, and those who are, seemed pleased with them as beauties. I 
speak of his compound epithets, and of his repetitions. Many of the 



XXI 


POPE'S PREFACE TO THE ILIAD 


formei cannot be done htcially into English without destroying the 
punly of our language, I believe such should be retained as slide 
easily of themseh es into an English compound, without violence to 
the car oi to the received rules of composition, as well as those which 
have received a sanction fiom the authority of our best poets, and are 
become familiar through their use of them, such as “the cloud-com- 
pelhng Jove," dc As foi the lest, whenever any can be as fully and 
significantly cxpicssed in a single word as in a compounded one, tlic 
course to be taken is obvious 

Some that cannot be so turned, as to pieserve their full image by 
one or two words, may have justice done them by circumlocution ; as 
the epithet civocrlcpvWo? to a mountain, would appear little or ridicu- 
lous translated literally “ leaf-shaking," but affords a majestic idea m 
the periphrasis . “ the lofty mountain shakes his waving woods ” Others 
that admit of different significations, may receive an advantage fiom 
a judicious variation, according to the occasions on which they aic 
mtioduccd For example, the epithet of Apollo, ewj/SoXor or “far- 
shootmg," is capable of tv, o explications , one literal, in respect of the 
darts and bow, the ensigns of that god , the other allegorical, with 
regard to the rays of the sun j therefore, m such places where Apollo 
is represented as a god in person, I would use the former interpreta- 
tion ; and w’here the effects of the sun are described, I u ould make choice 
of the latter Upon die whole, it wull be necessary to avoid that pei- 
pctual repetition of the same epithets which we find m Homer, and 
which, though it might be accommodated (as has been already shown) 
to the ear of those times, is by no means so to ours but one may 
wait foi oppoitumties of placing them, where they derive an additional 
beauty from the occasions on w'hich they are employed , and in doing 
dns propcily, a translator may at once show his fancy and his judgment 

As foi Homer's lepctitions, we may divide diem into three sorts of 
whole narrations and speeches, of single sentences, and of one verse 
or hemstitch. I hope it is not impossible to have such a regard to 
these, as neither to lose so known a mark of the author on the one 
hand, nor to offend the reader too much on the othei. The repetition 
is not ungraceful m those speeches, where the dignity of the speaker 
lenders it a soitof insolence to alter his words, as m the messages 
from gods to men, or fiom higher powers to inferiors m concerns of 
state, 01 wdiere the ceieraomal of religion seems to require it, m the 
solemn forms of prayers, oaths, 01 the like In other cases. I believe 
the best rule is, to be guided by the nearness, or distance, at which the 
repetitions are placed m the ougmal when they follow’ too close, one 
may vary the expression , but it is a question, whether a professed 
translator be authorized to omit any if they be tedious, the author is 


to answ’er for it . , , 

It only remains to speak of the verification Homer (as has been 
said) is perpetually applying the sound to the sense, and •varying it on 
every new subject This is indeed one of the most exquisite beauties 
of poetry, and attainable by very few I only know of Homer eminent 
for it m the Greek, and Virgil in the Latin. I am sensible it is what 
may sometimes happen by chance, when a writer is warm, and iu ly 
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Homer himself would lmvc w rit before he arn , eu .it > t >r of eVwcrwtm" 

Hobbes has gi\ cn us a correct explanation of tie sense in fensml : 
but for particulars and circumstances he toutmunllj ]<»pj tber\ and 
often omits the most beautiful As for us luua,' esteemed a ilose 
translation, I doubt not many have been led into that erro** b ' tl e 
shoitness of it, which proceeds not from his following the onymal hat. 
by lme, but from the contractions abo\ e mentioned He sometime ■> 
omits whole similes and sentences , and is now and then guilty of mis- 
takes, into which no miter of his learning could hate f dku.b it through 
carelessness His poetry, as well as Ogdby’s, is too tm/in for eritlcl'Mi. 

It is a great loss to the poetical world that Mi. Dry den did not live 
to tianslatc the Iliad. lie has left us only the first hook, and a «null 
part of the sixth , m wlucli if lie lias m some places not truly lute.- 
preted the sense, or preserved the antiquities, it ought to be C' eased 
on account of the haste he was obliged to write in. lie seems to lme 
had too much regard to Chapman, whose words he sometimes copies, 
and has unhappily followed him m passages where he wanders from 
the original However, had he translated the whole work, I would no 
more have attempted Homer after him than Virgil hts \ crsion of whom 
(notwithstanding some human criors) is the mostnoble and spirited trans- 
lation I know m any language. But the fate of great geniuses is hhe 
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that of great mimsteis though they are confessedly the first m the 
commonwealth of Ictteis, they must be envied and calumniated only 
for being at the head of it 1 

That which, in my opinion, ought to be the endeavour of am one 
who translates Iiomei, is ‘above all things to keep alive that spmt and 
fire which makes his chief chaiactei m particular places, -where ihc 
sense can bear any doubt, to follow the stiongest and most poetical, as 
most agreeing with that chaiactei , to copy iiim m all the variations of 
Ins style, and the different modulations of his numbers , to preserve, 
mthe more active or descuptne parts, a waimth and elevation, m 
the more sedate or narrative, a plainness and solemmfy, in the 
speeches, a fulness and perspicuity , m the sentences, a shortness and 
gravity ; not to neglect even the little figuies and tuins on the words, 
noi sometimes the \ ery cast of the periods , neither to omit nor con- 
found any rites or customs of antiquity perhaps too he ought to in- 
clude the whole m a shoitei compass than has hitherto been done by 
any tianslatoi w T ho has tolciably piescrvcd either the sense 01 poetrj 
What I would fmther recommend to him is, to study his author rathci 
from Ins own te\t, than from any commentaries, how learned soev cr, 
or whatever figure they may make m the estimation of the woild ; 
to consider him attentn ely in comparison with Virgil abov e all the 
ancients, and with Milton above aU the modems Next these, the 
Archbishop of Cambray’s Telemachus may give him the truest idea of 
the spmt and turn of our author , and Bossu’s admirable Treatise of 
the Epic Poem the justest notion of his design and conduct. But 
after all, with whatever judgment and study a man may piocccd, or 
with whatever happiness he may perform such a work, he must hope to 
please but a few ; those only who have at once a taste of poetij, and 
competent learning For to satisfy such a want either, is not m the 
nature of this undertaking , since a mere modem wit can like nothing 
'that is not modem, apd a pedant nothing that is not Greek. 

What I have done is submitted to the public , from whose opinions 
I am prepared to learn ; though I fear no judges so little as our best 
poets, who are most sensible of the w eight of this task. As for the 
woist, whatevci they shall please to say, they may gtvc me some con- 
cern as they are unhappy men, but none as they are malignant w riters 
I was guided m this translation by judgments very difierent from 
theirs, and by persons for whom they can have no_ kindness, if an old 
observation be true, that the stiongesl antipathy in the world is that 
of fools to men of wit Mr Addison wavs the fust whosc advicc 
determined me to undeitakc this task , who was pleased to write tonw 
upon that occasion m such terms as I cannot lepeat without van 
I was obliged to Sir Richard Steele foi a ver? caih rocommuid it. 
of my undertaking to the public. Di Sw jft promoted mv . 
that warmth with which he alwaxs serves Ins friend. II he » 
and frankness of Sir Samuel Garth are what 
any occasion I must also acknowledge, with 
many fuendly offices, as well as sincere criticism., o ■> n ’ 

who had led me the wav m translating some pruts J, 

add the names of Mr Rowland Dr Parnell, I sh,H m en 

further opportunity of doing justice to the last, w o 
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give it a great panegyric), j . m U t • b .» 7 if t 1 .” n > t Tt, n> f ?•- 
la vow of the st. jywitltJiw n »’< not tiwn» h awl •• r-m >>, nn- v >'> J 1 ”'* 7 , 
them so true an affection But .vlns r vn f * .y of tii* j s * *r " * » « > 
of the great hate done me ; whilMhc Jit J r ‘s.n- r <f the / * 1 "f *« 
mj subscribers and th* nioM drtin^ui /iM f -« r **5 ^ft**** f» 

learning .is im rintf < ncoumyer* ? -\n**»r 7 th* *• n't • a p ?**' d * p v --' 


.jarning .is mj 
sure to me to find, th it my night, > oh ig* riots 
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done most honour to th" i»nm» of p*j \ , th »: hy ? t, * 

Buckingham was not di,pl* l^d f ho, do ir*<d ?r «» 
whom lie has given fin his txtvlh nt 1‘." i> , •* 

'* lt<* 1'J ir<> r"-.*, ft 1 r ** ' t~i ‘ t f i 

let ' 7 -tj,' *’* *” l' ' , 

Vu':' tl! **“n {'<**)• « i i !• “' t *’ , 

And Hn«n r r » iH I " rf> r *t ' t * * tt -"~ 

That the Earl of Halifax vv.is o,:e of the hr * m f *r p." r rf tth'-**. 
it is hard to say whether the adv.mi > ru' nt of d»f po* r_ ,-r: it P"* 7 ' 
owing to his generovitv or Ins t ; ti. r '.el, * y >•" . r - r-; 

Loid Bolmgbroke. not moic distinguish! •! m the gr.-n h .m’ 

ness, than in all the useful and tmotsumn? m.rts t e ItMf it \ i n nvi 
refused to be the ci itic of the ,e sheet', tud In* nslro' oftiaif * n f ? . 
and that the noble author of the tr? ‘t ly of *• fit:: «'*. 
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I could say a gicvt deal of the pleasure of h.u g dating , it Ij-n by tl, J 
Eail of Carnarvon ; but it is almost abvtul t » .nr ote 

generous action in a person whose whole life 15 a tf»ntmt ,l ‘d tyt*' of 
them. Mi. Stanhope, the present secretary of s'vte, v.iH pirdon rev 
desire of having it kno,\n that he v as pleased to p-otno*e tin a/f’ir. 
The particular /cal of Mr llarcourt (the son of the l tie l-ord 
Chancellor) gave me a pi oof ho.v much 1 am honoured in a ‘•h are of 
his friendship 1 mist attribute to the sitne motive that of several 
others of nay fuends to whom all acknowledgments arc rendered 
unnecessary by the privileges o r a familiar correspondence : art! 1 am 
satisfied I can no way better oblige men of their turn thm by ray 
silence 

Jl 51 , 10 / 1 ’ I have found more patrons than ever Homer war ted. He 

Afhm.rt?*. J- l ' ou 5 ht h ! mself happy to have met the sam" favour at 
Athens that has been shown me by ns learned m.al, the Umve^.t. of 

j ^V' nt i c ? n hardly cmv him those pompous hono u m he 
apreeahlr," nhi w ^ en * reflect on the cnjovment of so many 

nri 0 w'? nS> a ” d cnsy fr'cnclsliips, which make the satis- 
ic ciinwn f C ^ ? ls ^ ,s b nc h° n 1<? the more to be acknowledged, as it 
- t0 ° ne w ^ 10sc P cn bus never gratified the prejudices of p-w- 
u uiar parties, or- the vanities of particular men Whatever the 
success may prove, l shall never aepent of an undertaking m which I 
nave experienced the candoiu and friendship of so many persons of 
merit ; and m which I hope to pass some of those y cats of youth that 
ate generally lost in a cncle of follies, after a manner neither wholly 
unuscful to otliexs, nor disagieeable to myself. 
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ARGUMENT 1 


THE CONTENTION O" ACltIU.ES AND „GA IEM' ON 

In the war of Troy, the Greeks hit mg sacked some of the neighbouring ton ns, and taken 
from thence two beautiful captives, ChryscTs and Briseie, allotted the first to Agamemnon, 
• and the last to Achilles Chnses, the father of Chrjseis, and priest of Apollo, comes to 
the Grecian camp to ransom her with which the action of the poem opei s, la the tenia 
1 ear of the siege The priest being refused, and insolently dismissed hj Agamemnon, 
entreats for -vengeance from his god , who indicts a pcstileiu. on the Greeks Ach’Ues call-, 
a council, and encourages Chalcas to declare the cause of it who attrbjle»it to the 
refusal of Chryseh, The king, being obliged to send back his captiv e, eaters into a funo us 
contest w ith Achilles, w hich Nestor pacifies , how ev or, as he had the absolute command of 
the armv, he seizes on I!n=e!s m revenge Achilles in d scontcnt withdraws him-elf and 
lus forces from the rest of the Greel s . and complaining to Thetis, she supplicates Jupiter 
to render them sensible of the wrong done to her son, bv giving victory to the Trojans. 
Jupiter, granting her suit, incenses Juno between whom the debate runs high, ti'l they arc 
reconciled by the address of Vulcan 

The time of two and twenty days is taken up in this book nine during the plague, ere in 
the council and quarrel of the princes, and twelve for Jupiter s stay with the ‘Ethiopians at 
w hose return Thetis prefers her petition The scene lies m the Grecian camp, then changes 
to Chry st, and lastly to Olympus 

Achilles’ wrath, to Greece the direful spring 
Of woes unnuniberd, hea\enl\ goddess sing 1 
That wrath which hurl’d to Philo's glooim reign 
The souls of mighty chiefs ontimelj slam , 


’ The following a-gument of the llr>d corcc'ed in i few pa" ici Sirs is translated ^fro~» 
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Whose limbs untamed on the naked shore. 

Devouring dogs and hungiy vultuics tore ,a 
Since gieal Achilles and Atudcs suove, 

Such was the sovcicign doom, and such the will of Jove!’ 

Declare, O Muse ! m what ill-fated hour 4 
Sprung the fieicc strife, fiom what offended power » 
Latona’s son a dire contagion spread,® 

And heap’d the camp with mountains of the dead j 
The king of men his icverent priest defied , 6 
And foi the king’s offence the people died 
For Chiyses sought with costly gifts to gain 
His captive daughter from the victor’s chain. 

Suppliant the venerable father stands , 

Apollo’s awful ensigns grace his hands ■ 

By these lie begs ; and lowly bending dow n. 

Extends the sceptic and the laurel crown 
He sued to all, but chief implored for grace 
The brother-lungs, of Atreus loyal race 7 
“Ye longs and wamors 1 may your vows be crown’d. 
And Troy’s pioud walls he lc\ el with the ground. 

May Jove lestore you when your toils arc o’er 
Safe to the pleasures of your native shore. 

But, oh * xelieve a wretched parent’s pain, 

And give Chryseis to these arms again ; 

If mercy fail, yet let my presents move. 

And dread avenging Phoebus, son of Jove ” 

The Greeks in shouts their joint assent declaie, 

The priest to'reveience, and release the fair. 

Not so 'Atndes . he, with longly pride. 

Repulsed the sacied sue, and thus replied . 

“ Hence on thy life, and fly these hostile plains, 

Nor ask, presumptuous, what the kmg detains . 

Hence, with thy laurel ciown, and golden rod , 

Nor trust too far those ensigns of thy god 


than the intercession of the ambassadors or the gifts of the general He lends his amour to 
his friend, but commands him not to engage with the chief of the enemy's army, because he 
reserves to lumself the honour of that combat, and because he also fears for his friend’s life 
The prohibition is forgotten , the friend listens to nothing but his courage , lus corpse is 
brought back to the hero, and the hero’s arms become the prirc of the conqueror Then the 
hero, given up to the most lively despair, prepares to fight , he receives from a divinity new 
armour - is reconciled with his general , and, thirsting for glory and rei engc, enacts prodigies 
of valour, recovers the victory slays the enemy's chief, honours his friend with superb 
funeral ntes, and exercises a cruel vengeance on the body of his destroyer, but finally, 
appeased by the tears and players of the father of tne slam warrior, restores to the old man 
the corpse of Ins son, which lie bunes with due solemnities Coleridge, p a 77, sqq 

2 Vultures Pope is more accurate than the poet he translates , for Homer w ntes “ a prey 
to dogs and to all kinds of birds ” But all kinds of birds are not carnivorous 

3 s e during the whole time of their striving the will of Jove was being gradually 

accomplished b 0 

4 Compare Milton’s "Paradise Lost?’ 1 6 

"Sing, heavenly Muse, that on the secret top 
Of Horeb, or of Sinai, didst inspire 
That shepherd-" - 

5 Laiora s son 1 c Apollo Ring of men • Agamemnon 

7 strati er lings Menelaus and Agamemnon 
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Mine is thy daughter priest, and shall remain ; 

And prayers, and tears, and bribes, shall plead m \am * 
Till time shall rifle eveiy youthful giace, ’ 

And age dismiss her fiom my cold embiace, 

4 In daily labours' of the loom employ'd, 

* Or doom’d to deck the bed she once enjoy’d 
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Hence then , to Argos shall the maid retire, 

Far from her natne soil and weeping sire" 

The tiembling pnest along the shore ictuin’d, 

And m the anguish of a fathei mourn’d 
Disconsolate, not daring to complain, 

. Silent he wander’d by the sounding main , 

Till, safe at distance, to Jus god he piays. 

The god who darts aiound the world his lays 
“ O Smmtheus 1 spiung from fair Latona’s line,* 
Thou guardian powci of Cilia thcdiune, 9 
Thou source of light ’ w'horn Tenedos adores, 

And whose blight presence gilds thy Chrjsa’s shores 



Grou, "fit Ct> of 


onde to settle i 
the hnd, inti , 

the leathern stnpt of t — — ... 
oncle, they settled on the spot, and nited i temple to Smmtnein Apollo 1 
Greece,” i p 68, rcm-irks, tint the * worship of Sminlhcm Apol'o, m tino \ pit's c.f l! ~ 
Troad md its neighbouring lemton, dues before the eirjic<=t pencil of fl-ohm co tn<-& i;r 
- 9 Cilia, a town of Troas near 'Ihebe, so ciUcti from Cillus, i sister of ilippcdai-'U * a n 
by CEnomaus 
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If e’er with wreaths I hung thy sacred fane , 19 
Or fed the flames -with fat of oxen slam ; 

God of the silver bow ' thy shafts employ, 

Avenge thy servant, and the Greeks destioy.” 

Thus Chryses pray’d .—the favouring power attends, 
And from Olympus’ lofty tops descends. 

Bent was his bow, the Grecian hearts to wound , 11 
Fierce as he moved, his silver shafts resound. 
Breathing levenge, a sudden night he spiead, 

And gloomy da'rkness roll’d about his head. 

The fleet in view, he twang’d his deadly bow, 

And hissing fly the feather’d fates below. 

On mules and dogs the infection first'began ; M 
And last, the vengeful ariows fix’d m man 
For nine long nights, through all the dusky air, 

The pyies, thick-flaming, shot a dismal glaie. 

But ere the tenth 1 evolving day was run, 

— Inspired by Juno, Thetis’ godlike son 

- Convened to council all the Giecian train , 

For much the goddess mourn’d her heroes slain / 3 
The assembly seated, rising o’er the rest, 

Achilles thus the king of men address’d 
“ Why leave we not the fatal Trojan shore, 

And measure back the seas we cross’d before ? 

The plague destroying whom the swoid would spare, 
’Tis time to save the few remains of war . 

But let some prophet, or some sacred sage,' 

Explore the cause of great Apollo’s rage ; 

Or learn the wasteful vengeance to remove 
By mystic dreams, foi di earns descend from Jove .* 4 


* A mistake It should b 

"If e’er I roofed thy graceful fane/’ 
for the custom of decorating temples with garlands was of later date 

•* Beni ~uis Its batu "The Apollo of Homer, it must be borne in mind, is a different 
character from the deity of the same name m the later classical pantheon Throughout 
both poems, all deaths from unforeseen or invisible causes, the ravages of pestilence, the fate 
of the so ing child or promising adult, cut off in the germ of infancy or flower of youth, of 
the old m-n dropping peaceful!) into the grave, or of the reckless sinner suddenly checked 
n his carter of crime, are ascribed to the arrows of Apollo or Diana The oracular functions 
cf the pod rose n aurally out of the abov c fundamental attributes , for who could more 
aj proprntclj impart to mortals what little foreknow ledge Tate permitted of her decrees than 
tl c agent of her most awful dispensations? The close union of the arts of prophecy had 
scig explains lus additional office of god of music, wlule the arrows with which he and hts 
•isttr were armed, symbols of sudden death in every age, no less naturally procured him that 
tf pod of archery Of an) ronnertion lietvve. n Apollo and the Sun, whatever may have 
cviMcd in _«-c more e-veue doctrine of the Greel sanctuaries, there is no trace in cither 
Iliad or Oil)-"*) ’ —'Mirra " History of Greek I iterattirc,’ vol i p 478, sq 

* It has fiyqncrt,, 1 --n ojtcrvtd, that most jH.“lilences begin with animals, and tint 
I .oner l a 1 tMs f,wt m ru«<? 

13 Cat- -re i to to itrtl i »<• pa' he ->r 5?m hl) in the heroic limes is well characterized by 
'•*’**. sol u p 0* it is an avemhly Tor talk Communication and discussion to a certain 
cste-t by Me rhicfsn p»ra.,n, of the people as listeners and sympathizer,— often for eloquence, 
and ‘('mctiai-s for quarrel— bnbhere us ostensible purposes end ” 

‘V i: * l>up-H, hose "Gnomnlopn Homeric.! * is full of curio is and useful things, 
r u s «tv era* , ay’-rs n* tV anrunts, in r fetch reference is made to there v ords of Homer, 
n n- S'cua, rot t** behu that dreams had a divine origin and an import in which men 

V ere !-ter« rd 
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If broken \ ows this lu*a\> curse have laid, 

Let altars smoke, and hecatombs be paid 
bo Hcivcn. atoned, shall d)ing Gieece restore, 

And Phoebus dart his burning shafts no more” 
lit said and sat when Chalcas thus replied , 
Chateau the wise, the Grecian ptiest and guide, 

Th it sacred ^tur, v hose comprehensive view, 

The past, tlic present, and the future knew 
Uprising slow , the venerable sage 
'I bus spoke the piudcnce and the fears of age 
*' Beloved of joic, Achilles 1 would’st thou know 
Whj angrv Phcebns bends his fatal bow? 

I'll st give th> faith and plight a princes word 
Of sure pi election. b) ihj power and sword 
For I must <peak what wisdom would conceal, 

And truths, mudmus to the great, icvcal, 

Hold 1*5 tlic task, when subjects grown too wise, 
Instruct a monarch whcic his cnor hes ; 

For though we deem the short-lived fury past, 

H is sure the mighty w ill rev enge at last ” 

To whom Pel ides From thj inmost soul 

Speak wlnt thou know\t, and speak without control. 
Fen In that cod 1 swear who rules the dav, 

To whom tin ti’iias the vows of Gieccc come). 

And whose bits* d oracles thv lips declare, 

Long as A< hides breathes this vital air. 

No dating Greek, of all the numerous band, 

Against Iifs priest shall lift an impious hand , 

Not e’en the chief In* whom our hosts arc led, 

The king of kings, shall touch that sacied head ” 
Encouraged thus, the blameless man replies 
u Nor vows unpaid, nor slighted sacrifice, 
lint lie, our chief, piovokcd the raging pest, 

Apollo’s vengeance for lus injured priest 
Nor w ill the god's awaken d fur) cease, . 

But plagues shall spread, and funeral fires increase, 
Till the great king, without a ransom paid, 

To her own Chtvsa send the black-c)ed maid ,s 
Perhaps, with .added sacnficc and prayer, 

The priest mav pardon, and the god maj spare ” 

The prophet spoke when with a gloomy frown 
The mon ireh started from his shining throne , 

Black cholcr fill'd lus breast that boild with ire, 

And from his c) e-balls flash’d the In mg fire 
“ Augur accursed * denouncing mischief still, 
Prophet of plagues, for ever boding ill 1 
Still must that tongue some wounding message,bnng, 
And still thy priestly pride provoke thy king? 

»5 Rather, " bright ejed " See the German critics quoted bj Arnold 
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Foi tins ai e Phoebus oracles explored, 

To teach the Giccks to muinmr at their loir!? 

For this with falsehood is my honour stain'd, 

Is hcav cn offended, and a priest profane d ; 

Because my prize, my beauteous maid, 1 hold, 

And heavenly chai ms prefer to proffer’d gold ? 

A maul, unmatch’d m mannci s as in face, 

Skill’d in each ait, and crown’d with cveiy giacc; 

Not half so dear were Chuemnestia’s chauns, 

When 111 st hei blooming beauties blcss’d my arms. 

Yet, if the gods demand her, let her sail ; 

Oui cares aic only for the public weal : 

Let me be deem’d the hateful cause of all. 

And suffci, rathci than my people fall 
The puzc, the beauteous prize, 1 will icsign, 

So dcaily valued, and so justly mine 
But since for common good 1 y lcld the fair, 

My private loss let giatcful Giocce repair ; 

Nor unrewarded let yom pnnce complain, 

That he alone has fought and bled in \am.” 

“ Insatiate lung (Achilles thus replies), 

Fond of the powei, but fonder of the prize f 
Would’st thou the Cheeks their lawful prev should yield- 
The due icward of many a well-fought field ? 

The spoils of cities razed and wamots slam. 

We share w ith justice, as w illi toil w e gain j 
But to resume whate’er thy avaucc craves 
(That tuck of tyrants) may be boine by slav cs. 

Yet if our chief foi plundet only fight, 

The spoils of Ilion shall thy loss requite, 

Whene’er, by Jove’s decree, our conquering poweis 
Shall humble to the dust hei lofty towers ” 

Then thus the kmg “ Shall I my prize icsign 
With tame content, and thou possess’d of tlnnc ? 

Great as thou art, and like a god m fight, 

Think not to 10 b me of a soldier’s right 
At thy demand shall I lcstoie the maid? 

Fust let the just equivalent be paid , 

Such as a king might ask , and let it be 
A treasure worthy her, and worthy me 
Or grant me this, or with a monarch’s claim 
This hand shall seize some othei captive dame 
The mighty Aja\ shall his puze lesign , 16 
Ulysses’ spoils, oi even thy own, be mine 
^ The man who sufifeis, loudly may complain , 

And lage he may, but he shall rage m vain ’ 

But this when time lequires — It now lemams 
We launch a baik to plough the watery plains, 

■Cywul 16 1,020 S " Cn t0 AjaX " nS Tccmessn * " h,Ie Ulysses receded Lnodicc. the dvughtei of 
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And waft the sacrifice to Chrysa’s shoies, 
With chosen pilots, and with labouring oars 
Soon shall the fan the sable ship ascend, 

And some deputed prmce the charge attend . 
This Creta’s king, or Ajax shall fulfil, 

Or wise Ulysses see perform’d out will , 

Or, if oui royal pleasure shall oidam, 
Achilles’ self conduct her o’er the main , 

Let fierce Achilles, dieadful in his rage, 

' The god propitiate, and the pest assuage ” 

At this, Pelides, frowning stern, replied 
“ O tyrant, arm’d with insolence and pride 1 
Inglorious slave to interest, ever join’d 
With fraud, unworthy of a loyal mind 1 
What geneious Gieek, obedient to thy woid, 
Shall form an ambush, or shall lift the sword ? 
What cause have I to war at thy decree ? 

The distant Trojans nevei mjuied me ; 

To Phthni’s 1 calms no hostile tioops they led 
Safe in her vales my warlike coursers fed , 



Far hence removed, the hoarse-resounding mam, 
And walls of rocks, secure my native icign, 
Whose fruitful soil luxuriant harvests grace, 

Rich m her fruits, and m her martial lace 
Hither we sail'd, a voluntary throng. 

To avenge a private, not a public wrong 
What else to Troy the assembled nations draws, 
But thine, ungrateful, and thy brother’s cause 5 
Is this the pay our blood and toils deserve ; 
Disgraced and injured by the man we serve 5 
And dai est thou threat to snatch my prize away. 
Due to the deeds of many a dreadful day 5 
A prize as small, O tyrant 1 match’d w ith tlune, 
As thy own actions if compared to mine 
Thine m each conquest is the wealthy pre\. 
Though mine the sweat and danger of the da>. 
Some trivial present to my ships I bear 
Or banen praises pay the wounds of war. 
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But know, proud monarch, Vm thy feUvc no more ; 

My fleet shall waft me to Thcssalin’b shore : 

Left by Aclulles on the Tiojin plain, . 

What spoils, wlwt conquests, shall Alrmcs gain ' 

To this the king “ 1* ly, mighty w art » or 1 fh , 

Thy aid we need not, and thy tin cat* defy. 

There want not chiefs m such a cause lo tight, 

And Jove himself shall guard a mown ch's light. 

Of all the kings (the god's distinguish’d care) 

To power supeiioi none such linucd bear : 

Strife and debate thy icslkss soul employ, 

And wars and honois arc thy savage joy, 

If tliou hast stiength, ftwas Heaven that strength bestow d; 
For know, vam man * thy valour is ftom God. 

Haste, launch thy vessels, fly with speed auay ; 

Rule thy own 1 calms with nibilraij sway ; 

I heed thee not, but pri/c at equal juitc 
Thy shoil-lned friendship, and thj groundless hate 
Go, tlneat thy earth-born Mjrmidons • — but here 17 
’Tis mine to tin eaten, prmcc, and thme lo fear 
Know, if the god the beauteous dame demand, 

1 My bark shall waft her to her natn c land , 

But then prepaic, impeuous pimee * picpaic, 

Fieice as thou ait, to yield thy captive fail 
Even m thy tent I’ll scire the* blooming prize, 

Thy loved Buseis with the radiant ejes 

Hence shalt thou piove my might, and curse the hour 

Thou stood’st a uval of impel tal powei , 

And hence, lo all our hosts it shall be known, 

That kings are subject to the gods alone ” 

Achilles licaid, with grief and lage oppress’d, 

His heart s well’d high, and labour’d m his breast ; 

Distracting thoughts by turns lus bosom ruled ; 

Now fired by wiath, and now by leason cool’d 
That prompts lus hand to draw the deadly sword, 

Foice thiough the Giceks, and pieice then haughty lord; 
Tins whispers soft his vengeance to conti ol, - 

And calm the rising tempest of his soul 
Just as m anguish of suspense he stay’d, 

While half unsheathed appear'd the ghtteiing blade, ,e 

' 17 The Mjrnudwis dwelt on the southern borders or Thess-dy, and took their origin from 
Mjrmido, son of Jupiter ind Enrymcdusa It is fancifully supposed that the name was 
derived from jumnt, an ant, “because thej imitated the diligence of the ants, and like 
them were indefatigable, continually emplojed in cultivating the earth , the change from ants 
to men is founded merely on the equivocation of their name, which resembles that of the ant 
they bore a further resemblance to these little animals, in that instead of inhabiting towns or 
villages, at first they commonl> resided m the open fields, having no oilier retreats but dens 
and the cavities of trees, until Itlncus brought them together, and settled them in more 
secure and comfortable habitations Anthon’s “ Lcnipricrc ” 

,s Eustathius, after Heraclides Ponticus and others, allegorizes this apparition, as if the 
appearance of Minerva to Achillas, unseen by the rest, was intended to point out the sudden 
recollection that lie would gam nothing by intemperate wrath, and that it w ere best to restrain 
his anger, and onlj gratify it by withdrawing lus services The same idea is rather cleverly 
worked out by Apulcius, “ De Deo Socratis ’ 
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Minerva swift descended from above, 

Sent by the sister and the wtfe of Jo’ c 
(For both the prmces claim’d her equal cme) j 
Behind she stood, and by the golden hair 
Achilles seized , to him alone confers d , 

A sable cloud conceal’d her from the rest. 

He sees, and sudden to the goddess cries 
Known by the flames that sparkle from her c;es 
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“Descends Minerva, in her guardian nu*, 
A heavenly witness of the wrongs 1 Is »** 
From Atrcus* son Then Jet those r \ t «t th-t 
The daring crime, behold the rciv cance u - " 
“ Forbear (the piogeny of Jove re pin >} 

To calm thy furj I formal e the si ics 
Let gieat Achilles, to the god= ic«.m v d 
To reason jield the empire «Yr b 
By awful Juno this command i*> gi 
Thektng and you nc bo.h the c* 

The force of keen icpronchcs let 1 
But sheathe, obcd.cni, tin i -v c n - 
For I pronounce (and mis? a h* n 
Thv injured honour 1 ns i'* f ited 1 
When tiie proud mom-eh nil th 
And bribe lh> friendship vr tu 1 1 
Then let revenge no *>* ’* *1 
Commut'd tin jn‘'*o ~t * il.i 
To her PJ«h * — ' " >\«1. i\ t. 
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1 1 <it(l ft? it ) r , nn u »g<-im'c 1 :s ! pp’< 

Those who teterc tin* goth uir j'« i 1 1 hi b< f " 
lie ’aid, oba.rt.uit of th* him tied t.* * ’ . 

Then m the 'heath i« turn'd urn !/">* - 

The goddess mviu to high tih n p t' fu- . 

Ami joins the sacred of {*,* '1. i* 

Not >et tin* i '•{'c hi*. b f >;hng hu ■ t for * 

Which thus redoubling on Atr.<b Ij'uW , 
lt O monster ! mix'd of n< f n’eni .mi ft - ", 

Thou do,; m foreht »d. hut h» hr m a «t-(* 1 
When weit thou Lmmti in • h’d { , 1 r t £> *k*v, 

Or nohlj fair tht horrid front of *«. r " 

’] is out’, the thanre of {g Itsun; IkM" to t?*. ; 

Thine to look on, and bid the i.-d.-mt 
So much , ti'> snfu throegn th* c it‘*n !>.>>, 
i And rob <t subject, th m «U p*i*I a fo»‘ 

Scourge of tli\ people, mo! nt and b , t , ‘ ! 

Sent m Jme’s anger cm a a! u oh r <cv : 

Who, lost to sense of getvtott’ frt.i*' r u p" t. 

Ate lamed to wrongs -or this h id b , a Ut » 1 
Now by this sacred m tplrc htir in. sA.ar, 

Which ncter more shall bttvi eft b!o-"om’» Lv ‘* r . 
Which sec cr’d from the trurk (a* I uom thu> 

On the baie mountains left its p nept tu.s ; 

This sceptre, fotm'd b) temper'd steJ to ptO'.e 
An ensign of the delegates of Jove, 

From whom the pov cr of law* and je’tice rpwnjp 
(Tiemendous oath ’ in\ lolate to king,* , 

By this I sweat — when bkedtng Greece again 
Shall call Achilles, she shall call m \ft»i. 

When, flush’d with slaughter. Hector comes to spread 
The purplccl shore w ith'mountain:. of the dean. 

Then shall thou mourn the affront th) madness gn.e, 
Foiccd to deplore when impotent to sat c . 

Then rage in bitterness of soul to know 
This act has made the biaa cst Greek tin foe *’ 

He spoke j and furious hut I'd against the ground 
His sceptic starr’d with golden studs mound . 

Then sternly silent sat With like disdain 
The taging king return d Ins frowns again 
To calm their passion with the woids of age, 

Slow* from his seat arose the P\han sage, 

Experienced Nestor, m persuasion skill’d , 

Words, sweet as hone), fiom his lips distiil’d ' 9 
Tw r o generations now* liad passd aw a), 

Wise by his mlcs, and happj b\ his sway ; 

Two ages o'ci his natne icahn h'eteign’d, 

19 Compa'S Milton, “ Paradise Lost,” W» h 

“Though his tongue 
Dropp’d manna " 

fco Proverbs v. 3, " For the lips of a strange woman drop as an honey comb '* 
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And now the example of the third remain’d 
AU view’d with awe the venerable man , 

Who thus with mild benevolence began — 

"What shame, what woe is this to Greece 1 what jov 
To Troy’s proud monarch, and the friends of Troy ' 
That adverse gods commit to stern debate 
The best, the bravest, of the Grecian state 
Young as ye are, this youthful heat restrain, 

Nor think jour Nestor’s years and wisdom \am. 

A godlike race of heroes once I knew, 

Such as no more these aged ejes shall view i 
Lives there a chief to match Pirithous’ fame, 

Dryas the bold, or Ceneus’ deathless name; 

Theseus, endued with mote than mortal might. 

Or Polyphemus, like the gods m fight > 

With these of old, to toils of battle bred. 

In early youth my hardy days I led , 

Fired with the thirst w'hich virtuous envy bieeds. 

And snnt w ith love of honourable deeds. 

Strongest of men, they pierced the mountain boar. 
Ranged the wild deserts led with monsters’ gore, 

And from their hills the shaggy Centaurs tore 
Yet these with soft persuasive arts I sway’d , 

When Nestor spoke, they listen’d and obey’d 
If in my jouth, even these esteem d me wise. 

Do you, young w’arnors, lieai my age advise 
Atndes, seize not on the beauteous slav e 
That prize the Greeks by common suffrage gave : 

Nor thou, Achilles, treat our prince with pride; 

Let kings be just, and sov ereign power preside 
Thee, the first honours of the war adorn, 

Like gods in strength, and of a goddess bom ; 

Him, awful majesty exalts above 

The powers of earth, and sceptred sons of Jove. 

Let both unite with well-consenting mind. 

So shall authority w’lth strength be join’d 
Leave me, O king 1 to calm Achilles' rage ; 

Rule thou thyself, as more advanced in age 
Forbid it, gods 1 Achilles should be lost, 

The pride of Greece, and bulwark of our host ” 

This said, he ceased The king of men replies : 

"Thy j'ears are awful, and thy words arc wise. 

But that impel ious, that unconquer’d soul, 

No laws can limit, no lespect control 
Before his pride must his superiors fall ; 
v His word tiic law', and he the lord of all ? 

Him must our hosts, our chiefs, ourself obes 
What king can bear a rival in his sw ay 5 
Grant that the gods his matchless force have given t 
Has foul reproach a privilege from heaven?’ 
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Here on the monarch**. '*p n :h Axhdh , ", 

And furious thux. .in«l : 

“ fjrant. I veil dam* i thj rxlhu*; <h>«n, 

To live thy slue, awl *ttH to - one t r t x. J * f 
Should 1 • ubmU to c *rli mjr ; *1* 'ft** /— 

Command ihv tL, hut t<>tuM o.4 #t n ‘. 

Swoon Hmu#, whom th< C»k .at- dstH'M 
Mj pri?e of v.ai, jet tain* 1> « .* t< i i 
And scire m cure ; no r.v»u AtV.il> dnx- . 

His conquering swoid in a *\\ v-ox,*.*n’» t\ 

The gods comm md me to forgtx e ts *. j>"* *. : 

But let tilts ftr-t m\a«.on h th" hxt 
For know, thx blood, v ben xh v. \ tlw. 1 e ‘te>*. 4 rtjv 
Shall st team in ven/emre on rn; r> 1 mr b^'V/' 

At this they ceased the stt tn &• \> ,:t cap, red : 

The chiefs in' sullen m ije-ts ram d 
Achilles with I'atuHu*. u>»»h lib nay 
Whcic near his tents hr, hollow \t *V In*. 

Meantime Atrnles 1 mneh'd null n tut' r« •* oar*; 

A xveli-tigg'tl ship fot Cluj -V* d th’jtu* * 

High on the deck was fan Cht> or pUrcd, 

And sage Ul\s*-e*> with tin conduct gt.u* 1 1 
Safe m her sides the hec ttomb tin v > low’d, 

Then swiftl) sailin';, cut the liquid \o *tk 
The host to expiate next the king pupate*., 

With pure lustrations, and v ith soVmn praj cr„ 

Wash’d by the briny wax c, the pious tram 
Ate cleansed , and cast the ablution* in the mrm. 

Along the shore whole hecatombs were la>d, 

And bulls and goats to Phoebus’ altar? p i d ; 

The sable fumes in curium spires an sc. 

And xx aft their grateful odours to the shies. 

The arm} thus m sacred rues engaged, 

Atrtdcs still with deep icscntment raged 
To wait his will two sacred heralds stood, 

Taltliybius and Eurj bates the good 
“Haste to the fierce Achilles’ tent (he cries), 

Thence bear Bnseis as our roxnl pmc . 

Submit lie must ; or if thex x\ ill not part, 

Ourself m arms shall tear her from his heart ” 

The unwilling heralds act their lord s commands j 
Pensive they walk along the barren sands : 

Armed, the hero m his tent thex find 
With gloomy aspect on his arm reclined. 

At awful distance long they silent stand, 

Loth to adxance, and speak their hard command ; 

80 Salt water was chieflj used m lustrations, from us being supposed to possess certain fiery 
pas ides Hence, if sca-w ater could not be obtained, salt w as throw n into the fresh watc- to 
be used for the lustration. Menander, m Clem, Alex sap 713, raon ~c, oipavci, iuSaAor 

g\<I£, jpOICC?f« 
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Decent confusion * This the godlike man 
Percen ed, and thus vith accent mild began - 
“With lea\e and honour enter our abodes, 

Ye sacred ministers of men and gods ,=t 
I know jour message : by- constraint % ou came , 

Not jou, but \our mipenous lord I blame 
Patrodus, haste, the fair Briseis bring ; 

Conduct m% captive to the haughty king 
But witness, heralds, and proclaim* mi von, 

Witness to gods aboi e, and men below ' 

But first, and loudest, to j our prince declare 
(That lawless tjrant uhose commands jou bear), 

Unmm ed as death Achille^shall remain, 

Though prostrate Greece shall bleed at e\ery \em * 

The raging chief m frantic passion lost, 

Blind to himself, and useless to his host, 

Unskill d to judge the future by the past, 

In blood and slaughter shall repent at last " 



Pa*roclus now the umulhng beaut\ bi ought , 
She* m soft sorrows, and m pensne thougrt. 
Pass’d silent, as the heralas held her hard 
And offclooh’d back. slov. -moving o'er tne strand 
Not so .11s loss the fierce Achilles bore , 

But sad retiring to the sour ding shore, 


« The persons ot herateiwereMd JimoWe and the' ‘ r - c ,£-^.*£‘3 y 

thej nould without fearot vro (Station J wt (.'jot A -t 

O'cn to old men, and the} acre fce’ieied to ce ur-e. Us- , 

Mercun. 
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O’er the wild margin of the deep he hung, 

That kindred deep fiom whence his mother sprung .** 
Theie bathed m teais of angci and disdain, 

Thus loud lamented to the stoitny main 
“ 0 parent goddess 1 since m carlj. bloom 
Thy son must fall, by too severe a doom , 

Sure to so shoit a race of glorv born, 

Great Jove m justice should this span adorn 
Honour and fame at least the thundeicr owed , 

And ill he pays the promise of a god. 

If yon proud monarch thus thy son defies, 

Obscures my glories, and resumes m> prize.” 

Far from the deep lccesses of the main, 

Where aged Ocean holds lus water} icign, 

The goddess-mother heard The waves dmde ; 

And like a mist she i ose above the tide ; 

Beheld him mourning on the naked shoies, 

And thus the sorrows of his soul e\plores 
“ Why gneves my son ? Th\ anguish let me share ; 
Reveal the cause, and trust a parent’s caie.” 

He deeply sighing said “ lo tell nlj woe 
Is but to mention what too well j ou know 
From Theb£, sacred to Apollo’s name® 3 
(Action’s realm), our conqueung army came, 

With treasuie loaded and triumphant spoils, 

Whose just division crown d the soldier’s toils ; 

But bright Chryseis, heavenly prize ’ was led, 

By vote selected, to the general’s bed 

The puest of Phoebus sought by gifts lo gam 

His beauteous daughtei from the victor’s chain , 

The fleet he reach’d, and, lowly bending down, 

Held forth the sceptic and the laurel crown, 
Intreatmg all , but chief implored for grace 
The brother-kings of Atieus’ loyal race 
The generous Greeks their joint consent declaie, 

The priest to re\ erence, and release the fan , 

Not so Atndes he, with wonted pride, 

The sue insulted, and his gifts denied . 

The insulted sire (his god’s peculiar care) 

To Phcebus piay’d, and Phoebus heard the prnver • 

A dreadful plague ensues the avenging daits 
Incessant fly, and pierce the Grecian hearts 


„ mother, Thetis, the daughter of Kerens and Dons, who was courted by Neptune 

and Jupiter When, however, it was known that the son to whom she would give birth 
must prove greater than his father, n was determined to wed her to a mortal, and Peleus, 
with great difficult}, succeeded m obtaining her hand, as she eluded him by assuming various 
forms Her children were all destroyed by fire through her attempts to see whether they 
were immortal, and Achilles would have shared the same fate had not his father rescued him 
hhc afterw ards rendered him invulnerable by plunging him into the waters of the Stvx. w.th 
** exception of that part of the heel by which she held him. Hygm Cab * 

J Thebe was a city of Mysn, north of Adramjttium ' 
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A prophet then, inspires bt beaten. iro^. 

And points the crime, and thuicc dui.t* the “,e-s 
Myself the first the assembled chiefs mchne 
To avert the tengcanco of the power dn.ne * 

Then rising m Jus wrath, the monarch Momm : 
Incensed he threaten’d, and Ins thie ns perform’d * 
The fair Chryscis to her sire was c ent 
With offer’d gifts to mAc the god relent . 

But now he seized Briseis’ hcnenK charms. 

And of my •valour’s prize definin'!* m\ arms, 
Defrauds the votes of all theGiccran train ; * 

And sen ice, faith, and justice, p’cad m \atn 
But, goddess 1 thou thy suppliant son attend 
To high Olympus’ shilling court ascend, 

Urge all the lies to former sen ice owed, 

And sue for vengeance to the thundering god 


1 



tkctis c Mir c tmi n - to -v ’ > 


Oft hast thou triumph’d in tnc jdmio r 
That thou stood st forth of a 1 t’.t til >■ 
When bold rebellion shook the remo* 
The undaunted guard of c’oad-co n; 
When the bright partner of 1 “ • f .5 J 
The warlike nntd, rrd mow su'uf ,If 
The traitor-god*-, !»’ mad 5, nl ’t c* i 
Durst threat with charts the cm* ; " • 
Then, call’d bv thee, the r* - 'c- 1 «t- 
(Wbom goas Bmrcu*, ni-n ,1 ; ‘ ~ 


* 
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Tluougli wondering skies enormous stalk’d along , 
Not he that shakes the solid earth so strong . 
With giant-pude at Jove’s high throne he stands, 

- And brandish’d round him all his hundied harids : 
The affrighted gods confess’d tlieii awful lord, 
They dropp’d the fetters, trembled, and adoied.** 

' This, goddess, this to his remembrance call, 
Embrace his knees, at his tribunal fall ; . 

Conjure him far to duve the Giecian train, 

To hurl them headlong to their fleet and main, 

To heap the shoies with copious death, and bring 
The Greeks to know the cuise of such a king . 

Let Agamemnon lift his haughty head 
O’er all his wide dominion of' the dead, 

And mourn in blood that e’er he durst disgrace 
v The boldest warrior of the Grecian race,” 

“ Unhappy son 1 (fair Thetis thus leplies, 

While tears celestial trickle from her ejes) 

Why have I borne thee with a mothers thioes, 

To Fates aveise, and nursed foi futute woes -’ 16 
So slioit a space the light of heaven to view > 

So short a space * and fill’d with soirow too ! 

O might a parent’s caieful wish prevail, 

Far, far from Ilion should thy -vessels sail, 

And thou, fiom camps 1 emote, the dangei shun 
Which now, alas * too nearly thieats my son 
Yet (what I can) to move thy suit I’ll go 
To great Olvmpus crown’d with fleecy snow. . 
Meantime, secure within thy ships, from far 
Behold the field, nor mmgle in the war 
The sue of' gods and all the ethereal tiam, 

On the warm limits of the faithest main, 

Now mix with mortals, not disdain to grace 
The feasts of ^Ethiopia’s blameless race 


® s Quintus Calaber goes still further in his account of the service rendered to Tore bv 
Thetis 

“Nay more, the fetters of Almighty Jove 
She loosed ” — Dy cc's “ Calaber," s 58 

r 15 To . r l ies «*'*** Of tJl = gloomy destiny reigning throughout the Homeric poems, and 
from which even the gods are not exempt, Schlegel w ell observ es "This power extends alro 
to the world of gods for the Grecian gods are mere powers of nature . and although 
immeasurably highci than mortal man, yei, compared with infinitude, they arc on an equal 
fooling with himsdf — * Lectures on the Drama, ’ v p 67 
"V 1 has b = en observed, that the annual procession of the sacred ship, so often represented 
on Egyptnr monuments, and tile return of the deity from Ethiopia after sonr das s’ absence 
serves to show the Ethiopian origin of Thebes, and of the 

thmlv,’ says Hecren, after quoting a passage from Diodorus about the holy ship “that this 
procession is reproented .11 one of the great sculptured reliefs on the temple of Karnak 
Die sacred ship of Ammon is on the shore with »s whole equipment, and is towed along by 
ano.her boat It is. therefore, on its voyage This must have been onVofthemostfelV- 
brated festivals, since, even according to the interpretation of antiquity, Homer alludes to it 
when he speaks of Jupiter s visit to the Ethiopians, and his twelve days’ absence "—Lone, 
“Egyptian Antiquities,” sol 1 p 96 Eustathius, vol. 1 p 98, sq (ed Bas.l)^ this mte?! 
^relation, and likewise an allegorical one, which we will spare the reader. b 
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Twelve days the powers indulge the genial rite 
Returning with the twelfth levolving light, ’ 

Then will I mount the brazen dome, and move 
The high tribunal of immortal Jove" 

The goddess spoke the rolling waves unclose , 

Then down the steep she plunged from whence she rose. 
And left him sorrow ing on the lonely coast 
In wild resentment for the fair he lost. ’ 

In Chrysa's port now sage Ulysses rode , 

Beneath the deck the destined victims stow'd 
The sails they furl’d, they lash the mast aside, 

And dropp’d their anchors, and the pinnace tied 
Ne\t on the shore then hecatomb they land , 

Chr ysefs last descending on the strand 
Her, thus returning from the furrow’d mam, 

Ulysses led to Phoebus’ sacied fane , 

Where at his solemn altar, as the maid 
He gave to Chryses, thus the hero said 
w Hail, reverend priest 1 to Phoebus’ awful dome 
A suppliant I from great Atrides come 
Unransom’d, here receive the spotless fair , 

Accept the hecatomb the Greeks prepare , 

And may thy god who scatteis daits around, 

Atoned by sacrifice, desist to wound ” stt 
At this, the sire embraced the maid again, 

So sadly lost, so lately sought m vain 
Then near the altar ot the daitmg kmg, 

Disposed m lank their hecatomb they bung , 

With water purify their hands, and take 
The sacred offering of the salted cake , 

While thus with arms devoutly laised m air, 

And solemn voice, the priest directs his piajei 
“ God of the sih er bow, thy ear incline, 

Whose power incudes Cilia the dmne , 

Whose sacred eye thy Tenedos surveys, 

And gilds fair Chiysa with distinguish'd lays * 

If, fired to vengeance at thy priest’s request, 

Thy direful darts inflict the raging pest 
Once more attend 1 avert the wasteful woe, 

And smile propitious, and unbend thy bow” 

So Chr} ses pray’d Apollo heard his praj cr 
And now the Greeks then hecatomb prepare , 

Between their horns the salted barle> threw, 

And, with their heads to heaven, the \ lctuns slew 


®8 A tor ed t i e reconciled This is the proper and most natural meaning of the word, as 
may be seen from Tat lor’s remarks m Calmet s Dictionarj , p no, of mj edition 

That is, drawing back their necks w hile thej cut their throats It t K e 'l c , r ' < j* 
honour of the celestial gods, the throat was bent upward towards heat cn , but tf made to the 
heroes, or infernal deittcs, it was killed with its throat tow and the ground — E >£ in .Marbles, 
\ol i. p 8r ^ . 

“Hie jolly crew, unmindful of thepist, 

The quarry shire, their plenteous dinner inste, 
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And to the seats divine her flight addiess’d 
There, fai apait, and high above the lest, 

The thundeier sat , where old Olympus shrouds 
His hundied lieads m heaven, and props the clouds 
Suppliant the goddess stood one hand she placed 
Beneath his beard, and one his knees embraced. 

« If e’er, O fathei of the gods ' (she said) 

My words could please thee, or my actions aid, 
Some maiks of honour on my son bestow, 

And pay in glory what m life j ou owe 
Fame is at least by heai enly promise due 



THETIS ENTREATING JWITER TO HONOUR ACHlU.ES 


To life so shoit, and now dishonour’d too. 

Till the proud king and n . u *5^? ^disgrace * 

The sacred counsels of his bi east conceal d 
Not so repulsed, the goddess request. 

Who rolls the thunder oer the “ ld j 0%c engage 
“ What hast tliou ask d ? ah, ivny 
In foreign contests and domestic rage, 
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The gods* complaints, and Juno’s neice alarms, 

While I, too partial, aid the '1 1 ojan arms ’ 

Go, lest the haughty partner of my sway 
With jealous eyes thy close nccts'j suivcy ; 

But pait m peace, secure tli> jirajct is sped . 

Witness the saued honouis of our head. 

The nod that ratifies the Mill divine, 

The faithful, fk’d, irrci ocablc sign ; 

This seals thy suit, and this fulfils thy ions—” 

He spoke, and awiul bends his sable blows,* 

Shakes his ambrosial cuils, and gnes the nod, 

The stamp of fate and sanction of the god 
High heaven with trembling the dread signal took. 

And all Olympus to the centre shook 3 * 

Swift to the seas profound the goddess flies, 

Jove to lus starry mansions m the skies 
The shining synod of the immol tals wait 
The coming god, and from their thrones of state 
Arising silent, wiapp’d in holy fear, 

Before the majesty of heaven appear. 

Trembling they stand, while Jove assumes the throne, 

All, "but the god’s imperious queen alone . 

Late had she view'd the silver-footed dame, 

And all her passions kindled into flame 
" Say, artful managei of heaven (she cries), 

Who now partakes the secrets of the skies 7 
Thy Juno knows not the decrees of fate, 

In vain the partner of impel lal state 

What favourite goddess then those cares divides, 

Which Jove in prudence from his consort hides’” 

To this the tliunderor “ Seek not thou to find 
The sacred counsels of almighty nund 
Involved m darkness lies the gieat decree. 

Nor can the depths of fate be pierced by thee 
What fits thy knowledge, thou the fust shalt know j 
The first of gods above, and men below ; 

But thou, noi they, shall seaich the thoughts that roll 
Deep m the close recesses of my soul ” 

Full on the sire the goddess of the skies ” 

Roll’d the large orbs of her majestic eyes, * 

And thus return’d — “ Austere Saturmus, say, 

Fiom whence this wrath, oi who controls thy sway 7 

He spoke, &c "When a fnend inquired of Phidias from what pattern he had formed 
his Oljrapian Jupiter, he is said to haae answered by repeating these lines of the first Iliad 
in wrhich the poet represents the majesty of the god in the most sublime terms, thereby 
signifying that the genius of Homer had inspired him with it Those who beheld this 
statue are said to have been so struck w ith it as to has e asked w hethcr Jupiter had descended 
from hea\ en to show himself to Phidias, or whether Phidias had been carried thither to 
contemplate the god ” — “Elgin Marbles,” vol mi p 124 
3 * " So was his will 

Pronounced among the gods, and b> -an oath, 

That shook heav’ivs whole circumference, confirm'd ” 

"Paradise Lost," 11 351 
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Thy boundless'will, for me, remains in force, 

And all thy counsels take the destined course. 

But ’tis for Greece I fear for late was seen, 

In close consult, the silver-footed queen. 

Jove to his l'hetis nothing could deny, 

Nor was the signal vain that shook the sky 
What fatal favour has the goddess won, 

To grace her fierce, inexorable son ? 

Perhaps m Giccian blood to drench the plain, 

And glut his vengeance with my people slam ” 
Then thus the god “ O restless fate of pnde, 
That strives to learn what heaven resolves to hide , 
Vain is the scaich, presumptuous and abhorred, 
Anxious to thee, and odious to thy lord 
Let this suffice the immutable decree 
No foice can shake what is, that ought to be 
Goddess, submit , nor dare oui will withstand, 

But dread the power of this avenging hand 
The united sliength of all the gods above 
In vain resists the omnipotence of Jove ” 



The thundei ei spoke, nor durst the queen reply ; 
A teverent horror silenced all the sky 
The feast distuib’d, with sorrow Vulcan saw 
His mother menaced, and the gods m aive ; 
Pcace»at his heart, and pleasuie his design, 

Thus .nterposed the architect divine 
“ Tlit wretched quarrels of the mortal state 
Aie’far unworthy, gods 1 of your debate 
> Let men their days m senseless strife employ, 

We, in eternal peace' and Constant joy 
Thou, goddess-mother, with our sire comply, 

Nor break the sacred union of the sky 

Lest, roused to rage, he shake the bless d abodes, 

Launch the red lightning, and dethrone the gods. 
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If you submit, the thundcrcr stands appeased ; 

The gracious power is willing to be pleased ” 

Thus Vulcan spoke . and rising with a bound, 

The double bowl with sparkling nectar crown'd ,* 3 
Which held to Juno m a cheerful way, 

« Goddess (lie cried), be patient and obey. 

Dear as you arc, if Jove his ’arm extend, 

I can blit grieve, unable to defend 
What god so daring m youi aid to mo\ c, 

Or lift his hand against the force of Joie* 

Once in your cause I felt his matchless might, 

Hurl’d headlong down from the ethereal height ; 34 
Toss’d all the day m rapid circles round ; 

Nor till the sun descended touch’d the ground 
Breathless I fell, m giddy motion lost ; » 

' The Sintlnans raised me on the Lcmnian coast ; 3S ‘ 
He said, and to her hands the goblet heaved, 
Which, with a smile, the white-arm’d queen received. 
Then, to the rest he fill d ; and in Ins turn, 

Each to his lips applied the nectar*d urn, 

Vulcan with awkward grace Ins office plies, 

And unextmguish’d laughter shakes the skies. 

Thus the blest gods the genial day piolong, 

In feasts ambrosial, and celestial song 34 
Apollo tuned the lyre , the Muses round 
With \ oice alternate aid the siher sound 


33 A double bowl, tea. \cssel with i cup it both ends, something hke the measures by 
which a halfpenny or pennyworth of nuts is sold See Uuttmmn, Lcaic p 93 sq 

** “ Paradise Lost,” 1 44 

“Him tli’ Almightj power 
Hurl’d headlong flaming from th’ ethereal sky. 

With hideous ruin and combustion ” 




33 The occasion on which Vulcan incurred Jo\ c’s displeasure was this— After Hercules, 
hod taken and pillaged Tro>, Juno raised a storm, which drove him to the island of Cos, 
having previously cast Jove into a sleep, to present him aiding his son Jose, in revenge, 
fastened iron anvils to her feet, and hung her from the sky, and Vulcan, attemoting to 
relieve her, was kicked down from Olympus in the manner described The allegonsts hav 
gone mad in finding deep explanations for this ami sing fiction See HcrucVcs, • Ponticus, 
P 4S3 sq,cd Gal? The story is told by Homer himself m Book xv The Sinthians we-c a 
race of robbers, the ancient inhabitants of Lemnos, which island >was ever alter sacred to 
Vulcan 

11 Nor w as his name unheard or unadored 
In ancient Greece , ind m Ausoman land 
Men call’d him Mulnber , and how he feH ' 

From heaven, they fabled, thrown by angry Jove 
Sheer o’erthe crystal battlements , from morn 
To noon he fell, from noon to dewy eve, 

A summer s~day and with the setting sun 
Dropp’d from the zenith hke a falling star 
On Lemnos, th’ zEgean isle thus tncy relate ” 

“Paradise Lost,”! 738 


35 It is ingeniously observed by Grote, vol 1 p 463, that “The gods formed a sort of 
political community of their own which had its hierarchy, its distribution of ranks and 
•duties, its contentions for power and occasional revolutions, its public meetings in the agora 
of Olympus, and its multitudinous banquets or festivals ” “ ° 
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Meantime the ladiant sun to moital sight 
Descending swift, 1 oil’d down the rapid light . 
Then to their starry domes the gods depart, 
The shining monuments of Vulcan s m 
fove on lus couch reclined his awful head, 
And Juno slumber’d on the golden bed. 
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ARGUMEKJ 

THE TRIAL OF THE ARMS, AND CATALOGUE or Till 1 OKCT-. 

Jupiter, m pursuance of the request of Thetis, sends a decutful usioi to Agamemnon, 
persuading him to lead the army to battle, in order to make the Greeks sens Me of their 
want of Achilles The general, who is deluded with the hopes of taking Iroj without his 
assistance, but fears the army was discouraged by 1ns absence, and the late plague, os well 
as by the length of time, contrives to make trial of their disposition b> a stratagem He 
first communicates Jus design to the princes m council, that he would propose a return to 
the soldiers, and that they should put a stop to them if the proposal was embraced Then 
he assembles the whole host, and upon moving fora return to Greece, the) unanimois'v 
agree to it, and run to prepare the ships 7 hey are detained hj the ininagemert rf 
Ulysses, who chastises the insolence of lhcrsitcs. I he asscmblj is recalled, 'extra! 
speeches made on llic occasion, and at length the advice of Nestor followed, which was to 
make a general muster of the troops, and to divide them into their several nations, be 'me 
they proceeded to battle This gives occasion to the poet to enumerate all the forces of 
the Greeks and Trojans, and in a large catalogue. 

The time employed in this book consists not cntircl} of one dav The scene bra n tbs 
Grecian camp, and upon the sea shore , towards the end if removes to froj 


Now pleasing sleep had scal'd each mortal eje, 
Stretch’d m the tents the Greciaii leaders lie 
The immortals slumber’d on their tin ones abo\e ; 
All, but the ever-w akeful ejes of Jove. 1 
To honour Thetis’ son he bends his care, 

And plunge the Greeks m all the woes of war . 
Then bids an empty phantom nsc to sight, 

And thus commands the vision of the night 
“ Fly hence, deluding Dream 1 and light as air,' 
To Agamemnon's ample tent repair 


1 Plato Rep hi p 437, was so scandahzcd at this deception of Jup f 
attacks on the character of the gods, that he would fain 'enter" »*' 
banishment (See Mtmictus Pcltx, f se ) Coleridge. Introd p »*«, '' rl 
supreme lather of gods and men had a full right to einp!o> a Ijmg ? 
ultimate will Compare “ Paradise Lost " s ftC 

."And roseate dew, th<po ed < 

All but the unsleeping e>cs of Cud to re t 


- Dretw / ought to be spelt with a rap tal letter, being, I tl !*■!■, **>-' 
he god of dreams See Antlion and others 

« When, bj Miners a >ent. a/rxu'M P-rA-a „ 
Rush’d from the skies, the bme of > t r am! Tits 
Djce s ‘ Se’cct 1 n isl **i< -s » — i Q us 
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Bid him in aims draw forth the embattled tram, 
Lead all his Grecians to the dusty plain 
Declare, e’en now ’tis given him to dcstioy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy 
For now no moie the gods w r itli fate contend, 

At Juno's suit the heavenly factions end 
Destruction hangs o’er j on devoted wall, 

And nodding llion waits the impending fall.” 

Swift as the ivord the vain illusion fled. 
Descends, and hovers o’er Atndes’ head , 
Clothed in the figuie of the Pyhan sage, 
Renown’d foi wisdom, and revered for age • 
Around his temples spreads Ins golden wing, 
And thus the flattering dream deceives the king. 



JUPITER SENDING THE EVIL DREAM TO AGAMEMNON 


“ Canst thou, with all a monaich’s cares oppress’d, 

O Atreus’ son 1 canst thou indulge thy rest ? 3 
111 fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 

Directs in council, and in war presides. 

To whom its safety a whole people owes, 

To waste long nights m indolent iepose 3 4 
Monarch, awake 1 ’tis Jove’s command I beat; 

Thou, and thy glory, claim Ins heavenly care. 

In just array draw forth the embattled tram, 

Lead all thy Grecians to the dusty plain ; 

3 “ Sleep’st thou, companion dear, what sleep can close 
Thy eye-lids ? " — Paradise Lost,” v 673 

* This truly mihtarj sentiment has been echoed by the approving soice of many a general 
and statesman of antiquitj See Plmy’s Panegyric on 1 rajan Sinus neatly translates it, 

" Turpc dun totam somno consumers noctcm ” , 
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E’en now, O king * ’tis given thee to deshov 
The lofty' towers of wide-extended Troj . 

For now no .more the gods with fate contend 
At Juno’s suit the heavenly factions end ? 
Destruction hangs o’er yon demoted wall, 

And nodding Ihon waits the impending fall 
Awake, but waking this advice approve, 

And trust the vision that descends fiom Jove ” 

The phantom said , then vanish’d from his sight, 
Resolves to air, and mixes with the night ' ' ’ 

A thousand schemes the monarch’s mind employ , 
Elate m thought he sacks untaken Troy 
Vain as he was, and to the futuie blind, 

Nor saw what Jove and secret fate design’d, 

What mighty toils to either host remain, 

What scenes of grief, and numbeis of the slam J 
Eager he rises, and m fancy hears 
The voice celestial murmuring m his ears 
First on his limbs a slender vest he drew. 

Around him next the regal mantle threw, 

The embroider’d sandals on his feet were tied ; 

The starry falchion glitter’d at his side , 

And last, his arm the massy sceptie loads, 
Unstain’d, immortal, and the gift of gods 
Now rosy Morn ascends the court of Jove, 

Lifts up hei light, and opens day above 
The king despatch’d his heralds with commands 
To range the camp and summon all the bands 
The gathering hosts the monarch’s word obey , 
While to the fleet Atrides bends his way 
In his black ship the Pylian prince he found , 

.Theie calls a senate of the peeis around 
The assembly placed, the Icing of men express’d 
The counsels labouring m his ai tful breast 
“Ft tends And confedeintes ’ mth attentive ear 
Receive my words, and ciedit what you heai 
Late as I slumber’d m the shades of night, 

A dream divme appear’d befoi e my sight , 

Whose visionaiy toim like Nestor came, 

The same in habit, and m mien the same 5 
The heavenly phantom ho\ fir’d o’er my head, 

‘And, dost thou sleep, 0 Atreus’ son ? (he said) 

111 fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 

Directs in council, and in wai presides. 

To whom its safety a whole people owes. 

To waste long nights m indolent repose 

5 The same tn hafat, R.c. 

f “To whom once more the winpcd god appeirs 

His former youthful mien and shape he veins 

Dozens n 
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Monarch, awake ' ’tis Jove’s command I bear, 

Thou and thy glory claim his heavenly care 
In just array draw forth the embattled tiam, 

And lead the Grecians to the dusty plain ; 

E’en now, 0 king ' ’tis given thee to dcstioy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 

For now no more the gods with fate contend, 

At Juno’s suit the heavenly factions end. 

Destiuction hangs o’er yon devoted wall, 

And nodding Ihon waits the impending fall. 

This hear observant, and the gods obey 1 * 

The vision spoke, and pass’d in air away 
Now, valiant chiefs 1 since heaven itself alarms, 
Unite, and rouse the sons of Greece to arms 
But fust, with caution, tiy what yet they daic, 

Worn with nine yeais of unsuccessful war. 

To move the tioops to measure back the mam, 

Be mine *, and youis the province to detain ” 

He spoke, and sat when Nestor, using said, 
(Nestor, whom Polos’ sandy l calms obey’d,) 

“Pnnces of Gicece, your faithful ears incline. 

Nor doubt the vision of the poweis divine , 

Sent by great Jove to him who rules the host, 

Forbid it, heaven ' this warning should he lost ' 

Then let us haste, obey the god’s, alarms, 

And join to louse the sons of Greece to amis ” 

Thus spoke the sage the kings w ithout delay 
Dissolve the council, and then chief obey 
The sceptred ruleis lead , the following host, 

Pour’d forth by thousands, daikens all the coast. 

As fiom some rocky cleft the shcpheid sees 
Clustering m heaps on heaps the duving bees, 
Rolling and blackening, swarms succeeding swarms, 
With deeper murmurs and moie hoaise alaims , 
Dusky they spiead, a close embodied crowd. 

And o’er the vale descends the living cloud 6 
So, from the tents and ships, a lengthen’d tram 
Spreads all the beach, and wide o’ci shades the plain 
Along the legion runs a deafening sound , 

Beneath their footsteps groans the trembling ground. 
Fame flies before the messcngei of Jove, 

And shining soars, and claps her wings above 


“As bses in spnng-timc, when 
The sun with "Iannis rides, 

Pour forth their populous youth about tbe lme 
In clusters , thci among fresh dens and flowers 
Fly to and fro, or on the smoothed plank, 

The suburb of this strati -built citadel, 

New nibb'd with balm, expatiate and confer 
Their state affairs So thick the i ery crowd 
Swarm’d and were straiten’d ” — “ Paradise Lost " 
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Nine sacred heialds now, proclaiming loud 7 
The monarch’s will, suspend the listening crowd 
Soon as the throngs m order ranged appear 
And fainter murmurs died upon the eai, * 
The king of kings his awful figuie latsed 
High m his hand the golden sceptie blazed 
The golden sceptie, of celestial flame, 

By Vulcan form’d, from Jove to Hermes came 
To Pelops he the immortal gift resign’d , 

The immortal gift gi eat Pelops left behind, 

In Atreus’ hand, which not with Atreus ends, 

To rich Th)cstcs ne\t the pnze descends , 

And now the maik of Agamemnon’s ieign, 
Subjects all Argos, and conti ols the mam 8 
On this bright sceptre now the king reclined, 
And artful thus pronounced the speech design’d . 
“ Ye sons of Mais , partake your leader’s care, 
Heroes of Greece, and brotheis of the Avar 1 
Of partial Jo\e with justice I complain, 

And heavenly oracles belie\ed m vain 
A safe return was promised to our toils, 
Rcnoivn’d, triumphant, and enrich’d with spoils 
Now shameful flight alone can save the host, 

Our blood, our treasure, and our glory lost 
So Jove decrees, lesistless lord of all 1 
At whose command whole empires use or fall 
He shakes the feeble props of human tiust. 

And towns and armies humbles to the dust 
What shame to Greece a fruitful wai to ivage, 

Oh, lasting shame in every future age 1 

Once great in arms, the common scorn we grow, 

Repulsed and baffled by a feeble foe 

So small their number, that if wais were ceased, 

And Greece triumphant lield a general feast, 


7 It was the herald’s duty to make the people sit down " A standing agora is a symptom 
or manifest terror (1/ win 246) -in evening *igon, to which men c'une cievntea by \\ me, is 
niso the forerunner of mischief ('Od)ssey’ in 138)" — Groti, n p 91, note 

8 this sceptre, like that of Judah (Genesis xbv. ro), is at) pe of *he supreme and for spread 
dominion of the house of the Atndcs See Thuc) drdcs 1 9 It is traced through thehands 
of HcrmCs, he being the wealth giving god, whose blessing is most efficacious >n furthering 
the process of acquisition " — Grote, 1 p 312 Compare Quintus Calaber (D) ce s Selection , 


i process 
P 43 ) 


“Thus the monarch spoke, 
Then pledged the chief m a capacious cup, 
Golden, and framed b) art divine (a gift 
Which to Almighty Jove lame Vulcan brought 
Upon his nuptial day, vv hen he espoused 
The Queen of Love) the sire of gods bestow d 
The cup on Dardamis, who gave it next 
To Ericthomus , 1 ros recciv ed it then, 

And left it, with his w ealth, to be possess d 
By Hus , he to great I-aomedon 
Gav e it , and last to Priam s lot it fell 
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All rank’d by tens, whole decades when they dmc 
Must want a Tiojan slave to pom the wine. 9 
But other forces have oui hopes o’ci thrown, 

And Troy prevails by armies not hei own. 

Now nine long years of mighty Jove aie run, 

Since fust the labours of this wat begun . 

Our cordage torn, decay’d om vessels lie, 

And scarce insure the wretched power to fly. 

Haste, then, for ever leave the 1 rojan wall 1 
Our weeping wives, oui tender children call . 

Love, duty, safety, summon us away, 

’Tis nature’s voice, and nattue we obey. 

Our shatter’d barks may yet Uansport us o’er, 

Safe and inglorious, to our native shore 
Fly, Grecians, fly, your sails and oars employ, 

And dream no more of heaven-defended Troy.” 

His deep design unknown, the hosts approve 
Atndes’ speech The mighty numbers move 
So roll the billows to the Icarian shore, 

From east and south when winds begin to roai, 

Burst their dark mansions m the clouds, and Sweep 
The whitening surface of the ruffled deep 
And as on corn when western gusts descend, 10 
Before the blast the lofty hai vests bend 
Thus o’er the field the moving host appeals, 

With nodding plumes and gioves of waving spears. 

The gatheiing murmur spreads, then trampling feet 
Beat the loose sands, and thicken to the fleet , 

With long-resounding cries they urge .the tram 
To fit the ships, and launch into the mam 
They toil, they sweat, thick clouds of dust arise, 

The doubling clam oui s echo to the skies 
E en then the Greeks had .left the hostile plain, 

And fate decieed the fall of Troy in vain , 

But Jove’s imperial queen then flight stuvey’d, 

And sighing thus bespoke the blue-eyed maid 
“Shall then the Grecians fly * O due disgrace 1 
And leave unpunish’d this perfidious race ? 

Shall Troy, shall Priam, and the adulteious spouse, 

In peace enjoy the* fruits of broken vows ? 

And bravest chiefs, m Helen’s quarrel slam, 

Lie unrevenged on yon detested plain ? 

No let my Greeks, unmoved by vam alarms, 

Once more refulgent shine in brazen arms 

9 Grote, i p 393, states the number of the Grecian forces at upwards of 100,000' men 
Nichols makes a total of 135,000 

10 " As thick as when a field 

Of Ceres, ripe for hanest, waving bends 
His bearded grove of ears, which way the wind 
Sways them.’ — “ Paradise Lost," iv 980, sqq 
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Haste, goddess, haste ' the fljmg host detain, 

Nor let one sail be hoisted on the mam ” 

Pallas obeys, and from Olympus* height 
Swift to the ships precipitates her flight 
Ulysses, fiist m public cares, she found, 

~Foi prudent counsel like the gods renew n’d 
Oppress’d with generous grief the heio stood, 

Nor drew Ins sable vessels to the flood 
“ And is it thus, divine Laertes’ son, 

Thus fly the Greeks (the martial maid begun), 

Thus to their country bear their own disgrace’ 

And fame eternal leave to Priam’s race ? 

Shall beauteous Helen still remain unfieed, 

Still unrevenged, a thousand heroes bleed ' 

Haste, generous Ithacus ' prevent the shame, 

Recall your armies, and jour chiefs reclaim. 

Your own resistless eloquence emploj , 

And to the immortals tiust the fall of Tioy” 

The voice divine confess’d the wailikc maid, 

Ulysses heard, nor umnspiicd obey’d 
Then meeting first Atridcs, from his hand 
Received the impci ml sceptre of command 
Thus graced, attention and respect to gain, 

He runs, he flies through all the Giecian tram ; 

Each prince of name, or chief in arms approv cd, 

He fired with piaise, 01 with pcisu.ision moved 
“ Warnois like you, with slicnglh and wisdom blcss’d, 
x Jjy brave examples should confirm the rest 
The monarch’s will not yet rev eal’d appears ; 

He tries our courage, but lcsents our fears 
The unwary Greeks his fury may provoke , 

Not thus the king in secret council spoke. 

Jove loves our chief, fiom Jove his honour springs, 
Beware ' for dreadful Is the w'lath of kings ” 

But if a clamorous vile plebeian rose, 

Him with reproof he check’d or tamed with blows. 

“Be still, thou slave, and to thj betters jield , 

Unknown alike in council and m field f 

Ye gods, what dastards would our host command * 

> Sw ept to the war, the lumber of a land 

Be silent, wretch, and think not here allow 'd 
That worst of tyrants, an usurping crowd 
To one sole monaich Jove commits the sway ; 

His aic the law's, and him let all obev 
With w’oids like these the troops blvs r es ruled, 

The loudest silenced, and the fiercest cool'd 

** This sentiment used to ben po^uhr one with <c\ 
it into n pretext for unlimited usurpation of jwe* J 
ticuhrly fond of it, nnd, tn nn ettcncwl torn *e 
the Antigone of Sophocles See some lripomrt ren: 
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Back to the assembly roll the thronging tram, 

Desert the ships, and pour upon the plain 
Murmuring they move, as when old ocean roars, 

And heaves huge surges to the trembling shoies , 
The groaning banks are burst with bellowing sound, 
The rocks remurmur and the deeps lebound. 

At length the tumult sinks, the noises cease, 

And a still silence lulls the ramp to peace 
Thersites only clamour’d m the thiong, 

Loquacious, loud, and turbulent of tongue 
Awed by no shame, by no respect controll’d, 

In scandal busy, m reproaches bold . 

With witty malice studious to defame, 

Scorn all his joy, and laughter all lus aim . — 

But chief he gloried with licentious style 
To lash the great, and monarchs to levile 
His figure such as might his soul pioclaim ; 

One eye was blinking, and one leg was lame . 

His mountain shoulders half lus bieast o’crspiead, 
Thm hairs bestrew ’d his long misshapen head. 
Spleen to mankind his envious heart possess’d, 

And much lie hated all, but most the best : 

"Ulvsscs or Aclullcs still lus theme , 

But royal scandal his delight supreme, 

Long had he lived the scorn of every Greek, 

Vex'd when he spoke, jet still they heard linn speak. 
Sharp was lus voice , which m the shrillest tone, 
Thus with injurious taunts attack’d the throne. 

“ Amidst the glories of so bright a reign. 

What moves the great Atndcs to complain* 

’Tis tlune whate’er the warrior’s breast inflames, 

The golden spoil, and thine the lovely dames. 

With all the wealth our wars and blood bestow. 

Thy tents are crowded and thy chests o’erflow 
Thus at full ease in heaps of riches roll’d, 

Wlnt grieves the monarch* Is it tlurst of gold ? 
has. ’lull we march v jth our unconquer’d pow'eis 
( l he Greeks and I) 10 Ikon’s hostile towers. 

And bring the rice of royal bastards here, 

I ur Troy to rinsom at a price too dear* 

Ihd * .'fcr plunder th> own host Hipplies ; 

»i »y. wmiMst thou su/e some valiant leader’s pmc? 
<Jr, if tbv heart to generous Ime be led, 

S< tut cap*'Vt fur, to bless thy kingly bed? 

U h itcVr our mrti-r cr m.s submit we must, 

PK’v'sl with lus p'ide, or punish’d for lus Just. 

r nr« n of .\ohatt , r.irn no more ! 

Jlcrcr J. t « fU, .trd h { him u istt lus store 
In I'wk*s rrd p’canucs on the l’hrvgian shore. 

We may be tinted on =ome bti^y day. 
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When Hectoi comes so great Achilles ma> • 

From him he forced the prize we jointly ga\c, 

From him, the fieice, the fearless, and the bra\c 
And durst he, as he ought, resent that uiong, 

This mighty tyrant weie no tyrant long " 

Fierce from Ins scat at this Ul>sses spnngs ,* 3 
In generous vengeance of the king of kings 
With indignation sparkling in Jus eyes, 

He views the wictch, and sternij thus lephes . 

“Peace, factious monslci, born to \cx the state, 

With wrangling talents form’d for foul debate 
Curb that impetuous tongue, nor rashly \am, 

And singly mad, aspeise the soveicign icign 
Have we not known thee, slai c ( of all oui host, 

The man who acts the least, upbraids the most ? 

Think not the Greeks to shameful flight to bring, 

Nor let those lips profane the name of long. 

For our return we tiust the heat only poucis , 

Be that their care , to fight like men be ours 
But grant the host A\itli wealth the general load, 

Except detraction, what hast thou bestow'd? 

Suppose some hero should his spoils resign, 

Art thou that hero, could those spoils be thine 3 
Gods 1 let me peush on this hateful shore, 

And let these ejes behold my son no more , 

If, on thy next offence, this hand forbear 
To strip those arms thou ill deserv’st to wear, 

Expel the council where our pnnees meet, 

And send tlice scourged and howling through the fleet ” 
He said, and cowering as the dastard bcncE, 

The weighty sceptie on Ins bank descends ,3 
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On the lottnd bunch the bloody tumours rise . 

The tears spring suiting from his haggard eyesj 
Trembling he sat, and shiunk in nbicct ferns, 

From Ins v lie visage wiped the scalding tears ; 

■While to his neighbour each express d ins thought : 

“Ye gods ’ what uondcis has Ulysses wrought ! 
What funis his conduct and Ins coinage >icid \ 

Gieat m the council, glonotis m the held. 

Generous lie uses m the ci own’s defenre, 

To cuib the factious tongue of insolence, 

Such just c\amples on offenders «hawn. 

Sedition silence, and assert the throne ” 

’Twas thus the gcncial voice the licio praised, 
Who, nsmg, high the imperial sceptre mixed . 

The bluc-cj cd l'allas, Ins celestial friend, 

(In form a herald,) bade the ciowds attend 
The expecting crowds in still attention hung, 

To hcai the wisdom of Ins heavenly tongue 
Then deeply thoughtful, pausing ere he spoke. 

His silence thus the piudcnt hero broke * 

“ Unhappy monaich 1 whom the Gncinn lace 
With shame dcscitmg, heap with vile disgrace 
Not such at Aigos was then gcncious vow . 

Once all then voice, but all ' forgotten now . 

Nc’ci to icturn, was then the common cty, 

Till Troy’s pioud stnictuies should m ashes he 
Behold them weeping for then native shore ; 

What could their vviv cs or helpless children more ? 
What heart but melts to leave the tendet tram, 

And, one shoil month, endure the wintry mam 7 
Few leagues removed, we wish our peaceful scat, 
When the ship tosses, and the tempests beat 
Then well may tins long stay piovoke their tears. 
The tedious length of nine rcvolv mg y ears. 

Not foi their gucf the Giccian host 1 blame ; 

But vanquish’d 1 baffled 1 oh, eternal shame * 

Expect the time to Tioy’s destruction given 
And tiy the faith of Clialcas and of heaven 
What pass’d at Aulis, Giecce can witness bear, 14 
And all who live to bieatlie this Phrygian air 
Beside a fountain’s sacicd brink we raised 
Our veidant altais, and the victims blazed 
’Twas vvlicie the plane-tree spread its shades around, 
The altais heaved , and from the crumbling ground 
A mighty diagon shot, of due poitent , 

From Jove himself the dreadful sign was sent 


14 According to Patisamas, both the sprig and the remains of the tree were exhibited in his 
time The tragedians, Lucretius and others adopted a different fable to account for the 
stoppage at Aufis, and seem to ha\ e found the sacrifice of Iphigcnia better suited to form the 
subject of a tragedy Compare Dryden’s "•/Lucid,'’ -sol. m sqtj 
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Straight to the tiee Ins sanguine spues he roll'd, 

And curl’d around in many a winding fold , 

The topmost blanch a motliei-biid possess’d , 

Eight callow infants fill’d the mossy nest , 

Herself the ninth , the sei pent, as he hung, 

Stretch’d his black jaw s and crush’d the crj ing j oung ; 
While hovering near, with misemblc moan, 

The drooping jnothei nail’d her children gone 
The mother last, as round the nest she flew, 

Seized by the beating wing, the monster slew , 

Nor long survived to marble turn'd, he stands 

A lasting prodigy on Aulis’ sands 

Such was the will of Jo\c , and hence we daic 

Trust in Ins omen, and suppoit the wai 

Foi while aiound we gazed with wondering eyes, 

And trembling sought the poweis with sacrifice, 

* Full of his god, the ie\ eiend Chalcas cried, 513 
‘Ye Grecian warriors < lay youi fcais aside. 

This wondious signal Jove himself display, 

Of long, long labours, but eternal praise 
As many birds as by the snake were slam, 

So many years the toils of Greece lemam , 

But wait the tenth, foi Ilion’s fall decreed • ’ 

Thus spoke the piophet, thus the Fates succeed 
Obey, ye Giewans 1 w'hih submission wait. 

Nor let jour flight avert the Trojan fate ” 

He said the shores with loud applauses sound. 

The hollow ships each deafening shout rebound 
Then Nestoi thus— “These tain debates forbear, 

Ye talk like childven, not like heroes dare 
Where now are all j our high resoh cs at last ? 

Youi leagues concluded, jour engagements past? 

Vow’d with libations and with \ ictiins then. 

Now vanish d like their smoke the faith of men ! 
While useless words consume the unactnc hours, 

No wonder Troy so long resists our pow ers 
Rise, great Atridcs 1 and with courage swij , 

We march to war, if thou direct the waj. 

But leave the few' that dare resist thy Jaws, 

The mean deserters of the Grecian cause 
To giudge the conquests might} Jo\c prepaies, 

And view with cmy our successful wars 
On that gieat da\, when fiist the maitial train. 

Big w'lth the fate of Ihon, plough’d the main, 

Jove, on the right, a prosperous signal sent, 

And thunder rolling shook the firmament 
Encouraged hence, maintain the gloi ions strife 
Till evciy soldier grasp a Phrjgian wife, 
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Till Helen’s woes at full rcicngcd appear, 

And Troy’s pioud mations render teai for tear. 
Before that dav, if any Gicck unite 
His country’s tioops to base, inglorious flight, 
Stand foith that Greek » and hoist Ins sail to fly, 
And die the dnstaul first, who dreads to die. 

But now, O monarch ! all tin chiefs ath isc ; 

Norn hat ihcv offer, thou thyself despite. 

Among those counsels, let not m.ne be vatn ; 

In tubes and nations to dmdc tin tiain • 

His sepai ate troops let ei cry leader call, 

Each strengthen each, and all encourage all. 

What chief, 01 soldier, of the numerous band, 

Or bravely fights, or ill obeys command, 

When thus distinct they uni, shall soon be known. 
And what the cause of I lion not o’ei thrown ; 

If fate resists, or if out aims arc slow, 

If gods above prc\ ent, 01 men below * 1 
lo him the king . “I low much thy years excel 
In arts of counsel, and m speaking well * 

O would the gods, in Iotc to Gieecc, tkcicc 
But ten such sages us the) grant m thee ; 

Such wisdom soon should Pi ian\‘s force destroy, 
And soon should fall the haughty towers of Troy 1 
But Jove forbids, who plunges those he hates 
In fieicc contention and in \am debates * 

Now* gicat Achilles fiom our aid withdraw*, 

By me pro\olcetl , a caplnc maid the cause 
If e’er as friends we join, the Tiojan wall 
Must shake, and heavy will the vengeance fall ! 
But now*, ye wairiois, take a short iepnst ; 

And, w*ell lefiesh’d, to bloody conflict haste 
His sharpen’d spear let mcry Grecian wield, 

And eveiy Giecian fi\ his binzen shield, 

Let all excite the fiery steeds of war, 

And all for combat fit the lattlmg cai. 

This day, this dieadful day, let each contend ; 

No lest, no lespitc, till the* shades descend \ 

Till daikness, oi till death, shall cover all ' 

Let the w*ai bleed, and let the mighty fall ; 

Till bathed m sweat be eteiy manly breast. 

With the huge shield each biawny aim depress’d, 
Each acbmg nerve refuse the lance to tluow, 

And each spent couisei at the cbanot blow. 

Who dates, inglorious, in his ships to stay*, 

Who dares to tiemble on this signal day , 

That w letch, too mean lo fall by martial power. 
The buds shall mangle, and the dogs devour” 


is Thews cnties whh h»\c mummed tint the “CmloRue or Stops" ism interpolation 
should have paid more attention to these line-!, which form a most natural introduction to 
their enumeration. 
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- The monaich spoke , -and straight a murmur rose, 
Loud as the surges' when the tempest blows, 

That dash’d on broken rocks tumultuous roar, 

And foam and thundei on the stony shore, 

Stiaight to the tents the troops dispersing bend, 

The fires aie kindled, and the smokes ascend , 

With hasty feasts they sacnfice, and pi ay, 

To aveit the dangers of the doubtful day 
A steei of five yeais’ age, laige limb’d, and fed, 1 ? 

To Jove’s high altais Agamemnon led 
There bade the noblest of the Grecian peers , 

And Ncstoi first, as most advanced m jears 
Next came Idomeneus,’ 8 and Tydeus’ son,’ 5 
Aja\ the less, and Ajax Telamon , 50 
Then wise Ulysses m his rank was placed , 

And Menelaus came, unbid, the last 21 
The chiefs suuound the destined beast, and take 
The sacied offering of the stilted cake 
When thus the king prefers Ins solemn prayer, 

“ O thou ' whose thundei lends the clouded air, 
Who in the heaven of heavens hast fixed thy thione. 
Supreme of gods 1 unbounded, and alone < 

Heai 1 and befoie the binning sun descends, 

Befoie the night her gloomy veil extends, 

Low m the dust be laid yon hostile spues, 

Be Enam’s palace sunk m Grecian flies, 

In Hector’s breast be plunged this shining sn ord, 
And slaughter’d heroes groan around tlieir loul 1 ” 
Thus prayed the chief his una\ ailing piayer 
Gieat Jove refused, and toss’d m empty air 
The God aveisc, while yet the fumes arose, 

Prepared new tods, and doubled woes on woes 
Their prayeis peiform’d the chiefs the rite pursue, 
Ihe barley spnnkled, and the victim slew 


*7 The following observation will be useful to Homeric readers " Particular animats were, 
at a later time, consecrated to particular deities To Jupiter, Ceres, Juno, Apo'lo, ami 
Bacchus victims of advanced age might bo offered An os of five jears old was considered 
especially acceptable to Jupiter A black bull, a ram, or a boar pip, were offerings for 
Neptune A heifer, or a sheep, for Miners a To Ceres a con n as sacrificed, as an encm} to 
com Ihe goat to Bacchus, because lie fed on uues Diana ivas propitiated with a stag 
and to Venus the dose was consecrated The infernal and evil denies were to be appeased 
with black victims Ihs most acceptable of all sacrifices was the heifer of a j ear old, which 
had never borne the yoke It was to be perfect m cverj limb, health), and without blemish — 
“ Elgin Marbles," vol i p 78 

18 Jdomencus, , son of Deucalion, was 1 mg of Crete Having vovicu, daring a tempest, on 
his return from Troy, to sacrifice to Neptune the first creature that should present itself to his 
eye on the Cretan shore, his son fell a victim to his rash sow 

19 Tj Jetts’ son, 1 e Diomcd , . 

=0 That is, Ajax, the son of Oileus, a Locnan He must he oist nguislied from the o 1 mr, 
who washing of Salamis , , . , . 

** A great deal of nonsense has been written to account for the word w f xmttu* ** line 1 
Plato, ‘ Sympos ” p 315, has found some curious meaning in what, to us, appears to nee I 1 > 
explanation Was tliere any hereto rule of etiquette which prevented c~c brother 
visiting another without a formal mutation ? 
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The limbs they sevei fiom the inclosing hide, 

The thighs, selected to the gods, divide 
On these, in double cauls involved with ait. 

The choicest moiscls lie fiom every pait, 

Fiom the cleft wood the crackling ilames aspire, 

While the fat victims' feed the sacred fire 
The thighs thus sacrificed, and entrails dress’d 
The assistants pait, tiansfiv, and loast the lest , 

Then spread the tables, the repast prepare, 

Each takes his seat, and each lcceives his share 
Soon as the lage of hunger was suppress’d, 

The generous Nestor thus the prince addiess’d ' 

“ Now bid thy heralds sound the loud alarms, 

And call the squadions sheathed m biazen arms ; 

Now seize the occasion, now the troops suivey, 

And lead to war when heaven directs the way ” 

He said , the monaich issued his commands , 

Straight the loud heialds call the gathering bands 
The chiefs inclose then king , the hosts divide. 

In tribes and nations lank’d on eitliei side 
High in the midst the blue-e> ed vngin hies , 

Fiom rank to lank she darts her ardent eyes , 

The dreadful aegis, Jove’s immortal shield, 

Blazed on liei arm, and lighten’d all the field 
Round the vast orb a hundred serpents roll’d, 

Form’d the bright fringe, and seem’d to burn m gold, 

W th this each Giecians manly bieast she waims, 

Swells then bold lieaits, and strings their neivous aims, 

No more they sigh, mglonous, to leturn, 

But bicatlie levenge, and foi the combat bum 
As on some mountain, through the lofty giove, 

The crackling flames ascend, and blaze above , 

The fires expanding, as the w mds arise, 

Shoot then long beams, and kindle half the skies 
So from the polish’d aims, and biazen shields, 

A gleamy splendom flash’d along the fields 
Not less their number than the embodied cranes, 

Or milk-white swans m Asius’ watery plains 
That, o’ei the windings of Cayster’s springs, 53 
Stietch their long necks, and clap their rustling wings, 

Now toner aloft, and course m any rounds, 

Now light with noise , with noise the field lesounds 
Thus numeious and confused, extending wide, 

The legions crowd Scamandei J s flowery side , 23 

Fresh inter fowl, especially- swans, were found m greit numbers about the Asian Marsh, 
a fenny tract of country m Lydia, formed by the nver Cayster, near its mouth See tired 
“Georgies, aol 1 383, sq b * 

a3 Scamander, or Scamandros, was a river of Iroas, rising, according to Strabo, on the 
highest part of Mount Ida, m the same hill with the Gramcus and the CEdipus, and falling 
into the sea at Sigmum . everything tends to identify it w ith Mendere, as Wood, Rennell, and 
others maintain, the Mendere is 40 miles long, 300 feet broad, deep in the time of flood. 
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With lushing tioops the plains are cover’d o’er, 1 
And thundering footsteps shake the sounding shore 
Along the river’s level meads they stand, 

Thick as m spring the flowers adorn the land, 

Oi leaves the tiees , 01 thick as insects play. 

The wandering nation of a summer’s day 
That, draw n by milky steams, at evening hours, 

In gather'd swarms surround the rural bon ers , 

From pail to pail with busy murmui run 
The gilded legions, glittci mg m the sun 
So thi ong’d, so close, the Giecian squadions stood 
In radiant aims, and thirst foi Trojan blood 
Each leadci now his scatter’d foi cc conjoins 
In close airay, and forms the deepening lines 
Not with moie case the skilful shepherd-swain 
Collects his flocks from thousands on the plain 
The king of kings, majestically tall, 

Towers o’ei his ainues, and outshines them all , 

Like some pioud bull, that lound the pastuies leads 
His subject herds, the monaicli of the meads, 

Great as the gods, the evalted chief was seen, 

His strength like Neptune, and like Mars his mien ,*•* 
Jove ocr his eyes celestial glones spread 
And daw mng conquest played around his head 
Sa>, virgins, seated lound the tin one diune. 
All-knowing goddesses 1 immoital nine 
Since earth’s wide legions, heaven’s unmeasur’d height, 
And hell’s abyss, hide nothing fiom join sight, 

(We, wietched moitals 1 lost m doubts below-, 

But guess by lumom, and but boast we know,) 

0 say w'hat lieiocs, fired by thirst of fame, 

01 urged by wrongs, to Troy’s destruction came 
To count them all, demands a thousand tongues, 

A tlnoat of biass, and adamantine lungs 
Daughters of Jove, assist 1 inspired by you 
The mighty labour dauntless I pursue , 


nearly dry in the summer Dr Clarke successful!* combats the opimon of those who mal-c 
the Scamander to ha\e arisen from the springs of Bounabarshj , and traces the source of the 
riser to the highest mountain in the chain ot Ida, non Kusdaghj , rccencs the Simoism its 
course towards its mouth it is aery muddj, and lions through marshes Betueen the 
Scamandcr and Simois, Homer’s troy is supposed to hate stood this riser, according to 
Homer, was called Xanthus by the gods, Scamander b) men Ihe waters of the Scamander 
had the singular propertj of giving a beautiful colour to the hairor u ool or such animals as 
bathed in them , hence the three goddesses, Minerva Juno, and Venus, bathed there before 
they appeared before Pans to obtain the golden apple the name Xanthus, "jellon, was 
Risen to the Scamander, from the peculiar colour of its inters, still applicable to the 
Mcndere, the a ellow colour of n hose waters attracts the attention of travellers. 

-4 it should be 11 his chest like Neptune ” The torso of Nepture, m the * Elgin Marbles, 
No 103, (\ol 11 p a 6 ,) is remarkable for its breadth and massnencss of development 
=5 • Say first, for heav’n hides nothing from thy wen ” — “ Paradise Lost, 1 87 
Ma dt’ tu, Musa, come 1 pnmi damn 
Mandasscro 1 Cnstiam, e di quai parti 
Tu '1 sai , ma di taut’ opra a noi si lunge 
Debit aura di fama appena gumge ”■ — “ Gier Lib n 19 
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What crowded armies, from what climes they bring, 

Their names, their numbers, and their chiefs I sing. 

THE CATALOGUE OF THE SHIPS' 5 

The hardy warriors whom Bceotia bred, 

Penelius, Leitus, Prothoenor. led 
With these Arcesiiaus and Clomus stand, 

Equal in arms, and equal in command 
These head the troops that rocky Aulis yields, 

And Eteon’s hills, and Hjne’s water}- fields, 

And Schoenos, Scholos, Gnca near the main, 

And M\ calessia’s ample pm} plain ; 

Those who m Peteon or 1 lesion dwell, 

Or Harma where Apollo’s prophet fell , 





Heleon and Hylfc, which the springs o’erflenv; 
And Medeon loft}*, and Ocalea low , 

Or m the meads of Hahartus stray, 

Or Thespia sacied tathe god of da} 
Onckestus, Neptune’s celebrated groves , 
Copse, and Thisbc, famed for siher doves. 


“ Hie Catalogue is, pcrlnps, the portion of the poem in favour of which a claim to sepa* 
rale authorship has been most phudblj urged Although tne example of Homer has since 
rendered some such formal enumeration of the forces engaged, a common practice in epic 
poems desenptiv e of great warlike adventures, still so minute a statistical detail can neither 
be considered as impenmely required, ncr perhaps such as would, in ordinary cases, suggest 
itself to the mind of a poet. Vet there is scarce!) anj portion of the Iliad where both 
historical and internal evidence are more clearlj m favour of a connection from the remotest 
period, with the remainder of the \ ork The compos tion of the Catalogue, whensoever it 
maj have taken place, nscessanl) presumes its author's acquaintance with a previously exist- 
ing Iliad It were impassible o licrwise to account for the harmonj observable in the recur- 
rence of so vast a number of proper names, most of them historically unimportant, and not 
a few altogether fictitious or of so manv geographical and genealogical detai s as are con- 
densed in these few hundred lines, and incidental!) scattered over tne thousands which fol- 
low equal!) inexplicable were the pointed allusions occurring in this episode to events 
narrated in the previous and subsequent text, several of which could hardly be of traditional 
notonetv, but through the medium of the Iliad”— Mure, “Language and Literature of 
Greece, vol up 263. 
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For flocks Erytlmc, Glissi for the vine ; 

JMatca green, and Nj sa the di\ me ; 

And they whom Thebe's w ell-bmlt walls inclose, 
Where vt>d£, Eutresis, Corone, rose , 

And Ami' itch, with pin pie hai tests ci own’d , 

And Anthedon Baotia’s utmost bound 
Full fifiv ships thev send, and each convcjs 
7 nice mUv wamois tin o ugh the foaming seas 37 
To these succeed Aspleclon s martial ttam, 

\\ ho plough the spacious Orchomenian plain, 

'I wo tali uit brotheis i tile the undaunted throng, 
I.ilmen and Asc.il tphus the stiong 
Sons of Asl>ochD, the heatenh fan, 

\\ hose t irgin charms subdued the god of war 
(In Actor’s court as she ictiicd to lest, 

The strength of Mars the blushing maid compress'd) 
7 heir t loops in thirl) sable vessels sweep, 

\\ uh equal onrs, the hoarSe-rcbOiinding deep 
^ The 1’lionans nc\t in forty batks repair , 
Epistrophus and Schcdius l/cad the war 
From those rich regions ulicic Ccphisus leads 
llis silver current through the flowery meads , 

From I’ inopca, Chrv sa the di\ me, 

Where Anemom's statelj tui rets shine. 

Where Pjtho, Dauhs, Cypaussus stood, 

And fair Ijlan t lew s the rising flood 
'1 hesc, i.angcd m older on the floating tide, 

Close, on the left, the bold Boeotians’ side 
Fierce Aja\ led the Lociian squadrons on, 

Ajax the less, Oilcus’ valiant son , 

Skill’d to direct the fljmg dait aright ; 

Swift in pursuit, and active in the light 
Him, as their chief, the chosen troops attend; 

Which 33essa, Thromis, .and rich C>nos send , 

Opus Cnlhnrus, and Seal plies bands , 

Ami those who dwell whcic pleasing Augia stands, 
And whcic Boagrius floats the lowly lands, 

Or m f ur Tarphe’s sylvan seats icside 
In forty vessels cut the’vieldmg tide 


e; Tit tee Si tiy • "Thucy tildes obse-v cs lint the Dceolwn i csseU, u J ich corned one hun- 
dred and twenty men each, wen. probably meant to be the largest in the fleet, ami those of 
J’hiloctetes, Carrying fifty each, the smallest a be average would be eighty me, ana 
‘lhucydides suppose*, the troops to lute rowed and navigated themselves, nnu that very 
few, besides the chiefs went as mere passengers or landsmen In short, we hate in the 
Homeric descriptions the complete picture of .an Indian or African war ennoe, many ot 
winch arc considerably larger than the largest scale assigned to those of the Greeks, il the 
total number of the Greek ships be taken nt twelve hi ndrcd, according to IhiicyUtdes 
although in point of fact there are only eleven hundred and eighty six in the Catalogue, me 
amount of the army, upon the foregoing avenge, will be about a lutrdred and two thou- 
sand men 1 he historian considers this a small force as representing hit Greece Uy rant 
comparing it w uh the allied army at Plat®, thinks it so large as to prov e the en hi re fakeho°a 
of the whole story , and lus reasonings and calculations are, for their curiosity, well worth a 
careful perusal Coleridge, p err, sq 
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Eubma nc\t liei martial sons prepares, 

And sends the brave Abantcs to tlic wars * 

Bieatlnng lcvcnge, m aims they take then* way 
Fiom Chalcis’ nails, and strong Erctria ; 

The Isteian fields foi generous vines icnown’d, 

The fair Caustos, and the St) nan ground , 

Whexc Dios from her toners o’erlooks the plain. 

And high Cennthus views the neighbounng 111am. 

Down then bioad shouldcis falls a length of hail j 
Then hands dismiss not the long lance in an , 

But with piotended spears in fighting fields 
Pieice the tough coislets and the brazen shields. 

Twice twenty ships tianspoit the wailike bands, 

Which bold Elphenor, fiei ce m arms, commands 
Full fifty more from Athens stem the mam, 

Led by Menestheus tin ough the liquid plain. 

(Athens the fair, where gicat Eiecthcus sway’d, 

That owed his nurture to the blue-eyed maid, 

But fiom the teeming fmiow took his birth, 

The mighty offspnng of the foodful caith 
Him Pallas placed amidst her wealthy fane, 

Adored with sacrifice and oxen slam , 

Wheie, as the yeais reiohe, her altais blaze, 

And all the tubes lesound the goddess’ praise ) 

No chief like tliec, Menestheus > Giccce could j leld, 

To maishal ainnes in the dusty field, 

The extended wings of battle to display, 

Oi close the embodied host m firm anay. - 
Nestoi alone, improved by length of dajs, 

For martial conduct boic an equal piaise 
With these appeal the Salammian bands, 

Whom tlic gigantic Telamon commands , 

In twelve black ships to Tioy they steei their course, 

And with the great Athenians join then force 
Next move to w'ar the generous Argil e tram, 

From high Ticczenfe, and Maseta’s plain, 

And Tan Aigina circled by the mam • 

Whom strong Tyimthd’s lofty walls sunound, 

And Epidauie with viny harvests crown’d 
And where fair Asmen and Hermom show' - 
Their cliffs above, and ample bay below~ 

These by the brave Euiyalus were led, 

Great Stlienelus, and grealei Diomed , 

But chief Tydides bore the sovereign sway • 

In fourscore baiks they plough the w r atery way 
The pioud Mycenfc arms lia martial powers, 

Cleone, Corinth, with imperial towers , 28 

s ® The mention of Corinth is in inichromsm, as that city w is called Ephyre before its 
capture by the Dorians But Velleius, vol i p 3, well observes, that the poet would 
nitunllj speik of various towns and cities by the names by which thej m ere known in his 
own time - 
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Fan Aiaethyiea, Omia’s fiuitful plain, 

And ./Eg ion, and Adrastus’ ancient reign ; 

And those who dwell along the sandy shore, 
And wheie Pellene yields liei fleecy stoic, 
Where Helic6 aud Hypcresia lie. 

And Gonocssa’s spires salute the sky 
Great Agamemnon rules the numcious band, 

A hundred vessels in long ordci stand, 

And crowded nations wait h is diead command. 
High on the deck the king of men appeals, 

And his lefulgent aims m tnumph weais. 

Proud of his host, unrivalled in lus reign, 

In silent pomp he moves along the mam 
His bi other follows, and to vengeance wauns 
‘ The liaidy Spartans, exercised in aims 
Pharos and Brysia’s v aliant troops, and those 
Whom Lacedaemon’s lofty hills inclose , 

Or Messrs toweis foi silver doves rcnovvn'd, 
Amyclce, Laas, Augia’s happy ground, 

And those whom CEtylos’ low walls contain, 

And Helos, on the maigm of the mam 
These, o’er the bending ocean, Helen’s cause, 

In sixty ships with Menclaus draws 
Eager and loud fiom man to man lie flics, 
Revenge and fuiy flaming in his eyes , 

While vainly fond, m fancy oft he hears 
The fair one’s grief, and sees her falling teais. 

In ninety sail, from Pylos’ sandy coast, 

Nestoi the sage conducts lus chosen host 
From Amplugenia’s ever-fimtful land, 

Where /Epy high, and' little Ptclcon stand , 
Where beauteous Aiene her stiuctures shows, 
And Thi yon’s walls Alphcus’ sti earns inclose 
And Donon, famed for Thamyris’ disgrace, 
Supeuor once of all the tuneful lace, 

Till, vam of mortals’ empty praise, lie strove 
To match the seed of cloud-compelling Jove * 
Too dating bard > whose unsuccessful pride 
The immortal Muses m their art defied 
The avenging Muses of the light of day 
Deprived his eyes, and snatch d lus voice awaj ; 
No more lus heavenly voice was heard to sing, 
His hand no moie awaked the silver string 
Wheie undci high Cjllcnc*, crown’d with wood, 
The shaded tomb of old AZp\ lus stood , 

From Ripe, Stratic, Tegea’s bordering towns 
The Phenean fields, and Orchomcninn downs, 
Where the fat herds m plenteous pasture rove ; 
And Sty mphclus with her surrounding grove; 
Parihasia, on her snowy clifts reclined. 
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And high Enispfe shook by wintry wind, 

And fair Mantmea’s cvei-plcasing site ; 

In sixty sail the Aicadian bands unite 
Bold Agapenor, glonous at then head, 

(Ancteus’ son) the mighty squadion led 
Then ships, supplied by Agamemnon's caie, 
Through loanng seas the wondeimg w amors beat ; 
The fiist to battle on the appointed plain, 

But new to all the dangers of the main 
Those, wheie fan Elis and Bupiasium join ; 
Whom Hyrnnn, lieie, and Myrsmus confine. 

And bounded there, v»hcic o’ei the valleys rose 
The Oleman lock , and wheie Alisium flows ; 
Beneath four chiefs (a numcious aimy) came 
The stiength and gloiy of the Epean name 
In separate squadions these then tiain diude, 
Each leads ten vessels through the > leklmg tide 
One was AmphimaclTus, and Thalpius one , 
(Eurytus’ this, and that Teat us* son ,) 

Diores spuing fiom Amarynccus’ lmc , 

And great Polyxcnus, of force dn me 
But those who view fan Ehs'o’ei the seas 
From the blest islands of the Echmades, 

In forty vessels under h leges mm e, 

Begot by Phyleus, the belo\ ed of Jove 
To strong Dulichium from his sue he fled, 

And thence to Tioy his hardy warriois led. 

Ulysses follow'd thiougli the water) load, 

A chief, m wisdom equal to a god 

With those whom Ceplialema’s line inclosed, 

Or till their fields along the coast opposed , 

Oi wheie fair Ithaca o’erlooks the floods, 

Wheie high Nentos shakes his waving woods, 
Wheie jEgihpa's lugged sides aie seen, 

Crocylia locky, and Zacvnthus gicen. 

These in twelve galleys with vermilion prorcs, 
Beneath his conduct sought the Pluygian shoies. 

Thoas came next, Andiannon’s \ahant son, - 
From Pleuron’s nails, and chalky Calydon, 

Arid rough Pjlend, and the Oleman steep. 

And Chalcis, beaten by the rolling deep 
He led the wairiois from the .Etohan shore, 

For now the sons of CEneus weie no moic 1 
The glories of the mighty race weie fled 1 
CEneus himself, and Meleagei dead 1 
To Thoas' caie now trust the martial tiain, 

- His foity Vessels follow through the mam 

Next, eighty baiks the Cretan king commands, 
Of Gnossus, Lyctus, and Gortyna’s bands ; 

And those who dwell wheie Rhytion’s domes arise, 
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Or white Lycastus glitters to the skies, 

Or where by Phaestus silver Jardan mns ; 

Crete's hundred cities pour forth all her sons 
These march’d, Idomeneus, beneath thy caic, 

And Menon, dicadful as the god of war 
Tlepolemus, the sun of Hercules, 

Led nine swift vessels through the foamy seas , 
From Rhodes, with evei lasting sunshine blight, 
Jalyssus, Lmdus, and Camirus white 
His captive mother fieicc Alcidcs bore 
From Ephyr’s walls and Selld’s winding shore, 
.Wheie mighty towns m mins spread the plain, 

And saw their blooming warriors early slam 
The heio, when to manly years he gicw, 

Alcides’ uncle, old Licjmmus, slew, 

Foi this, constrain’d to quit his native place, 

And shun the vengeance of the Herculean race, 

A fleet he built, and with a numerous tram 
Of willing exiles wander’d o’ci the mam , 

Where, many seas and many suffenngs past, 

On happy Rhodes the chief arrived at last . 

There zn thiee tubes divides his native band, 

And mles them peaceful in a foreign land , 
Increased and piospcr’d in their new abodes 
By mighty Jove, the sue of men and gods , 

With joy they saw the growing empnc rise, 

And showersof wealth descending ftom the skies. 

Thice ships with Nireus sought the Trojan shore, 
Nneus, whom Aglae to Charopus bore, 

Nireus, in faultless shape and blooming grace, 

The loveliest youth of all the Grecian race , 17 
Pelides only match’d his early charms ; 

But few his troops, and small his strength in arms 
Next thirty gallcjs cleave the liquid plain, 

Of those Calydnm’s sea-gut isles contain , 

With them the youth of Nisjius repair, 

Casus-thc strong, and Crapathus the fair; 

Cos, where Eurypjlus possess’d the swaj, 

Till great Alcidcs made the i calms obc\ 

These Antiphus android Phidippus bring, 

Sprung from the god by Thessalus the king 
Now, Muse, recount Pclasgic Argos’ powers, 
Fiom Alos, Alopd, and Trechm’s towers 
From Phthia’s spacious vales , and Holla, bless cl 
With female beauty far be>ond the test 
Full fiftv ships beneath Achilles' care, 

The Achaians, Myrmidons, Hcilcmnns bear ; 
Thessalians all, though v anous m their name , 


"Ad™, the froodl c<{ r-an or j-en MrCC Urn 
His sons the fairest of her daujia'c-s E\e. — 


“IV. 


tl~ ,"is 
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The same their nation, uul their chief U«t ' ’.me. 

But now inglorious, stretch'd along the 'h<r.r t 
1 hey hear the brazen \ we* of v< ir no mo.c ; 

No more the foe they fact »n dire an ay < 

Close in Ins fleet the angry lend 1 - 1 lay ; 

Since fair Bn«eis fimn hi - arm; v a, u 
Hie noblest spoil Irom sack’d L)tm. r ir bwsa, 

Then, w hen the thief the Theban wait oVrtbre. } 
And the bold suns of great Ltuu's 
There mourn’d Achilk . pbmved m dipth of cire, 
But soon to rise in slaughter. Id-anh and w r. 

To these the south of Thy hr l • utcu’d, 

Ilona, famous for her flwv lirmk 
And grassy Ptekon deck'd vith diet tfsd gtect. , 

The bowers of Ceres, and the syl.au '•.ma 
Sweet Pyrrhasus. with blow mig vro" nV, 

And Antron’s wuten nens, and cavern#! ground. 
These own’d, as chief, Protcsslas the br.vtc. 

Who now lay' silent m the glooms gras e * 

The first who boldly touch'd the Iropn rho'e, 

And dyed a Plnygi.m lance wdU Grecian gore ; 
There lies, far distant from his iuti\c plain ; 
Unfinish’d liis proud palaces rein: m, 

And his sad consort beats her brunt in \.nn 
His troops m forty ships Podarcts led, 

Iphiclus’ son, and brother to the dead ; 

Nor he unworthy to command the ho t , 

Yet still they mourn’d their ancient leader lost. 

The men "who Glaphyra’s fair soil partake. 

Where hills mcirclc limbo’s lowly lake, 

Where Phrerc hears the neighbouring waters fall, 

Or proud Iolcus lifts her airy wall. 

In ten black ships embark’d" for I lion’s shore, 

With bold Eumelus. whom Alccste bore * 

All Pehas’ race Alccste far outshined, 

The grace and glory of the beauteous kind, 

The troops Slethone or Thaumacu y iclds, 

Olizon’s rocks or Mebbcea s fields, 

With Philoctetes sail d whose matchless art 
From the tough bow directs the feathefd dart. 

Se\ en were his snips , each -vessel fifty row, 

Skill’d m his science of the dart and bow 
But he lay raging on the Lenmian ground, 

A poisonous hydra gave the burning wound , 

There groan'd the chief m agonizing pam, 

Whom Greece at length shall wish, nor w ish in vain. 
His forces Medon led from Lemnos’ shore. 

O ileus' son, whom beauteous Rhena bore. 

The CEchalian race, in those high towers contain’d 
Where once Eurytus m proud triumph reign’d, 
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Or where her humbler tuirets Tricca lears, 

Or where Ithomfc, rough with rocks, appears, 

In thuty sail the sparkling waves divide, 

Which Podalirius and Machaon guide 
To these his skill their parent-god imparts, 

Divine professors of the healing arts 
The bold Ormeman and Astenan bands 
In forty barks Eurypylus commands 
Where Titan hides his hoarj' head in snow. 

And where Hypena's silver fountains flow 
Thy troops, Argissa, Polypoetes leads, - 
And Eicon, shelter’d by Olympus’ shades, 

Gyrton&’s warriois , and where Oithe lies, 

And Oloosson’s chalky cliffs anse 
Sprung from Pmthous of immortal lace, 

The fruit of fair Hippodam&’s embrace, 

(That day, when hurl’d fiom Pehon’s cloudy head, 
To distant dens the shaggy Centaurs fled) ' 

With Polyp cctes join’d in equal sway 
Leonteus leads, and forty ships obey. 

In twenty sail the bold Pei rluebians came 
From Cyphus, Guneus was their leader’s name 
With these the Emans join’d, and those who freeze 
Where cold Dodona lifts her holy tiees ; 

Oi where the pleasing Titaiesius glides, 

And into Pcneus lolls his easy tides , 

Yet o’er the silveiy surface puie they flow, 

The sacred stream unmi\’d w ith streams below, 
Sacred and awful 1 from the dark abodes 
Styx pours them forth, the dreadful oath of gods * 
Last, undei Prothous the Magnesians stood, 
(Prothous the swift, of old Tenthredon’s blood ,) 
Who dw r ell where Pelion, crown’d with piny boughs, 
Obscures the glade, and nods his shaggy brows , 

Or where through flowery Temp 6 Peneus stray’d 
(The legion sti etch’d beneath Ins mighty shade ) 

In forty sable barks they stcmm’d the mam , 

Such were the chiefs, and such the Giecian train 
Say next, O Muse 1 of all Achaia breeds, 

Who bravest fought, or rein’d the noblest steeds > 
Eumelus’ mares w'ere foremost in the chase, 

As eagles fleet, and of, Pheretian race , 

Bred where Plena’s fruitful fountains flow, 

And train’d by him who bears the silver bow. 

Fierce m the fight their nostrils breathed a flame, 
Their height, their colour, and their age the same ; 
O’er fields of death they whirl the rapid car. 

And break the ranks, and thunder through the war 
Ajax m arms the first renown acquired. 

While stern Achilles in his wrath retired . 
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(His was the strength that mortal might exceeds, 

And his the unrivalFd race of heavenly steeds .) 

But Thetis’ son now shines in arms no more ; 

His troops, neglected on the sandy shore. 

In empty air their sportive javelins throw, 

Or whirl the disk, 01 bend an idle bow 
Unstam’d with blood his cover’d chariots stand ; 

The immortal coursers graze along the strand , 

But the brave chiefs the inglorious life deplored, 

And, wandering o’ei the camp, lequued their lord. 

Now, like a deluge, covering all around, 

The shining armies sweep along the ground ; 

Swift as a flood of file, vhen stoims arise, 

Floats the wild field, and blazes to the skies 
Earth groan’d beneath them , as when angry Jove 
Hurls down the forky lightning fiom above, 

On Arnnd when he the thundei thiows, 

And fires Typhceus with redoubled blows, 

Where Typhon, press'd beneath the burning-load, 

Still feels the fury of the avenging god. - ’ 

But various Iris, Jove’s commands to bear, 

Speeds on the wings of winds through liquid air j 
In Priam’s porch the Tiojan chiefs she found, 

The old consulting, and the youths around. 

Polites’ shape, the monarch’s son, she chose, 

Who from ^Esetes’ tomb observed the foes , 30 
High on the mound , from whence in piospect lay 
The fields, the tents, the navy, and the bay 
In this dissembled form, sbe hastes to bring 
The unwelcome message to the Phrygian kmg 
“ Cease to consult, the time foi action calls , 

War, horrid wai, approaches to your walls 1 
Assembled armies oft have I beheld ; 

But ne’er till now such numbeis charged a field : 

Thick as autumnal leaves or driving sand. 

The moving squadrons blacken all the strand 
Thou, godlike Hector 1 all thy foice employ, 

Assemble all the united bands of Tioy , 

In just array let e\ery leader call 

The foreign troops this day demands them all > ” 

The voice divine' the mighty chief alarms ; 

The council breaks, the warriors rush to arms 
The gates unfolding pour forth all their tram. 

Nations on nations fill the dusky plain, 

Men, steeds, and chai lots, shake the trembling ground : 
The tumult thickens, and the skies resound 
Amidst the plain, m sight of Ilion, stands 


3 ’ ySsefri toirb Monuments were often built on the sea coast, and of a considerable 
height, so as to sene as watch towers or land marks Sec my notes to my prose translations 
of the “Odyssey ,”u p si, oronEur “Alccst"vol i p S40 
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A rising mount, the work of human hands , 

(ThiS for Mynnne’s tomb the immortals know, 

Though call'd Bateia m the woild below ,) 

Beneath their chiefs m martial order here, 

The au\ihar tioops and Trojan hosts appear 
The godlike Hectoi, high above the rest, 

Shakes his huge spear, and nods his plumy ciest : 

In throngs around his native bands repair, 

And groves of lances glitter in the au 
Divine JEneas bungs the Dai dan race , 

Anchises’ son, by Venus’ stolen embrace. 

Born m the shades of Ida’s seciet grove , 

(A mortal mixing with the queen of love ,) 

Archilochus and Acamas divide 
The warrior’s toils, and combat by his side 
Who fair Zeleia’s wealthy valleys till , 31 
Fast by the foot of Ida’s sacred hill, 

Or dnnk, ALsepus, of thy sable flood, 

Were led by Pandauts, of royal blood , 

To whom his art Apollo deign’d to show, 

■Graced with the piesents of his shafts and bow 
From rich Apaesus and Adrestia’s toweis, 

High Teree’s summits, and Pityea’s bowers , 

From these the congregated troops obey 
Young Amphius and Adrastus’ equal sway , 

Old Merops’ sons , whom, skill’d m fates to come, 

The sire forewarn’d, and prophesied then doom 
Fate urged them on • the sire forewarn’d m vam, 

They rush’d to war, and perish’d on the plain 
From Practius’ stieam, Percoth’s pasture lands, 

And Sestos and Abydos’ neighbouring strands, 

From gieat Ansba’s walls and Sellh’s coast, 

Asms Hyrtacides conducts his host 
High on his car he shakes the flowing reins. 

His fiery coutsers thunder o’er the plains 
The fierce Pelasgi next, m war renown’d, 

March from Larissa’s ever-fertile ground 
In equal arms their brother leaders shme, 

Hippothous bold, and Pyleus the divine 
Next Acamas and Pyrous lead their hosts, 1 
In dread array, from Thracia’s wintry coasts , 

Round the bleak realms where Hellespontus roais, 

And Boieas beats the hoarse-iesQundmg shores 
With great Euphemus the Cicomans move, 

Sprung from Trcezenian Ceus, loved by Jo\ e 
' Pyrsechmes the Pasonian troops attend, 

Skill’d in the fight their crooked bows to bend , 

Fiom Axius’ ample bed he leads them on, 

3* Zclein, mother mine for Lj cm Hie inhabitants Mere greatly de\otcd to the worship of 
Apollo See Muller, ‘'Donans,'’iol. i p 248 
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Axius, that laves the distant Amyden, 

Axius, that swells with all Ins neighbouring *nlls, 

And wide around the floating region fills. 

The Paphlagomans Pylzemcnes utles, 

"Where nch Henetia biecds hei savage mules, , 

Where Erythmus’ rising cliffs aie seen, 

Thy groves of box, Cytorus ' evei gieen, 

And where ALgialus and Ciomna lie, 

And lofty Sesamus invades the sky, 

And wheie Paitliemus, roll’d through banks of flowers, 
Reflects her boidenng palaces and bowcis. 

Heie march’d in aims the Hahzoman band. 

Whom Odius and Epistiophus command, 

Fiom those far regions wheie the sun lefines 
The ripening silvei m Alybean mines. 

There mighty Chronns led the Mysian tram, 

And augui Ennomus, mspned m vam , 

For stern Achilles lopp’d Ins sacred head, 

Roll’d down Scamandci with the vulgai dead. 

Phorcys and brave Ascamus here unite 
The Ascanian Phiygians, cagei for the fight 
Of those who round Mamma’s lealms reside, 

Or whom the vales m‘ shades of Tmolus hide, 

Mestles and Antiplius the chaigc paitalce, 

Born on the banks of Gyges’ silent lake 
There, fiom the fields wheie wild Mmander flows. 

High Mycak:^ and Latinos’ shady blows, 

And pioud Miletus, came the Canan throngs, 

With mingled clamouis and with baibarous tongues.s® 
Amphimachus and Naustes guide the tiam, 

Naustes the bold, Amphimachus the vam, 

Who, trick’d with gold, and glitteung on his car, 

Rode like a woman to the field of wai 
Fool that he was 1 by fieicc Achilles slain, 

The liver swept him to the briny mam 
There whelm’d with waves the gaudy wamor lies 
The valiant victor seized the golden piizc. 

The forces last m fair airay succeed, 

Which blameless Glaucus and Saipedon lead 
The waihkc bands that distant Lycia yields. 

Where gulfy Xantlius foams along the fields. 

3 s liarlaious longues “ Various -is « ere the dialects oF tlic Greeks— and these differences 
existed not only between the seven! tribes, but even between neighbouring ritics-— they yet 
acknowledged m their language that tho> formed but one nation— were but brandies of the 
same family Homer has * men of otbci tongues ' and yet Homer had no general name for 
the Greek nation — Hccren, "Ancient Greece,” § vu p 107, sq 



BOOK III. 


ARGUMENT 

THE nipt or ME tELAL'C AM) r\rn. 

The mines being reads to engage, ti single combit is agreed upon lelwem Me-eUfis a*nl 
Pins (by the intenention of Hector) for the <1 (.termination of the « if J rl < , lo ri j, 
Helen to behold the fight. She lends her to the wills of 'Inn, whew P/nr i «.j nub )m 
counsellers obserung the Grcenn leader-, on the phi i below, to v ho n Helen gnes n sr 
count of the chief of them flic kings on cither part tike tlie solemn eatfl for th- era , 
tions of the combit The tiucl ensues wherein Pin Icing overco ne, 1 " i it 

aivij in i cloud bj Venus, ind trurporlcd to Ins apartment He then cd's Hr'*r fry. t 
the walls, 'and brings the losers together Agamemon, on l) ie jut of 1) - C r ix.*-», 
demands the restoration of Helen, ind tl e pe'fornnnce of tl c ir ch« 

Xhc three ind ti cnticth day still continues thro ighou* th s bo c k T) e scene is 5 "** — 
times in the fields before Troj, and sometimes in Tro> itself 

THUS bj their leaflets 5 care eacli martial hand 
Moses into ranks, and stictches oer the land 
With shouts the Tiojans, rushing from afar, 

Piockum their motions, and proiokc the war 
' So when inclement wmtcis -vcv the plain 
With pieicing frosts, or tluck-desccndmg nm, 

To waimcr seas the cianes embodied fl> 

With noise, and older, through ihc nuri\\a\ wj t 
To pigmy nations wounds and death thej bring, 

And ah the war descends upon the wing. 

But silent, breathing rage, resohed and skill d ' 

Bj mutual aids to fi\ a doubtful field. 
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Swift march the Greeks the lapid dust around 
Darkening arises fiom the labour’d ground 
Thus from his flaggy wings when Notus sheds 
A night of vapours round the mountain heads. 
Swift-gliding mists the dusky fields invade, 

To thieves more grateful than the midnight shade ; 
While scarce the swains their feeding flocks survey, 
, Lost and confused amidst the thicken’d day 
So wrapp’d in gatheung dust, the Grecian tram,' 

A moving cloud, swept on, and hid the plain. 

Now fiont to front the hostile armies stand, 
Eager of fight, and only wait command , 

When, to the van, before the sons of fame 
Whom Troy sent forth, the beauteous Pans came : 
In form a god 1 the panther’s speckled hide 
Flow’d o’er Ins armour with an easy pride 
His bended bow across his shoulders flung, 

His swoid beside him negligently hung , 

Two pointed speais he shook with gallant grace. 
And dared the bravest of the Grecian lace 

As thus, with glorious air and proud disdain, 

He boldly stalk’d, the foremost on the plain, 

Him Mtenelaus, loved of Mars, espies, 

With heart elated, and with joyful eyes • 

So joys a lion, if the branching deer, 

Or mountain goat, his bulk)” piize, appear , 

Eager he seizes and devours the slam. 

Press’d by bold youths and baying dogs m vain. 
Thus fond of vengeance, with a furious bound, 

In clanging arms he leaps upon the ground 
From his high chariot him, appioachmg neai. 
The beauteous champion views with marks of fear, 
Smit with a conscious sense, retires behind. 

And shuns the fate he well deseived to find. 

As when some shepherd, from the rustling trees 3 4 
Shot forth to view, a scaly serpent sees, 

Trembling and pale, he starts with wild affright 
And all confused piecipitates his flight 
So from the king the shining warrior flies, 

And plunged amid the thickest Tiojans lies. 

As godlike Hector sees the prince l ctreat, 

He thus upbraids him with a generous heat 
" Unhappy Paris 1 4 but to women brave ! 

So fairly form’d, and only to deceive 1 


3 "As when some peasant m a bushy brake 
Has with unwary footing press’d a snake , 

He starts aside, astonish’d, when he spies 
His rising crest, blue neck, and rolling eyes ” 

Dryden’s Virgil, u 510 

4 Atiejrapij, 1 e unlucl v, ill fated, Paris This alludes to the evils which resulted from hts 
having been brought up, despite the omens which attended his birth 



Ill ] TIIE ILIAD 

Oh, hadst thou died when first thou saw's t the li«ht. 
Or died at least before thy nuptial 1 itc 1 
A bettei fate than vainly thus to boast, 

And fly, the scandal of thy Trojan host 
Gods 1 how the scornful Greeks exult to sec 
Their feais of danger undeceived m thee 1 
Tliv figuie promised with a martial an, 

But ill thy soul supplies a foim so fan 
In formci ciays, m all thy gallant pnde, 

When thy tall ships triumphant stemm’d the tide. 
When Greece beheld thy painted camas flow, 

And crowds stood wondering at the passing show. 
Say, was it thus, with such a baffled mien. 

You met the appioachcs of the Spartan queen, 

Thus from her realm com cy’d the beauteous prwc, 
And both her warlike loids outshined m Helen’s ejes? 
This deed, thy foes’ delight, thy own disgrace, 

Thy father’s gnef, and nun of thy lace , 

This deed recalls thee to the proffer’d fight , 

Oi hast thou mjuied whom thou dai J st not right ? 

Soon to thy cost the field would make thee know 
Thou keep’st the consoit of a bravei foe 
Thy graceful foim instilling soft desire, 

Thy curling ti esses, and thy silver l>rc, 

Beauty and youth , m vam to these you trust, 

When youth and beauty shall be laid m dust 
Troy yet may wake, and one avenging blow 
Gush the due author of Ins counti/s woe ” 

His silence heic, with blushes, Pans breaks 
“’Tis just, my biotlici, wliat your angci speaks . 

But who like thee can boast a soul sedate, 

So dimly proof to all the shocks of fate? 

Thy foice, like steel, a temper’d hardness shows, 

Still edged to wound, and still untued with blows, 

Like steel, uplifted by some strenuous swam, 

With falling woods to stiew the wasted plain 
Thy gifts I piaise , nor thou despise the charms 
With which a lover golden Venus arms , 

Soft moving speech, and pleasing outward show, 

No wish can gam them, but the gods bestow 
Yet, would’st thou have the pi offer’d combat stand, 

The Greeks and Trojans scat on either hand , 

Then let a midway space our hosts divide, 

And, on that stage of war, the cause be tried 
By Pans theic the Spartan king be fought, 

Foi beauteous Helen and the wealth she brought ; 

And who his rival can in arms subdue, 

His be the fair, and his the treasure too 
Thus with a lasting league jour toils nnj cease, 

And Troj possess her fertile fields in pc ice ; 
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1 hus way the Ch «1 < u v» v th-ir nrtllw h*r , 
Mtu,li hum (I f*»t I'.ntrwii ■ hf'l > h'f'b- ,f '’/ ' 
lie ‘.aid, i cii.’lh lit t,fOT Jiv ,'d Vjjt*. } }'/ 1 
Then with ht» MJevriv .trun’d i!,' vm,ff» ot T^y, 
.Held bv the mub *, athv.rm . it n rs„-*t the fi<2 
Advanced with ; 

While iom«t In » datmlh lw 4 itm f»i* « v {•■Vir 
Then slum s md am»v/ m.. J»*vU <l < 

'1 hut tbu*. the limn «r« h, ytcvi .“.uU u , i 4 : 

“1 orbL.tr f \o wain n‘,\ ) <} tU d.«n < .ride 
A p,uh*> Heclw a -l *., ,*v me i/r b„ u-t ; 

\\c Pnovv htm by the v.mmte f.knir ?.* •. '”>*•' V 
Awed by It". lm*n LOt’itivau the t«t. i ,>ftuid r 
'J he tuimdt ulema . nmi i*r h, U u< je rnt 
While ft ant the n ntu i U t ;«r $ »h„. is t. 

On cither horn, and thu r to both aj.ph,' * 

“ Hear, all >e Hojm, all \l ( /i\ n n VruH, 

Wlnt Paws, .utihot of the war, th ,*/uj Is, 

Your shimn" svvnuts withm the he nh r 'run, 
And pitch join lai.et-. la J» vi* !<»u . 4 p .t '» 

Here in the taitiM, in * nhet arte, « «■ ,*h\ 
lie dates the bp man Ian*; to >u«* »e t J.f t 
And wills that Helen ami the ran hd * > a{, 

That caused the contest, 'hall ruva^d P - twl 
Lei these the biuve tmttnph tm victor j net, 

And different rations pait in league-* ot fcrc".*’ 
lie spoke in still suspense on cither '< do 
Each arm> stood the bp man < htef ttphul 
“Me loo, j'c watnora, he ir, who* « f, t >1 n 'Jit 
A world engages in the toils of fight 
To me the labour of the field re-wjo , 

Me Pans injured , all the war be 111111.' 

Fall ho that must, beneath ins rn.d’r arms ; 

And live the icst, scuu e of futuie harms * 

Two lambs, dcvoitd bj voui cotmtrv o rite. 

To earth a sable, -to the sun a w Intel 
Prepare, ye Irojans 1 while a thud \.c bring 
Select to Jove, the mv.olablc king 
Let reverend Pnam m tlie tiucc engage, 

And add the sanction of considerate age ; 

His sons are faithless, headlong in debate. 

And joutli itself an emptj wavering state , 

Cool age advances, vcneiably wise. 

Turns on all hands its deep-disceimng eves , 

Sees what befell, and what may \et befall, 
Concludes from both, and best ptovides fot all 
The nations hcai with using hopes possessd, 
And peaceful prospects daw n tri ev cry breast 
Withm the lines they drew thcii steeds around, 
And fiom tlicu chariots issued on the ground 
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Ne\t, all unbuckling the nch mail the) note. 

Laid then bright arms along the sable .shoie 
On either side the meeting hosts aie seen 
With lances fix’d, and close the space between. 
Two heialds non, despatch’d to Troy, invite 
The Phiygian monarch to the peaceful rite 
Talthybius hastens to the fleet, to bring* 

The lamb for Jo\e, the inviolable king 
Meantime to beauteous Helen, from the skies 
The various goddess of the rainbow flies 
(Like fail Laodich m foim and face, 

The loneliest nymph of Priam’s ro\al iace ) 

Hei in the palace, at her loom she found , 

The golden web her own sad stoiy ci own’d, 

The fiojan wars she w ea\ ed (herself the pnze) 
And the due triumphs of liei fetal eyes 
To whom the goddess of the painted bow 
“Appioach, and view the wondrous scene below 12 
Each hardy Greek, and valiant Trojan knight. 

So dreadful late, and furious for the fight. 

Now rest their speais, oi lean upon then shields , 
Ceased is the wai, and silent all the fields 
Pans alone and Spaita's king adtance, 

In single fight to toss the beamy lance , 

Each met m aims, the fate of "combat tries, 

Thy love the motii c, and thy charms the prize ” 
This said, the many-coloured maid inspires 
Her husband’s love, and wakes her former files , 
Hei country, parents, all that once weic dear, 
Rush to her thought, and foice a tender tcai, 

O’er her fair face a snowy \ eil she thiew, 

And, softly sighuig, from the loon\ withdrew. 

Her handmaids, Ch mcne and /Ethn, wait 
Hei silent footsteps to the Scican gate 
There sat the seniors of the Tiojan iace 
(Old Priam’s chiefs, and most m Pi lam s grace.) 
The king the first , 1 hj mates at lus side ; 

Lampus and Clytius, long m council tried , 
Panthus, and Hicctaon, once the strong , 

And next, tne wuscst of the rc\ eicnd throng, 
Antcnor grave, and sage Ucalegon ' 

Lean’d on the walls and bask’d before the sun 
Chiefs, w'ho no more in blood) fights engage, 

But wise tluough time, and nanatne with age, 

In summer da)s, like grasshoppers rejoice, 

A bloodless race, that send a feeble t oice 


S The following scene, in ' h:eh Honor has cortmcd to rWodt 
the Grecivi has fceen iruwted bj .Ewhs hs 

Antigoae sunejinj: the opposing chimoions from i high toner, vhue tnt p.-c^ „ 
their insignia and details their histones. 
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These, when the Spartan queen appioach’cl the lowct, 

In seciet ow n’d lcsistless beauty’s power , 

They cried, “ No wonder 6 such celestial charms . 

For nine long years have set the woild m arms , 

What winning* graces 1 wbat majestic mien ' 

She moves a goddess, and she looks a queen ! 

Yet hence, O I-lcaven, comcy that fatal face, 

And from destruction save the Trojan race ” 

The good old Priam welcomed her, and cried, 

“ Approach, my child, and grace thy father’s side. 

See on the plain thy Giecian spouse appears, 

The friends and kindred of thy fonner > cars 
No crime of thme our piesent suflenngs draws, 

Not thou, but Heaven’s disposing w ill, the cause 
The gods these armies and this force employ, 

The hostile gods conspire the fate of Tioy. 

But lift thy eyes, and say, what Greek is he 
(Far as from hence these aged oibs can see) 

Around whose blow such maitial graces shine, 

So tall, so awful, and almost di\ me * 

Though some of larger statute tread the green, 

None match his grandeur and exalted mien : 

He seems a monarch, and his country’s pude ” 

Thus ceased the king, and thus the fair replied . 

“ Before thy picsence, fatlici, I appeal, 

With conscious shame and leveiential fear. 

Ah 1 had I died, ere to these walls I fled, 

False to my country, and my nuptial bed , 

My brothers, friends, and daughtei left behind, 

False to them all, to Pans only kind 1 

For this I mourn, till grief or due disease 

Shall waste the fonn whose fault it was to please ! 

The king of kings, Atrides, you survey, 

Great m the war, and gieat m arts of sway 
My brothei once, before my days of shame f 
And oh 1 that still he bore a brother’s name ’ ” 

With wondei Priam viewed the godlike man, 

Extoll’d the happy pnnee, and thus began . 

“ O bless’d Atrides 1 born to prosperous fate, 

Successful monarch of a mighty state ! 

How vast thy empire 1 Of youi matchless train 
What numbers lost, what numbeis yet remain * 

In Phrygia once were gallant armies knoivn, 

In ancient time, when Otreus fill’d the throne. 

When godlike Mygdon led their troops of horse, 

And I, to join them, raised the Trojan force 
Against the manlike Amazons we stood , 7 

6 J\ r o wonder, &c Zeuxis, the celebnted artist, is said to have appended these lines to Ins 
picture of Helen, as a motto Viler Max in 7 

7 The early epic was largely occupied with the exploits and sufferings of women, or 
heroines, the wives and daughters of the Grecian heroes A nation of courageous, hardy. 
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And Sangar’s stieam lan purple with their blood. 
But fai inferior those, in martial giace, 

And strength of numbers, to this Grecian race ” 
This said, once moie he view’d the warrior tram , 
“ What's he, whose arms he scatter'd on the plain? 
Broad is his breast, his shouldeis laigci spiead, 
Though gieat Abides overtops his head 
Nor yet appear Ins care and conduct small , 

From rank to rank he mo\es, and oiders all 
The stately ram thus measures o’er the ground. 
And, master of the flock, sui vcys them lound ” 
Then Helen thus “ Whom )oui discerning eyes 
Have singled out, is Ilhncus the nise , 

A barren island boasts his glorious bath , 

His fame for wisdom fills the spacious earth ” 
Antenor took the woid, and thus began . 8 
“ Myself, O king ' hai o seen that « ondrous man 
When, tiustmg Jove and hospitable Ians, 

To Troy he came, to plead the Grecian cause , 
(Great Menclaus uiged the same request ,) 

My house was honour’d with each i oyal guest 
I knew then peisons, and admired then parts, 

Both biavc m aims, and both approved m aits. 
Erect, the Spartan most engaged our view , 

Ulysses seated, gi eater lcvciencc diew 
When Atreus’ son harangued the listening tiam, 
Just was Ins sense, and his expression plain, 

His woids succinct, yet full, without a fault , 

He spoke no more than just the thing he ought. 

But when Ulysses rose, in thought piofound , 9 
His modest eyes he fix’d upon the ground , 

As one unskill’d 01 dumb, lie seem’d to stand, 


indefatigable women, dwelling apart from men, permitting on!> a short temporal) inlercmire, 
for the purpose of renovating their numbers, burning out their right breast with a \iew of 
enabling themselves to draw the bow’ freelj this was at once a gei era! tape, stimulating to 
the fancy of the poet, and a theme eminent!} popular w ith lus hca-cr> We lmd these w ariilc 
females constantlj reappearing in the ancient p"cms, and tinner'll!} accepted aspanreah 
ties in the Iliad Wheu Pnam wishes to illustrate emphaticall} the most m merous host in 
which he ever found himself included, he tells us that it was assembled in Phrjgia, oa tie 
banks of the Sanganus, for the purpose of resisting the formidable Ama-ors When 
Bcllerophon is to be cmplo} cd m a deadly and penlotts undertaking. b> those who’ prudent!} 
wished to procure his death, he is despatched against the Amazons — Grotc, sol i p sty 

s Arfencr, like ./Eneas, had alwaj s been favourable to the restoration of Hcle i Ln 1 i ” 


9 ** His lab rmg heart with sudden rapture seized 
He paus'd, and on the ground m silence gazed 
Unskill’d and uninspired lie seems to s’and, 

Nor lifts the eye, nor graceful ntoses the hand 
Then, while the chief, in still attention hung, 

Pours the full tide of eloquence along 
While from Ins lips the melting torrent flows, 

Soft as the fleeces of descending s tows 
Now stronger notes engage the listc nng crowd. 

Louder the accents rise, and sc more loud. 

Like thunders rotimg from a distapt cloud’ 

Merrick s IryAodon.'. " 
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Nor laiscd his head, nor sti etch’d his sceptied hand ; 

But, when he speaks, what elocution flows * 

Soft as the fleeces of descending snows, 10 
The copious accents fall, with easy art ; 

Melting they fall, and sink into the lieait ! 

Wondering wc hear, and fix’d in deep surprise, 

Our ears lefute the censuie of our eyes ” 

The king then ask’d (as yet the camp he view’d) 

“ What chief is that, with giant strength endued, 

Whose brawny shouldeis, and whose swelling chest, 

And lofty statuie, far exceed the lest ? 

“Ajax the great, (the beauteous queen lcphed,) 

Himself a host the Giecian stiength and pride. 

See' bold Idomencus supcnoi towers 
Amid yon circle of his Cietan powcis, 

Gicat as a god ’ I saw linn once before, 

With Menelaus on the Spartan shore, ~ 

The lest I know, and could in oidei name , 

All valiant chiefs, and men of mighty fame 
Yet two are wanting of the numcious tiain, 

Whom long my eyes have sought, but sought m vain : ' 

Castoi and Pollux, first in martial force, 

One bold on foot, and one lenoivn’d foi hoise. 

My brothers these , the same.oui native slime, 

One house contain’d us, as one mother bore 
Perhaps the chiefs, fiom wailike toils at ease, 

Foi distant Troy refused to sail the seas , 

Perhaps then swoids some noblei quairel diaws. 

Ashamed to combat m their sisters cause ” 

So spoke tile fan, nor knew her biothers’ doom ; 11 
Wrapt m the cold embiaces of the tomb , 

Adorn’d with honours in their native slioie, 

Silent they slept, and lieaid of wars no moie 
Meantime the heialds, tluough the ciowded town, 

Bnng the lich wine and destined victims down. 

3 dams’ arms the golden goblets press’d, 12 
Who thus the venerable king addiess’d . _ 

“ Arise, O father of the Tiojan state ' 

The nations call, thy joyful people wait 
fo seal the truce, and end the dire debate. 

I’m is, thy son, and Spaita’s king advance, 

In measured lists to toss the weighty lance j 
And who his uval shall in arms subdue, 

His be the dame, and liis the tieasure too 

*o Duport, “ Gnomol Homer,” p bo, util observes tint this comparison may also be sar- 
castically applied to the frigid style of oratory It, of course, berc merely denotes the 
ready fluency of Ulysses 

“ Her brothers' doom They perished in combat with Lynccus and Idas, whilst besieging 
Sparta Sec Hygm Poet Astr 32, 22 Virgil and others, however, make them share 
immortality by turns 

33 Ida; us was the arm-bearer and charioteer of I mg Priam, slain during this v ar Cf. JEn. . 
M 487 
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Thus with a lastmgjeague our toils may cease, 

And Tioy possess hei fertile fields m_peace 
So shall the Greeks review their native shore, 

Much famed foi generous steeds, foi beauty moie” 
With grief he heaid, and bade the chiefs prepaie 
To jom his milk-white coursers to the cai , 

He mounts the seat, An ten or at his side , 

The gentle steeds through Scaea’s gates they guide .* 3 
Nevt fiom the car descending on the plain, 

Amid the Giecian host and liojan train. 

Slow they proceed the sage Ulysses then 
Arose, and with- him rose the king of men. 

On eithei side a sacred heiald stands, 

The wine they mix, and on each monaich’s hands 
Pour the full uin , then draws the Giecian loid 
His cutlass sheathed beside his pondeious sword , 
Fiona the sign’d victims crops the cmling hair , 14 
The heialds pait it, and the pnnces sliaie , 

Then loudly thus befoie the attentive bands 
He calls the gods, and spieads his lifted hands * 

“ O first and greatest pow ei ' whom all obey, 

Who high on Ida’s holy mountain sway, 

Eteinal Jove 1 and you blight oib that loll 
Fiom east to west, and view from pole to pole 1 
Ihou mother Earth 1 and all ye living floods * 

Infernal furies, and Taitarean gods, 

Who mle the dead, and horrid woes prepare 
Foi peijured kings, and all who falsely swear 1 
Hear, and be witness If, by Pans slain, 

Gieat Menelaus pi ess the fatal plain , 

The dame and treasui es let the Piojan keep, 

And Gieece returning plough the watery deep 
If by my brother^ lance the Tiojan bleed, 

Be Ins the wealth and beauteous dame decreed : 

The appointed fine let Ilion justly pay, 

And evciy age lecoid the signal day 
This if the Phrygians shall i efuse to yield, 

•Arms must leienge, and Mais decide the field ” 

With that the chief the tcndci uctims slew, 

And m the dust tlicir bleeding bodies threw , 

The vital spipt issued at the w’ound, 

And left the members quivenng on the ground 
From the same urn they drink the mingled wine, 

And add libations to the pow ers divine 
While thus their prajers united mount the sky, 

“ Hear, mighty Jo\c 1 and hcai, >c gods on high 1 
And may their blood, who first the league confound, 


n't gain, rather Sea-art gain, t e the left-hind cite'! 

; ,4s customary in ill vtcnficcs Hence ue find Ins descending to cut off tl 
before which she could not expire 


chair 
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Shed like this wine, disdain the Urn si) ground; 

May nil then consents serve promiscuous; lust, 

And all then lust be static! c! as the dust ! " 

Thus either host then mtpi orations join'd, 

Which Jove refused, and mingled with the wind 
Thelites now limsh’d, icvcieml Priam row, 

And thus cvpiess’d a hcait o’ei chained with v.ocs : 

“ Ye Greeks and Trojans, lei the chiefs engage, 

But spaic the weakness of m) feeble age . 

In yonder ualls that object let me shun. 

Not view the d.mgci of so dear a son. 

Whose aims shall conqttu and v h it prmcc shall fall, 
Heaven only knows , foi heaven disposes nil ” 

Ulus said, the hoaiy king no longct slav'd, 

But on Ins cat the slaughter’d \ ictims laid - 
Then seized the reins his gentle steeds to guide, 

And dio\c to Tioy, Anlenot at his side' 

Bold Hector and Ulysses now dispose 
The lists of combat, and the ground inclose * 

Nc\l to decide, by sacred lots picparc, 

Who fust shall launch his pointed spear m an. 

The people pi ay with elevated hands, 

And woids like these arc heard through all the bands: 
“ Immoital Jove, high Heaven’s superior lord, 

On lofty Ida’s holy mount adoied 1 
Whoc’ci involved us in tins dire debate, 

0 give that aulhoi of the war to fate 
And shades eternal 1 let division cease. 

And joyful nations join m leagues of peace." 

Willi ejes aveilcd Ilcctoi hastes to turn 
The lots of light and shakes the biazcn urn. 

Then, Pans, thine Icap’d foi th , by fatal chance 

01 darn’d the first to whirl the weight) lance 
Both armies sat the combat to sinvc). 

Beside each chief his azuic armour lav, 

And round the lists the generous courscis neigh. 

The beauteous vvai 1 101 now arrays foi fight, 

In gilded aims magnificently blight 
The puiple cuislies clasp his thighs mound, 

With flowers adorn’d, with silver buckles bound : 
Lycaon’s corslet his fan body dress’d, 

Braced m and fitted to Ins softei bi east , 

A ladiant baldric, o’er his shouldei tied, 

Sustain’d the swoid that glitter’d at Ins side 
His youthful face a polish’d helm o’ei spread , 

The waving hoise-hair nodded on his head ; 

His figured shield, a shming orb, he takes. 

And m his hand a pointed javelin shakes. 

With equal speed and filed' by equal charms, 

The Spaitan hero sheathes lus limbs m arms. 



Book III.] 


61 


THE ILIAD 


Nowiound the lists the admmng armies stand. 
With javelins fix’d, -the Greek and Trojan band 
Amidst the dreadful vale, the chiefs advance. 

All pale with rage, and shake the threatening lance. 
The Trojan first his shining javelin threw , 

Full on Ati ides’ lingmg shield it flew, 

Nor pierced the brazen orb, but with a bounds 
Leap’d from the bucklei, blunted, on the ground. 
Atndes then Ins massy lance prepares, 

In act to throw, but first prefers Ins prayeis 
“Give me, great Jove ' to punish lawless lust, 
And lay the Tiojan gasping m the dust . 

Destioy the aggressor, aid my righteous cause, 
Avenge the breach of hospitable laws 1 
Let this example future times leclaim, 

And guaid from wrong fair fnendship’s holy name ” 
He said, and poised m air the javelin sent, 

Through Paris’ shield the fotceful weapon went, 

His corslet picices, and his gannent rends, 

And glancing downward, neat his flank descends. 
The wary Trojan, bending fiom the blow, 

Eludes the death, and disappoints Ins foe 
But fierce Atndes waved his swoid, and stiook 
Full on his casque the crested helmet shook , 

The brittle steel, unfaithful to his hand, 

Bioke short the fragments glitter’d on the sand. 
The lagmg wainor to the spacious skies 
Raised his upbraiding voice and angry eyes . 

“ Then is it vam m Jove himself to trust ? 

And is it thus the gods assist the just ? 

When crimes provoke us, Heaven success denies j 
The dait falls harmless, and the falchion flies ” 
Furious he said, and towaids the Grecian ciew 
(Seized by the crest) the unhappy warnoi drew , 
Struggling he follow’d, while the embroider’d thong 
That tied his helmet, dragg’d the chief along 
Then had his rum ci own’d Atrides’ joj, 

But Venus tiembled for the prince of Tro> 

Unseen she came, and burst the golden band , 

And left an empty helmet m his hand 
The casque, enraged, amidst the Greeks he threw ; 
The Greeks with smiles the polish d trophy i icw. 
Then, as once more he lifts the deadlj dart, 

In thirst of vengeance, at his rival’s heart , 

The queen of love her favour’d champion shrouds 


*5 Norlicrctd 


This said, his feeble hand a rw lui threw , 

Which, flutt'nng, seemed to loiter as it flew, 

Just, and but barelj , to the mark it held 

And faintly tinkled on the brazen shield ' 

Drjdcnsti-fidi u 7‘- 
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(Foi gods can all things) m a veil of clouds. 

Raised from the field the panting youth she led, 

And gently laid him on the bridal bed, 

With pleasing sweets his fainting 'sense renews, 

And all the dome peifumcs with heavenly dews. 
Meantime the brightest of the female land, 

The matchless Helen, o’ei the walls lcclmed ; 

To her, beset with Tiojan beauties, came, 

In borrow’d form, the laugh tei -loving dame. 

(She seem’d an ancient maid, well-skill'd to cull 
The snowy fleece, and wind the twisted v ool.) 

The goddess softly shook her silken vest, 

That shed perfumes, and whispering thus addiess’d : 



VENUS, DISGUISED, INVITING HELEN TO THE CHAMBER OT PARIS. 


“ Haste, happy nympli > for thee thy Pans calls. 

Safe from the fight, m yondei lofty walls, 

Fair as a god , with odours round him spread, 

He lies, and waits thee on the well-known bed , 

Not like a wamor paitcd fiom the foe. 

But some ga> dancer m the public show ” 

She spoke, and Helen’s seciet soul was moved ; 

She scoin’d the champion, but the man she loved. 

Fair Venus’ neck, hci eyes that spaiklcd fire, 

And bieast, leveal’d the queen of soft desne 14 

Reveal'd the queen - 

‘‘Thus hiving sud, she turn’d and made appear 
Her neck refulgent and dishcvell’d hair, 

- Which, flow mg from her shoulders, reach’d the ground. 

And widely spread ambrosial scents around 
In length of train descends her sweeping govn 
And, by her graceful n.alh, the queen of love is known " 

Drj'den’s Virgil, f 536 
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Struck with hei piesence, straight the lively red 
Forsook her cheek , and trembling, thus she said 
“ Then ft it still thy pleasure to deceive ? 

And woman’s frailty always to believe ' 

Say, to new nations must I cross the mam, 

Or carry wais to some soft Asian plain ? 

Foi whom must Helen biealc hei second vow? 
What other Pai ft is thy darling now ? 

Left to Atrides, (victor in the stufe,) 

An odious conquest and a captive wife, 

- Hence let me sail , and if thy Pans beai 
My absence ill, let Venus ease lus care 
A handmaid goddess at lus side to wait, 

Renounce the glories of thy heavenly state, 

Be fix’d foi ever to,the Trojan shore, 

His spouse, or slave / and mount the slues no more. 
For me, to lawless love no longer led, 

I scorn the coward, and detest his bed , 

Else should I meiit eveilasting shame. 

And keen reproach, fiom every Phrygian dame . 

Ill suits it now the joys of love to know, 

Too deep my anguish, and too wild my woe.” 



Then thus incensed, the Paphian queen replies 
« Obey the powei from whom thy glories rise 
Should Venus leave thee, every charm must fly, 
Fade fiom thy cheek, and langmsh m thy eje 
Cease to provoke me, lest I make thee more 
The world's aversion, than their lo\ c before , 
Now the bright prize for which mankind engage, 
Than, the sad victim of the public rage ’ 
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At this, the fairest of her mix obey'd. 

And veil d her blushes nr a silken sh *«c ; 

Unseen, and silent, from the tiain she move.', 

Led by the goddess of the Smile" and Loves. 

Arrived, and entei'd at the palace g ttc, 

The maids officious jotmd their nustrf v,ait ; 

Then, all dispensing, various tasks attend ; 

The queen and goddess to the pi met ascend. 

Full in her Palis’ sight, the queen of love 
Had placed the beauteous piogeny of Jove ; 

Where, as he v tew’d her charms, sin* turn’d away 
llei glowing eyes, and thus began to say ; 

“ Is tins the chief, who, lost to sense of shame, 

Late fled the field, and yet survives his fame? 

O liadst thou died beneath the nghteous sword 
Of that brave man whom once I call’d my lord! 

The boaster Pans oft desired the day 
With Sparta’s king to meet m single" fray . 

Go now, once more thj mat's rage excite. 

Provoke Atrides, and renew the tight . 

Yet Helen bids thee stay, lest thou unskHPd 
ShOlildst fall an easy conquest on the field *' 

The prince replies . “ Ah cease, div indy fair. 

Nor add reproaches to the wounds I beai , 

This day the foe prevail’d 1>> Pallas’ power : 

We yet may vanquish m a liappter hour * 

There vv ant not gods to f.u our us abov c ; 

But let the business of our life be lo\ c ; 

These softer moments let delights employ, 

And kind cmbiaccs snatch the hasty joy. 

Not thus I loved thee, when from Sparta’s shore 
My forced, my willing heavenly prize I bore, 

When ill st entranced in Cranac’s isle I lay p 
Mix’d with thy soul, and all dissolved away !” 

Thus having spoke, the enamour’d Phrygian boy 
Rush’d to the bed, impatient for the joy 
Him Helen follow’d slow with bashful charms, 

And clasp’d the blooming lieio in her arms 
While these to love’s delicious rapture yield, 

The stern Atrides rages round the field • 

So some fell lion whom the woods obey*, 

Roais thiough the desert, and demands Ins prey. 

Pans he seeks, impatient to destioy, 

But seeks m vam along the troops of Troy , 

Even those had yielded to a foe so biav c 
The recreant vvaruor, hateful as the grave. 

Then speaking thus, the king of kings arose, 

“Ye Tiojans, Dai dans, .all oui generous foes 1 

v > Craiiac's tsle, t e Athens Seethe “Schol " and Alberti’s " Hcsycluus,*’ vd* u p 338. 
Hus name nas derived from one of its early kings, Crauaus. 
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Hear and attest ' fiom Heaven with conquest crown’d, 
Our brother’s arms the just success have found 
Be therefore now the Spartan wealth restor’d, 

Let Argive Helen own her lawful lord , 
he appointed fine let Ilion justly pa) , 

And age to age record this signal day.” 

He ceased , his army’s loud applauses rise, 

And the long shout runs echoing through the skies. 
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ARGUMENT 

THE BREACH OF THE TRUCE, AND THE rirST DATTLC 

The gods deliberate in council concerning the Trojnn war they agree upon the continuation 
of it, and Jupiter sends down Mmen a to break the truce She persuades I*andarus to aim 
an arrow at Menelaus, who is wounded, but cured by MachaOn. In the meantime some of 
the Trojan troops attack the Greeks Agamemnon is distinguished in all the parts of a 
good general , he reviews the troops, and exhorts the leaders, some bypraiscs and others byr 
reproof Nestor is particu'arly celebrated for his military discipline The battle joins, and 
peat numbers are slam on both sides 

1 he same day continues through this as through the last book (as it docs also through the 
two following, and almost to the end of the scienth book) The scene is wholly in the 
field before Troy 

And now Olympus’ sinning gates unfold ; 

The gods, with Jote, assume their thrones of gold . 

Immortal Heb&, fresh with bloom divine, 

The golden goblet crow ns with purple wine 
While the full bowls flow round, the powers employ 
Their careful eyes on long-contended Troy 
When Jove, disposed to tempt Saturma’s spleen, 

Thus tvaked the fury of Ins partial queen. 

“Two pou ers divine the son of Atreus aid. 

Imperial Juno, and the martial maid , 1 
But high m heat en the> sit, and gaze from far, 

The tame spectators of his deeds of war 
Not thus fan Venus helps her fa\ ourM knight, 

The queen of pleasures shares the toils of fight, 

Each danger wards, and constant m her caic. 

Saves m the moment of the last despair 
Her act has rescued Paris’ forfeit life, 

Though great Atndcs gam’d the glorious strife 
Then say, }e powers ' what signal issue waits 
To crown this deed, and finish all the fates 1 

* Tf-! varital v ntJ In the ongiml, " Minem Alilco 'icrcK,” t-t t'r t’rfixi'r, r » 
called from her temple it Ahlcomcne m Bccotia, 
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Shall Heaven by peace the bleeding kingdoms spare, 

Or rouse the furies, and awake the vvai ? 

Yet, would the gods for human good provide, 

Atrides soon might gain his beauteous bride, 

Still Pnam’s walls m peaceful honours glow, 

And through his gates the crowd) rig nations flow,' 1 
Thus while he spoke, the queen of heaven, enraged. 

And queen of war, in close consult engaged 
Apart they sit, thcii deep designs employ, 

And meditate the future w ocs of Troy. 

Though seciet anger s well'd Minerva's bieast, 

The prudent goddess yet hei wrath suppress’d ; 

But Juno, impotent of passion, broke 
Her sullen silence, and with fury spoke . 



THU COUNCIL. Ot lilt- GCUS 


“ Shall then, 0 tyrant of the ethereal reign ' 

My schemes, my labours, and my hopes be va«n ? 
Have I, foi this, shook Ilion with alaims, 
Assembled nations, set two worlds in arms ? 

To spread the war, I flew fiom shoie to shore ; 

The immortal courseis scarce the labour boxe 
At length lipe vengeance o’er their heads impends, 
But Jove himself- the faithless race defends 
Loth as thou art to punish lawless lust, 

Not all the gods aie partiallatid unjust ’ 

The sire whose thundei shakes the cloudy skies. 
Sighs from his inmost soul, and thus replies . 
tt Oh lasting rancour 1 oh insatiate hate 
To Phrygia’s monarch, and the Phrygian state 1 
What high offence has fired the wife of Jove ? 

Can wretched mortals harm the powers above. 
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That Tioy, and Tio/s whole race thou wouldst confound 
And yon fair structuies level with the ground ' ’ 

Haste, leave the skies, fulfil thy stern desire. 

Burst all het gates, and wrap her walls in file « 

Let Pnam bleed f if yet you thirst foi more, 

Bleed all his sons, and Ilion float with gore 
To boundless vengeance the wide realm be given, 

Till vast destruction glut the queen of heaven 1 
So let it be, and Jove lus peace enjoy,® 

When heaven no longei hears the name of Troy 
But should this arm prepaie to wieak our hate 
On thy loved realms, whose guilt demands their fate , 
Presume not thou the lifted bolt to stay, 

Remember Troy, and give the vengeance way. 

For know, of all the numerous towns that rise 
Beneath the rolling sun and starry skies, 

Which gods have raised, or eatth-born men enjoy, 

None stands so dear to Jove as sacred Troy 
No mortals merit moie distinguish’d giace 
Than godlike Priam , or than Priam’s race 
Still to our name then hecatombs expire, 

And altars blaze with unextinguisli’d fire ” 

At this the goddess rolled her radiant eyes. 

Then on the Thunderer fix’d them, and replies 
“Three towns are Juno’s on the Grecian plains, 

More dear than all the extended earth contains, 

Mycenas, Algos, and the Spartan wall , 3 
These thou mayst laze, nor I forbid their fall 
’Tis not m me the vengeance to remove , 

The crime’s sufficient that they share my love 
Of power superioi why should I complain ? 

Resent I may, but must resent in vam 
Yet some distinction Juno might lequne, 

Sprung with thyself from one celestial sire, 

A goddess born, to share the realms above, 

And styled the consott of the thundering Jo\c; 

Nor thou a wife and sister’s right deny , 4 
Let both consent, and both by terms comply , 

So shall the gods our joint decrees obey, 

And heaven shall act as we direct the way 
See leady Pallas waits thy high commands 
To raise in arms the Greek and Phrygian bands ; 


a “ Ana thine: for a quiet life 1 " 

3 Argos The u orship of Juno at Argos was \ery celebrated m ancient times, and she was 
regarded as the patron deity of that citj Apul Met, m. p 453, Servaus on Vug 
ASn , 1 a8 

■* A wife and sistei _ , , , 

“But I, Mho ivnth in awful-state abo\e 
The majesty of heav n, the sister wife of Jove 

, - D13 den's “Virgil,” 1 70. „ 

So Apuleius, l e speaks of her as “Joins germana ct conjdx," and so Horace, Od in 3 > 
64, " conjuge me Jovis ct sorore " 



THE ILIAD. 


[Book. IV, 


Their sudden friendship by her arts may cease, 

And the pioud Tiojans first infringe the peace." 

The sire of men and monarch of the sky 
The advice approved, and bade Minerva fly, 

Dissolve the league, and all her arts employ 
To make the breach the faithless act of Troy. 

Fired with the charge, she headlong urged her flight, 

And shot like lightning from Olympus’ height 
As the red comet, from Saturnius sent 
To fright the nations with a dire portent, 

(A fatal sign to armies on the plain, 

Or trembling sailors on the wintry main,) 

With sweeping glories glides along m air, 

And shakes the sparkles from its blazing hair : s 
Between both armies thus, in open sight. 

Shot the bright goddess m a trail of light, 

With eyes erect the gazing hosts admire 
The powei descending, and the heavens on fire ' 

“ The gods (they cued), the gods this signal sent, 

And fate now labours with soma vast event 
Jove seals the league, or bloodier scenes prepares , 

Jove, the great arbiter of peace and wars ” 

They said, while Pallas through the Tiojan throng, 

(In shape a mortal,) pass’d disguised along. 

Like bold Laodocus, her course she bent, 

Who from Antenor traced his high descent. 

Amidst the lanks Lycaon’s son she found, 

The warlike Pandarus, for strength len own’d , 

Whose squadrons, led from black yEsepus’ flood, 6 
With flaming shields m martial circle stood 
To him the goddess “ Phrygian 1 canst thou heai J 
A well-timed counsel with a willing ear ? 

What praise weie thine, couldst thoii direct thy dart, 

Amidst his triumph, to the Spartan’s heait ? 

What gifts from Tioy, from Paris wouldst thou gam, - 
Thy country’s foe, the Grecian glory slain ? 

Then seize the occasion, dare the mighty deed. 

Aim at lus breast, and may that aim succeed ' 

But first, to speed the shaft, address thy vow 
To Lycian Phoebus with the silver bow, 

And swear the firstlings of thy flock to pay, 

On Zeha’s altars, to the god of day.” 7 > 

He heard, and madly at the motion pleased, 

5 "Thither came Unci, gleaming through the even 
On a sunbeam, sw lft as a shooting star 
In autumn thwarts the night, when vapours fired 
Impress the air, and shows the manner 
From what point of his compass to bew-ire 

Impetuous winds "—"Paradise Ia>st,”iv 555 
o /Estjmx Jhvd A nver of Mysia, rising from Mount Cotylus, in the southern part of 
the chain of Ida. 

7 Ztha, a town of Troas, at the foot of Ida. 
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His polish'd bow with hasty lasliness seized 
'Twas form’d of horn, and smooth’d with artful toil : 

A mountain goat lcsign’d the shining spoil 
Who pierced long since beneath lus arrows bled • 

The stately quai rj on the cliffs lay dead, 

And sixteen palms his brow’s large honours spiead 
The workmen join'd, and shaped the bended horns, 
And beaten gold each taper point adorns 
This, by the Giecks unseen, the w’arnor bends, 

Screen’d by the shields of his surrounding friends . 
There meditates the mark , and couching low, 

Fits the sharp ari o\v to the well-strung bow. 

One from a bundled feather’d deaths he chose, 

Fated to wound, and cause of futuie woes , 

Then offers \ows with hecatombs to ci own 
Apollo’s altars m his natn c tow n. 

Now' with full force the yielding horn he bends, 
Drawn to an aicli, and joins the doubling ends , 

Close to his breast lie strains the nerve below-, 

Till the barb’d points approach the circling bow- , 

The impatient weapon whizzes on the w-ing , 

Sounds the tough horn, and twangs the qiuveung string. 

But thee, Atndcs 1 in that dangerous hour 
The gods forget not, nor thy guaidian power, 

Pallas assists, and (weakened m its force) 

Dncrts the weapon fiorn its destined course * 

So from her babe, when slumber seals his eye, 

The watchful mother wafts the envenom’d fly 
Just whcie lus belt with golden buckles join’d, 

Wlicic linen folds the double corslet lined, 

She turn’d the shaft, which, hissing from above, 

Pass’d the bioad belt, and through the corslet drove ; 
The folds it pieiccd, the plaited linen tore, 

And razed the skin, and diew the pm pie gore 
As when some stately trappings are decreed 
To grace a monarch on Ins bounding steed, 

A nymph m Cana or Mreoma bred, 

Stains the puie ivory with a lively red , 

With equal lustre various colours \ic, 

The Sliming whiteness, and the Tyrian dve 
So great Atrides 1 shelv’d thy sacied blood, 

As down thy snowy thigh distill’d the sti earning flood. 
With lion 01 seized, the king of men descried 
The shaft infix’d, and saw the gushing tide 
Nor less the Spartan fear’d, befoie he found 
The shining barb appear above the wound, 

Then, w-ith a sigh, that heaved his manly breast, 

The royal brother thus his gnef expiess’d, 

And grasp’d his hand j while all the Greeks aiound 
With answering sighs return’d the plaintive sound. 
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“ Oh, deal as life * did I for this agiee 
The solemn tiuce, a fatal truce to thee ’ 

Wert thou exposed to all the hostile tiam, 

To fight foi Gieece, and conquer, to be slam ! 

The race of Trojans m thy mm join, 

And faith is scorn’d by all the perjuied line 
Not thus oui vows, confirm’d with wine and goie, 
Those hands we plighted, and those oaths we swore, „ 
Shall all be vain . when Heaven’s revenge is slow, 
Jove but prepaies to strike the fiercei blow 
The day shall come, that great avenging day, 

When Troy’s proud glories in the dust shall lay, 
When Priam’s powers and Priam’s self shall fall, 

And one prodigious mm swallow'all 
I see the god, already, from the pole 
Baie his red arm, and bid the thunder loll ; 

I see the Eternal all lus fury shed, 

And shake his aegis o’er then guilty head 
Such mighty woes on perjured pimees wait ; ' 

But thou, alas 1 desciv’st a happier fate 
Still must I mourn the period of thy days, 

And only mourn, without my shaie of praise ? 
Deprived of thee, the heaitless Gieelcs no more 
Shall dream of conquests on the hostile shoie ; 

Troy seized of Helen, and our glory lost. 

Thy bones shall moulder on a foreign coast ; 

While some proud Trojan thus insulting cnes, 

(And spurns the dust wheie Menelaus lies,) 

* Such aie the trophies Greece fiom Ilion bungs, 

And such the conquest of her king of kings * . 

Lo his proud vessels scatter’d o’er the mam, 

And unrevenged lus mighty brother slam.’ 

Oh 1 eie that due disgiace shall .blast my fame, 
O’envhelm me, earth 1 and hide a monarch’s shame.” 

He said a leader’s and a brother’s fears 
Possess his soul, which thus the Spartan cheeis . 
u Let not thy words the warmth of Greece abate ; 
The feeble dart is guiltless of my fate 
Stiff with the uch cmbroidei’d woilc aiound, 

My varied belt lepell’d the flying wound ” 

To whom the king “ My bi other and my friend, 
Thus, always thus, may'Heavcn thy life defend • 

Now seek some skilful hand, whose powerful art 
May stanch the effusion, and cxtiact the dart. 

Herald, be swift, and bid Machaon bring 
His speedy succour to the Spartan king , 

Pierced with a wmged shaft (the deed of Tioy), 

The Grecian’s sorrow, and the Datdan’s joy.” 

With hasty zeal the swift Talthybius flies , 

Through the thick files he darts lus searching eyes, 
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And finds Macliaon, wheic sublime lie stands * 

In arms incircled with his native bands 
Then thus “ Machaon, 'to the king repair, 

His wounded brother claims thy timely care ; 

Pierced by some Lycian 01 Dardaman bow, 

A grief to us, a triumph to the foe ” 

The heavy tidings grieved the godlike man 
Swift to his succour through the tanks he ran 
The dauntless king yet standing firm he found, 

And all the chiefs m deep concern around. 

Wheie to the steely point the reed uas join’d, 

- The shaft he diew, but left the head behind. 

Straight the broad belt with gay embioidery graced, 

He loosed , the corslet fiorn his bieast unbiaced , 

Then suck’d the blood, and sovereign balm infused , 8 9 
Which Clin on gave, and ALsculapius used 
While round the pnnce the Gieelcs employ their caie, 
The Trojans rush tumultuous to the war , 

Once more they glitter in refulgent arms, 

Once moie the fields aie fill’d with dire alarms. 

Nor had you seen the king of men appear 
Confused, unactive, 01 sui prised with fear , 

But fond of glory, with seveie delight, 

His beating bosom claim’d the rising fight 
No longei with Ins wailikc steeds he stay’d, 

Or press’d the car with polish’d brass inlaid 
But left Euiymedon the reins to guide , 

The fiery coursers sndrted at his side 

On foot thiough all the martial lanks he moves, 

And these encouiages, and those reproves. 

“Brave men 1 ” he cries, (to such who boldly daie 
Urge their swift steeds to face the coming uat), 

“ Your ancient valour on the foes approve , 

Jove is with Gieece, and let us tiust m Jove 


8 “Podalctrtut md Mach&on are the leeches of the Grccnn army, highly prized and con- 
sulted by all the wounded chiefs Their medical renown was further prolonged in the subse 
quent poem of Arktinus, the Ihu Persis, w herein the one was represented as unrivalled in 
surgical ope>-itions, the other as sagacious m detecting and appreciating morbid symptoms 
It was Podaleirms who first noticed the glaring ej cs and disturbed deportment which preceded 
the suicide of Ajax „ _ . ... 

"Galen appears uncertain whether AsUepms (as well as Dionysus) was originally a god. or 
whether he was first a man and then became afterw ards a god , out Apollodorus professed to 
fix the exact date of lus apotheosis Ihroiigliout all the historcal ages the descendants of 
Ashlepius were numerous and widely diffused The many families or gentes, called AsMC- 
piads, who devoted themselves to the study and practice of medicine, and who principally 
dwelt near the temples of Ashlepms, whither sick and suffering men came to obtain relief— all 
recognized the god not merely as the object of tlicir common worship, but also as their actual 
progenitor Grate vol 1 p sj8 

9 •• The plant she bruises w ith a stone, and stands 
Tempering the juice between her ivory hands 
Ihis o’er her breast she sheds with sovereign art. 

And bathes with gentle touch the w ouiidcd part 
The w ound such virtue from the juice denv cs. 

At once the blood is stanch’d, the youth revives 
- “ Orlando Funo»o, booh 7 
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} Tis not for ns, but guilty Trov. to (head, j 
Whose crimes sit heavy on lir r perjured bend , 

Her sons and matrons Grccrc 'hall had m chain'.. 

And her dead unrriots 'treu the mournful plain-. ” 
Thus with new ardour he the brave »nq>»rts ; 

Or thus the fern fill with repmirhex fires ; 

“Shame to your count! v, scandal of jour hind ; 

Bom to the fate ye well dc >eiu to find l 
Why stand ye gazing round tin tire id fid phin, 
Pieparcd foi flight, but doom d to fly hi v.un ? 
Confused and panting tl.n'., the bunted deer 
Falls as he flies, a victim to his fr ar. 

Still must ye wait the foc^, and still itlirc, 

Till j on tall voxels bln?c with Tinjan fire? 

Or trust ye, J eve a valiant fn» shall chase. 

To save a trembling, ht.iitkxs dastard racer” 

This said, he stalk d with ample strides along. 

To Crete’s bravo inonaich and lu< martial throng ; 
High at their head he saw the chief appear, 

And bold Menones excite the rear. 

At this the king lus generous joy express’d, 

And clasp’d the wan tor to his armed breast. 

“ Divine ldomcncus 1 what thanks we owe 
To worth like thine 1 what prai«c 'dull we bestow ? 

To thee the foicmost honouts are decreed, 

Fust in the fight and c\ cry graceful deed. 

For this, m banquets, when the generous bowls 
Rcstoic our blood, and raise the warriors’ souls. 
Though all the icsl with stated udes we bound, 
Unmix’d, unmcasuicd, arc thy goblets crown’d. 

* Be still thyself, m aims a mighty name , 

Maintain thy honours, and cnlatge thy fame. ’ 

To whom the Cretan thus Ins speech address'd : 

“ Secure of me, 0 king 1 exhort the rest. 

Fix’d to thy side, m every toil I shaie, 

Thy firm associate m the day of war 
But let the signal be tins moment given ; 

To mix m fight is all 1 ask of Heaven 
The field shall piovc how perjunes succeed, 

And chains oi death av enge the impious deed ” 
Charm’d with this heat, the king his couisc ptusucs. 
And next the troops of cither Ajax views . 

In one fiim orb the bands were ranged mound, 

A cloud of heroes blacken’d all the ground 
Thus from the lofty promontory’s blow 
A swam surveys the gathering storm below , 

Slow from the mam the heavy vapours rise. 

Spread in dim streams, and sail along the skies, 

Till black as night the swelling tempest shows, 

The cloud condensing as the west-wind blows 
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He dreads the impending storm, and dnves his flock 
To the close covert of an arching lock 
Such, and so thick, the embattled squadrons stood, 
'With spears erect, a rnoung iron wood 
A shady light was shot from glimmering shields, 

And their brown arms obscured the dusky fields 
“ O heroes > worthy such a dauntless tram. 

Whose godlike virtue we but urge in vain, 

(Exclaim’d the king), who raise } our eager bands 
With great examples, more than loud commands 
Ah 1 would the gods but breathe in all the rest 
Such souls as burn m your exalted breast, 

Soon should oui aims with just success be crown’d. 
And Troy’s proud walls lie smoking on the ground.” 

Then to the next the general bends his course , 
(His heart exults, and glories m his force) , 

There reverend Nestor ranks his Pylian bands, 

And with inspiring eloquence commands , 

With strictest order sets his tram m arms, 

The chiefs advises, and the soldiers warms 
Alastor, Chromius, Hannon, round him wait. 

Bias the good, and Pelagon the great 
The horse and chariots to the front assign’d, 

The foot (the strength of war; he ranged behind : 

The middle space suspected troops supply. 

Inclosed by both, nor left the power to fly , 

He gives command to “ curb the fiery steed, 

Nor cause confusion, nor die ranks exceed 
Before the rest let none too rashly ride , 

No strength nor skill, but just m time, be tried . 

The charge once made, no warrior turn the rem, 

But fight, or fall , a firm embodied tram 
He whom the fortune of the field shall cast 
From forth his chariot, mount the next m haste , 

Nor seek unpractised to direct die car, 

Content with javelins to provoke the war 
Our great forefathers held this prudent course, 

Thus ruled their aidour, thus preserved their force ; 
By law’s like these immortal conquests made, 

And earth’s proud tyrants low in ashes laid ’ 

So spoke the master of the martial art, 

And touch’d with transport great Atrides’ heart 
" Oh * hadst thou strength to match thy-brav e desires, 
And nerves to second what tlvj soul inspires 1 
But wasting ) ears, that w ither human race. 

Exhaust thy spuits, and dij arms unbrace 
What once thou wert, oh ever mightst thou be * 

And age the lot of any chief but thee ” 

Thus to die experienced pnnee Atrides cried ; 

He shook his hoary locks, and thus replied 
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"Well might I wish, could mortal wish renew* 0 
That strength which once m boiling youth I knew • 
Such as I was, when Ereuthalion, slain - 
Beneath this arm, fell prostrate on the plain. 

But heaven its gifts not all at once bestows, 

These yeais with wisdom crowns, with action those : 
The field of combat fits the young and bold, 

The solemn council best becomes the old : 

To you the glorious conflict I resign, 

Let sage advice, the palm of age, be mine ” 

He said With joy the monarch march’d before, 
And found Menestheus on the dusty shore, , 

With whom the firm Athenian phalanx stands j 
And next Ulysses, with bis subject bands. 

Remote their forces lay, noi knew so far 
The peace infringed, nor heaid the sounds of war 
The tumult late begun, they stood intent 
To watch the motion, dubious of the event. 

The king, who saw tlieir squadrons jet unmoved, 
With hasty aidoui thus the chiefs reproved . 

“ Can Peleus’ son forget a warrior’s part. 

And feais Ulysses, skill’d in eveiy ait? 

Why stand you distant, and the lest expect 
To mix in combat which > ourselves neglect? 

From you ’tuas hoped among the first to dare 
The shock of armies, and commence the war , 

For this youi names ai e^call’d befoie the rest, 

To share the pleasures of the genial feast 
And can you, chiefs ! without a blush survey 
Whole tioops befoie you labouring m the fray ? 

Say, is it thus those honours you requite ? 

The first in banquets, but the last m fight.” 

Ulysses heard the hero’s warmth o’erspread 
His cheek with blushes and severe, he said . 
"Take back the unjust repioach ! Behold we stand 
Sheathed m bright arms, and but expect command. 
If glorious deeds afford thy soul delight, 

Behold me plunging in the thickest fight' 

Then give thy wamor-chief a warrior’s due, 

Who dares to act whate’er thou daPst to view ” 
Struck with lus generous wrath, the king lephes . 

“ 0 great m action, and m council wise J 
With ours, thy care and ardour aie the same, 

10 Well might J-ivish 

“Would heav’n (said lie) my strength and youth recall. 

Such as I uas beneath Pramtste's wall — 

Then when I made the foremost foes retire, 

And set whole heaps of conquer’d shields on fire , 

When Henlus in single fight I slew. 

Whom with throe lives Feronta did endue ” 

Diydca’s Virgil, vui 74a. 
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Nor need I to commend, nor aught to blame. 

Sage as thou art, and leaih’d m human kind, 

Forgive the transport of a martial rnrnd. 

Haste to the fight, secure of, just amends ; 

The gods that make, shall keep the worthy, friends ” 
He said, and pass’d where great Tydides lay, 

His steeds and chariots wedged m fhm array , 

, (The wailike Sthenelus attends his side ,) 11 
To whom with stein lcpioach the monaich cued 
“ O son of Tydeus • (he, whose strength could tame 
The bounding steed, in aims a mighty name) 

Canst thou, remote, the mingling hosts descry. 

With hands unactive, and a careless eye ? 

Not thus thy sire the fierce encounter fear’d , 

Still fust m front the matchless prince appear’d 
What glorious toils, what wondeis they iecit£, 

Who view’d him labouimg through the ranks of fight ? 
I saw him once, when gathering maitial powers, 

A peaceful guest, he sought Mycenae’s toiveis , 

Armies he ask’d, and armies had been given, 

Not we denied, but Jove forbade from heaven , 

While dieadful comets glaring from afai. 

Forewarn’d the honois of the Theban war 13 
Next, sent by Greece fiom wheie Asopus flows, 

A fearless envoy, he approach’d the foes ; 

Thebes’ hostile walls unguarded and alone, 

Dauntless he enters, and demands the tin one 
The tyrant feasting with his chiefs he found, 

And dared to combat all those chiefs aiound 
Dared, and subdued before their haughty lord , 

For Pallas strung his arm and edged lus swoid - 
Stung with the shame, within the winding way, 

To bar his passage fifty waraois lay , 

Two heroes led the secret squadron on, 

Mseon the fieice, and Iirndy Lycophon , 

Those fifty slaughter’d m the gloomy vale 
He spaied but one to bear the dieadful tale, 

Such Tydeus was, and such his martial fire , 

Gods < how the son degeneiates from the sue 1 ” 

No words the godlike Diomed leturn’d, 

But heard respectful, and m scciet buin’d 
Not so fierce Capaneus’ undaunted son , 

Stem as his sue, the boastei thus begun . 

« What needs, O monarch ' tins invidious praise, 
Ourselves to lessen, while oui sue jou raise? 

Dare to be just, Atrides ’ and confess 


u Sthenelus, a son of Capancus, one of theEpieont He « °"= ^ f A e 0 ^i wrs ° rHe,en ' 
and is said to has e been one of those who entered Iroy inside the wooden horse 
™ Forewarn'd the horrors .The <a»t portenUias already been mentioned To this daj, 
modem nations sire not "wholly free from this superstition 
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Our value equal, though out fury lex*;. 

With fewer tioops we storm’d the Theban wall, 

And happier saw the sev enfold city fall, 1 * 

In impious acts the guilt) father died f 
The sons subdued, for Heaven was on their side. 

Far more than heirs of all our parents’ fame, 

Our gloucs darken their diminish'd name," 

To him Tydides thus , * M> friend, forbear } 
Suppress thy passion, and the king revere : 

His high concern may welt excuse this rage, 

Whose cause we follow, and v.ho'e war we wage : 

His the fiisl piaise, weic Uion’*» towersoerthrown, 
And, if we fail, the chief disgrace his own. 

Let him the Greeks to hard) toils excite, 

'Tis ours to labour m the gloi ions light " 

He spoke, and aulent, on the tumbling ground 
Sprung from Ins cm : Ins nngmg arms resound. 

Dire was the clang, and dreadful from afar, 

'Of arm’d Tydides lushing to the w at. 

As when the winds, ascending b) degrees,’ 4 
First move the whitening sui face of the seas, 

The billow's float m older to the shoie. 

The wave behind lolls on the wave before ; 

Till, with the growing storm, the deeps arise, 

Foam o’er the locks, and tlumdci to the skies. 

So to the fight the thick battalions throng, 

Shields urged on shields, and men drove men along 
Sedate and silent mov c the numerous bands ; 

No sound, no wluspci, but the chief’s commands, 
Those only heard , with awe the rest obey, 

As if some god had snatch’d their voice away. 

Not so the Trojans , from their host ascends 
A general shout that all the region rends 
As when the fleecy flocks unnumber’d stand 
In wealthy folds, and wait the milker’s hand. 

The hollow' vales incessant bleating fills. 

The lambs reply from all the neighbouring hills * 
Such clamours rose from vauous nations round, 

Mix’d was the nwnmur, and confused the sound. 

Each host now joins, and each a god inspires, 

These Mars incites, and those Minena fires. 

Pale flight around, and dreadful terror reign ; 

And discord raging bathes the purple plain ; 

13 Sevenfold city Boeotian Thebes, ■which hid seven gates 
As when the winds 

" Thus, when a black-brow ’d gust begins to rise, 

White foam at first on the curl’d ocean fncs , 

Then roars the main, the billons mount the shies , 

Till, by the fan of the storm full blown. 

The muddy billow o’er the clouds is thrown ” 

Dryden’s Virgil, vn 736. 
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Discord 1 dire sistei of tlie slaughtering powei, 

Small at her birth, but rising every hour, 

While scarce the skies her horrid head can bound. 
She stalks on earth, and shakes the world around , lS 
The nations bleed, where’ei hei steps she turns, 

The groan still deepens, and the combat bums. 

Now shield with shield, with helmet helmet closed. 
To armour aimoui, lance to lance opposed. 

Host against host with shadowy squadions drew. 

The sounding daits m non tempests flew, 

Victois and vanquish’d join’d piomiscuous cues, 

And sluilhng shouts and dying gioans anse, 

With streaming blood the slippery fields are dyed, 
And slaughter’d heroes swell the dreadful tide 
As torrents ioll, mci eased by numerous rills, 

With rage impetuous, down their echoing hills 
Rush to the vales, and pour’d along the plain. 

Roar through a thousand channels to the mam 
The distant shepherd tiemblmg hears the sound ; 

So mix both hosts, and so their cries rebound 
The bold Antiloclius the slaughtci led, 

The first who stiuck a valiant Tiojan dead . 

At great Echepolus the lance ai rives, 

Razed lus high ciest, and tlnough his helmet drives ; 
Warm’d in the brain the brazen weapon lies, 

And shades eternal settle o’er his eyes 
So sinks a towei, that long assaults had stood 
Of force and fire, us walls besmear’d with blood 
Him, the bold leadei of the Abantian throng , 16 
'Seized to despoil, and diagg’d the corpse along 
But while he stiovc to tug the inserted dait, 

Agenoi’s javelin reach’d the hero’s heart 
His flank, unguarded by lus ample shield, 

Admits the lance he falls, and spurns the fleld , 

The nerves, unbraced, support his limbs no more , 
The soul comes floating in a tide of gore 
Tiojans and Greeks now gather round the slam ; 

The war lenews, the warriors bleed again * 

As o’ei their prey lapacious wolves engage, 

Man dies on man, and all is blood and rage 
In blooming youth fair Simoisius fell, 

Sent by great Aja\ to the shades of hell , 

Fair Simoisius, wliom-his mother bore 
Amid the flocks on silver Sunois’ shore 
The nymph descending from the hills of Ide, 

To seek her patents on lus flowery side, 


i S "Stood 

Like TcncufTe or Atlas unremo\cd . 

His stature reach'd the sky — 

*6 Uie Abantes seem to have been of Thracian origin 
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Brought forth the babe, their common care and joy, 

And thence from Simois named the lovely boy. 

Slioit was his date 1 by dicadful Ajax slam, 

He falls, and lendeis all their cares in vam 1 

So falls a poplai, that m watery ground 

Raised high the head, with stately branches ci own’d, 

(Fell’d by some artist with his shining steel, 

To shape the cu cle of the bending wheel,) 

Cut down it lies, tall, smooth, and laigely spread, 

With all its beauteous honours on its head ; 

There, left a subject to the wind and lain, 

And scotch’d by suns, it withcis on the plain 

Thus pieiced by Ajax, Simoisius lies 

Sti etch’d on the shore, and thus neglected dies. 

At Ajax, Antiphus his javelin thiew , 

The pointed lance with eiring fuiyfiew, 

And Leucus, loved by wise Ulysses, slew. 

He diops the corpse of Simoisius slam, 

And sinks a breathless cai case on the plain. 

This saw Ulysses, and with grief eniaged. 

Strode where the foiemost of the foes engaged ; 

Aim’d with his spear, he meditates the wound, - 
In act to throw ; but cautious look’d aiound, 

Struck at his sight the Trojans backward drew. 

And trembling lieaid the javelin as it flew. 

A chief stood nigh, who fiom Abydos came, 

_01d Priam’s son, Democoon was his name 
The weapon enter’d close above his car, 

Cold through his temples glides the Whizzing spear ; r; 

With pieicing shrieks the-youth lesigns his breath, 

His eye-balls darken with the shades of death'; 

Ponderous he falls , his clanging arms lesound, 

And his broad buckler lings against the ground 
Seized with affright the boldest foes appeal , 

E’en godlike Hectoi seems himself to feat , 

Slow he gave way, the test tumultuous fled , 

The Greeks with shouts pi ess on, and spoil the dead : 

But Phcebus now from Ilion’s tow enng height 
Shines foith leveal’d, and animates the fight. 

“ Trojans, be bold, and foice with foice oppos s e ; 

Your foaming steeds uige headlong on the foes 1 
Nor are their bodies locks, nor libb’d with steel ; 

Your weapons enter, and your sliokcs they feel. 

Have ye foigot what seem’d your dicad befoie ? 

The great, the fierce Achilles fights no more ” 

' Apollo thus from Ihon’s lofty toweis, 

Ariay’d in teirois, roused the Tiojan poweis . 

While war’s fieice goddess flies the Giecian foe, 

*7 I may, once for all, remark that Homer is most anatomically correct as to the parts of 
the body tn it Inch a n ound \\ ould be immediately mortal 
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And shouts and thundeis in the fields below 
Then great Dioics fell, by doom divine, 

In vain his valour and illustrious line 
A broken rock the force of Pyrus threw, 

(Who from cold ASnus led the Tlnacian crew,) 18 
Full on his ankle diopp’d the ponderous stone, 
Burst the strong nerves, and clash’d the solid bone 
Supine lie tumbles on the cumson sands, 

Bcfoie his helpless friends, and native bands, 

And spreads for aid his unavailing hands 
The foe rush’d furious as he pants foi bieath. 

And tlnougli his navel diove the pointed death 
His gushing entrails smoked upon the giound, 

And the warm life came issuing fiom the wound 
His lance bold Thoas at the conqueioi sent, 
Deep m his breast above the pap it went, 

Amid the lungs was fix’d the winged w'ood, 

And aim cnng m his heaving bosom stood 
Till fiom the d)ing chief, appioaching near. 

The AZtohan warrior tugg’d his weighty speai 
Then sudden waved lus flaming falchion lound. 
And gash’d his belly with a ghastly wound , 

The corpse now breathless on the bloody plain, 

To spoil lus arms the victor strove m vain , 

The Thracian bands against the vicloi press’d, 

A giovc of lances glitter'd at his breast 
Stern Thoas, glaring with levengeful eyes, 

In sullen fury slowly quits the puze 
Thus fell tw'o heroes , one the pnde of Thiace, 
And one the leader of the Epeian lace , 

Death’s sable shade at once o’erca'st their eyes, 

In dust the vanquish’d and the victoi lies 
With copious slaughter all the fields aie ied, 

And heap’d with glowing mountains of the dead 
Had some brave chief this martial scene beheld, 
By Pallas guarded through the dreadful -field , 
Might dai ts be bid to tui n their points away, 

And swoids around him innocently play , 

The war’s whole art with wonder had he seen, 

And counted lieioes where he counted men 
So fought each host, with thiist of gloiy filed, 
And ciowds on ciowds tnumphantly expired 


» 8 SC 'nut, a fountain almost pros crbml for ns coldness 
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THE ACTS or PIOMED 

- omcd, assisted bj Paths, performs wonders in this day's battle P-indirus wounds him 
, "'h nn ittov. , hut the goddess cures him, enables him to discern gods from mortals, and 
» Prohibits him from contending with any of the former, excepting Venus. ./Eneas joins 
Pondanis to oppose him , Pandirus u> killed, and /Eneas in great danger but for the 
assistance of Venus , who, as she is removing her son from the fight, is wounded on the 
hand by Dionicd Apollo seconds her in ha rescue, and at length carries off /Eneas to 
Troy, where he is healed in the temple of Pergamus Mars rallies the Trojans, and assists 
Hector to make a stand In the meantime /Eneas is restored to the field, and they over- 
throw several of the Greeks , among the rest Tlcpolcmus is slam by Sarpedon Juno and 
Minerva descend to resist Mars , the latter incites Diomed to go against that god , he 
wounds hun, and 'ends him groaning to heaven 
The first battle continues through this kook The scene is the same as in the former 


BUT' Pallas now Tydides’ soul inspires, 1 
Fills with liei force, and warms with all her flies, 
Above the Greeks his deathless fame to raise. 

And ctown hci hero with distinguish’d piaise 
High on his helm celestial lightnings play, 

His beamy shield emits a living lay , 

The unwearied blaze incessant streams supplies. 
Like the red star that flies the antumnal skies, 
When fresh he reals Ins radiant orb to sight, 

And, bathed m ocean, shoots a keeper light 
Such glones Pallas on the chief bestow’d, 

Such, from his aims, the fieice effulgence flow’d . 
Onward she di ives him, furious to engage, 

Where the fight burns, and wheie the thickest lage. 

The sons of Dates fust the combat sought, 

A wealthy pncst, but lich without a fault, 


1 Compare Tasso, Gier Lib , Mr 7 * „ 

* Nuovo favor del cielo in lui niluce 
E ’l fa grande, et angusto oltre il costume 
Gl’ cmpic d* honor la faccia, e vi nduce 
Di giovinczza il bel purpureo lume 
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In Vulcan’s fane the father’s days w ere led. 

The sons to toils of glonous battle bred ; 

These singled from their troops the fight maintain, 
These, fiom their steeds, Tydides on the plain. 

Fierce for renown the brothei -chiefs draw near, 

And first bold Phegeus cast his sounding spear, 
Which o’er the warrior’s shoulder took its course, 

And spent m empty air its erring force. 

Not so, Tydides, flew thy lance m vain, 

But pierced-his breast, and stretch’d him on the plain. 
Seized with unusual fear, I dams fled. 

Left the rich chariot, and his bi other dead. 

And had not Vulcan lent celestial aid, ’ 

He too had sunk to death’s eternal shade ; 

But in a smoky cloud the god of fire 
Preserved the* son, m pity to the sire. 

The steeds and chaiiot, to the naiy v led. 

Increased the spoils of gallant Diomed. 

Struck with amaze and shame, the Trojan ciew, 

Or slain, 01 fled, the sons of Daies view , » 

When by the blood-stam’d hand Mmeiva press’d 
The god of battles, and this speech addiess’d . 

“ Stern poiver of war ' by whom the mighty fall, 
Who bathe m blood, and shake the lofty wall ' ' 

Let the bra\e chiefs then glonous toils divide ; 

And whose the conquest, mighty Jove decide 
While we from intei dieted fields letue, 

Nor tempt the wrath of heaven’s a\engmg sue” 

Her words allay the impetuous warnoi’s heat, ‘ 
The god of arms and maitial maid rctieat , 

Remo\ed from fight, on Xantlius* flowery bounds 
,They sat, and listen’d to the dying sounds 
Meantime, the Greeks the Trojan lace puisue, 

And some bold chieftain e\ cry leadei slcw r . 

First Odius falls, and bites the bloody sand. 

His death ennobled by Atrides’ hand : 

As he to flight his wheeling car address’d, 

The speedy ja\chn drove from back to breast. 

In dust the mighty Hahzoman lay, 

His arms resound, the spirit wungs its way 
Thy fate was ne\t, O Plucstus 1 doom’d to feel 
The great Idomcneus’ pi otended steel ; 

V hom Borus sent (his son and only joy) 

From fruitful Tarnfc to the fields of 1 roy 
The Cretan javelin reach’d him fiom afar, 

And pierced his slioulder ns lie mounts his car ; 

Back from the car he tumbles to the ground. 

And c\erlastmg shades his eyes surround. 

Then died Scamandrius, expert in the chase, 

In woods and wilds to wound the savage race , 
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Diana tauglit him all hei sylvan arts, 

To bend the bow, and aim unerring darts * 

But vainly here Diana’s arts he tries, 

The fatal lance arrests him as he flics , " < 

From Menelaus’ aim the weapon sent, 

Tluoitgli his bioad back and heaving bosom went 
Down sinks the warnoi with a thundenng sound, 
His brazen aimour rings against the ground 
Next artful Phereclus untimely fell , 

Bold Menon sent him to the realms of hell 
Thy fathet's skill, O Phcieclus 1 was thine, 

The gi aceful fabric and the fair design , 

For loved by Pallas, Pallas did impart 
To him the shipwright’s and the builder’s art 
Beneath Ins hand thc> fleet of Pans rose, 

The fatal cause of all his countiy’s woes , 

But he, the mystic will of heaven unknown, 

Nor saw his counliy’s pcul, nor lus own 
1 he hapless artist, while confused lie fled. 

The spear of Menon mingled with the dead 
Thiough his light hip, with foiccful fury cast, 
Between the bladder and the bone it pass’d ; 

Prone on Ins knees he falls with fruitless cnes, 

And death m lasting slumber seals his eyes 
From Meges’ force the swift Pedteus fled, 
Antenor’s offspring from a foreign bed. 

Whose generous spouse, Theanor, heavenly fair, 
Nursed the young stranger with a mother’s caic 
Iiow vain those cares 1 when Meges m the reai 
Full m his nape infix’d the fatal spear , 

Swift through his ciackhng jaw’s the weapon glides, 
And the cold tongue and grinning teeth divides 
Then died Hypsenor, generous and divine, 

Sprung fiom the biave Dolopion’s mighty line, 

Who near adored Scamandcr made abode, 

Pncst of the stream, and honoured as a god 
On him, amidst the flying numbers found, 

Eurypylus inflicts a deadly wound , 

On lus broad shoulders fell the forceful brand, 
Thence glancing downwards, lopp’d his holy hand. 
Which stain’d with sacred blood the blushing sand 
Down sunk the priest the purple hand of death 
Closed his dim eye, and fate suppiegs’d his bieath 
Thus toil’d the chiefs, m diffeient parts engaged 
In every quarter fieice Tydides raged , 

Amid the Greek, amid the Trojan tiam, 

Rapt through the ranks he thunders o’er the plain , 
Now here, now there, he daits from place to place, . 
Pouis on the leai, or lightens m their face 
Thus from high hills the torrents swift and stiong 
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Deluge whole fields, and sweep the tiecs along, 
Through ruin’d moles the lushing wave lesounds, 
O’envhelm’s the budge, and bursts the lofty bounds ; 
The yellow hai vests of the lipen’d yeai, 

And fiattod vmeyaids, one sad waste appear * 3 
While Jove descends in slmcy sheets o't lam, 

And all the laboius of mankind arc vaui. 

So raged Tydides, boundless in his ire, 

Drove armies back, and made all Troy retire. 

With grief the leadci of the Lycian band 
Saw the wide waste of Ins destructive hand * 

His bended bow against the chief he drew ; 

Swift to the mark the thirsty anoiv flew, 

Whose forky point the hollow breastplate tore, 

Deep m Ins shoulder pieiccd, and drank the gore : 
The lushing stream his biazcn armour dyed, 

While the proud archei thus exulting cried : 

“ Hithei, ye Trojans, hither dnvc your steeds 1 
Lo * by our hand the biavcst Grecian bleeds, 

Not long the deathful dait he can sustain ; 

Oi Phoebus mged me to these fields m tain ” 

So spoke lie, boastful but the winged dart 
Stopp’d short of life, and mock’d the shooter’s art. 
The wounded chief, behind his car retned, 

The helping hand of Sthenclus required , 

Swift fiom his seat he leap’d upon the ground, 

And tugg’d the weapon fiom the gushing wound ; 
When thus the king his guaidian powei address’d, 
The purple cunent wandcung o’er his vest 
“ O piogeny of Jove 1 unconquci’d maid 1 
If e’er my godlike sue deserved thy aid, 

If e’er I felt thee m the fighting field ; 

Now, goddess* now, thy sacied succour yield. 

O give my lance to leach the Tiojan knight, 

Whose anow wounds the chief thou guaid’st in fight ; 
And lay the boaster giovcllmg on the shore, 

That vaunts these eyes shall view the light no moie.” 

Thus piay’d Tydides, and Minerva lieaid, 

His neives confiim’d, his languid spmts cheei’d , 

He feels each limb with wonted vigour light , 

His beating bosom claim’d the promised fight 
“ Be bold, (she cried), m e\ ery combat shine, 

War be thy piovmce, thy protection mine , 

Rush to the fight, and every foe control , 

- Wake each paternal virtue m thy soul : 

3 “Or deluges, descending on the plains, 

Sweep o cr the yellow j car, destroy the pains 
Of lab’nng oxen, and the peasant’s gains , 

Uproot the forest oaks, and bear away 
Flocks, folds, and trees, an undistinguish'd prey ” 

Drydcn’s Virgil u 408 
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Strength swells thy boiling breast, infused by me. 

And all thj godlike father breathes in thee , 

Yet more, from mortal mists I puige thy.ej es , 3 
And set to mow the warring deities 
These see thou shun, tlnough all the embattled plain , 
Nor rashly strive where human foice is vain. 

If Venus mingle in the maitial band, 

Her shall thou wound so Pallas gives command ” 
With that, the blue-ej ed virgin wing’d her flight. 
The hero rush’d impetuous to the fight , 

With tenfold ardour now invades the plain. 

Wild with delay, and moie enraged by pam 
As on the fleecy flocks when hungei calls. 

Amidst the field a brindled lion falls ; 

If chance some shepherd with a distant dart 
The savage wound, he louses at the smart, 

He foams, he roais , the shepheid dares not stay, 

But trembling lear es the scattering flocks a prey , 
Heaps fall on heaps , he bathes with blood the giound, 
Then leaps a, ictonous o’ei the lofty mound. 

Not with less fury stein Tydidcs flew , 

And two brave leaders at an instant slewr , 

Astynous breathless fell, and by Ins side. 

His people’s pastoi, good Hjpenor, died, 

Astynous’ breast the deadly lance receives, 

Hypcnor’s shoulder Ins broad falclnon cleaves 
Those slam he left, and sprung with noble rage 
Abas and Polyidus to engage , 

Sons of Eurydaiiius, who, wise and old, 

Could fate foiesee, and mjstic dreams unfold , 

The youths return’d not from the doubtful plain, 

And the sad father .tried Ins arts m a am , 

No mjstic dieam could make their fates appeal,. 
Though now determined by T> dides’ spear 
Young Nanthus ne\t, and Thoon felt his rage 
The joy and hope of Phrenops’ feeble age 
Vast w’as Ins w ealth, and these the only heirs 
Of all his labours and a life of cares 
Cold death o’ei takes .them in then blooming jeais, 

And leaves the father unavailing tears' 

To strangers now descends his heapy store, 

The race forgotten, and the name no more 
Tw t o sons of Priam m one chariot ude, 

Glittering in arms, and combat side by side 
As when the loidly lion seeks his food 
Where grazing heifeis lange the lonely w r ood, 


; Ftvm mortal mats' . ,, , . 

“ But to nobler sights 

Michael from Adam’s eyes the film removed ’’ 

" Paradise Lost,” vi 411 
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He leaps amidst them -with a furious bound, 

Bends then stiong necks, and tears them to the ground: 
So fiom then seats the biothci chiefs me torn, 

Then steeds and chnxiot to the navy borne. 

With deep concern divine ./Eneas view’d 
The foe pi evading, and his friends pursued,* 

Through the thick storm of singing spears he dies, 
Exploring Pandarus with caicful eyes 
At length he found Lycaon’s mighty son ; 

To whom the chief of Venus’ race begun : 

“ Wheic, Pandarus, aic all thj honours now, 

Thy winged arrows and unening bow, 

Thy matchless skill, thy jet unnvaU’d fame, 

And boasted gloiy of the Ljcian name ? 

O pierce that moi tal 1 if w c mortal call 

That wondrous force bj which whole armies fall ; 

Or god incensed, who quits the distant skies 
To punish Troy for slighted sacrifice , 

(Winch, oh avcit fiom our unhappy state! 

Foi what so dicadful as celestial hate) ? 

Whoe’er he be, piopitintc Jove with prayer ; 

If man, destioy , if god, entieat to spare” 

To lum the Lycian “ Whom j our eyes behold, 

If right I judge,* is Diomcd the bold 
Such couiscrs wlnil him o’er the dusty field, 

So tow'ers Ins helmet, and so flames his shield 
If ’tis a god, he wears that chief’s disguise 
Or if that chief, some guardian of the skies. 

Involved m clouds, pi otects lum in the fray, 

And turns unseen the frustrate dart away. 

I wing’d an ariow which not idly fell, 

The stroke had fix’d him to the gates of hell ; 

And, but some god, some angry god w ithstands, 

His fate ivas due to these unerring hands 
Skill’d in the bow, on foot I sought the w'ar, 

Noi join’d swift horses to the lapid car 
Ten polish’d chariots I possess’d at home, 

And still they grace Lycaon’s puncely dome 
There veil’d m spacious coverlets they stand , 

And twice ten coursers wait their lord’s command. 

The good old w r ainor bade me trust to these, 

When first for Tioy I sail’d the sacied seas , 

In fields, aloft, the whnling car to guide, 

And through the ranks of death triumphant ride. 

But vam wuth j outh, and yet to thrift inclined, 

I heaid his counsels with unheedful mind, 

And thought the steeds (youi large supplies unknown) 
Might fail of forage m the stiaiten’d town , 

So took my bow and pointed daits m hand 
And left the chanots in my native land 
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“Too late, O friend 1 my lashness I deplore , 

These shafts, once fatal, carry death no more 
Tj dais’ and Atreus' sons their points ha\e found, 

And undissembled gore pursued the wound 
In vam they bleed this unavailing boiv 
Seri es, not to slaughter, but provoke the foe 
In evil hour these bended Jiorns I strung, 

And seized the qun er n here it idly hung. 

Cursed be the fate that sent me to the field 
Without a warrior’s arms, the spear and shield 1 
If e’er with life I quit the Trojan plain, 

If e'er I sec my spouse and sire again, 

This boiv, unfaithful to my glorious aims, 

Broke by my hand, shall feed the blazing flames ” 

To whom the leader of the Dardan race 
“Be calm, nor Phoebus’ honoui’d gift disgrace 
The distant dart be praised, though here w e need 
1 he rushing chariot and the bounding steed. 

Against } on hero let us bend our course. 

And, hand to hand, encounter force with force 
Now mount my seat, and from the chariot's height 
Obserie my fathers steeds, renow n’d m fight , 

Practised alike to turn, to stop, to chase, 

To dare the shock, or urge the rapid race ; 

< Secure with these, through fighting fields we go. 

Or safe to Troy, if Jove assist the foe 

Haste, seize the whip, and snatch the guiding rein , 

The warrior’s fury let this arm sustain , 

Or, if to combat thy bold heart incline, 

Take tliou the spear, the chariot's care be mine ” 

“ O prince 1 (Lycaon’s valiant son replied) 

As thine the steeds, be thine the task to guide 
The horses, practised to their lord's command. 

Shall bear the icm, and answer to thy hand , 

But, if, unhappy, we desert the fight. 

Thy voice alone can animate their flight , 

Else shall our fates be number’d with the dead, 

And these, the i lclor’s prize, m triumph led 
Thine be the guidance, then with spear and shield 
JVIjself will charge this terror of the field ” 

And now both heroes mount the glittering car , 

The bounding coursers rush amidst the war , 

Their fierce approach bold Sthenelus espied, 

Who thus, alarm’d, to great Tj dides cried 
“ O friend 1 tw o chiefs of force immense I see, 

Dreadful thev come, and bend their rage on thee 
Lo the brave heir of old Lvcaon’s line. 

And great AEncas, sprung from race divine * 

Enough is given to fame Ascend thy car ! 

And save a life, the bulwark of our wat.” 
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At this Ihc heio cast a gloomy look, 

Fix’d on the chief with scorn’, and thus he spoke: 

“ Me dost thou bid to shun the coming fight ? 

Me wouldst thou move to base, inglorious flight? 

Know, ’lis not honest in m> soul to fear, 

Nor was T)dides born to ttcmble here. 

I hate the cumbrous chariot’s slow advance, 

And the long distance of the flying lance , 

But while my nerves are strong, m> foicc entire, 

Thus fiont the foe, and emulate m> sire. 

Nor shall yon steeds, that fierce to fight convey 
Those threatening heroes, bear them both away j 
One chief at least beneath this arm shall die ; 

So Pallas tells me, and foibids to fly. 

But if she dooms, and if no god withstand, 

That both shall fall by one victonous hand, 

Then heed my woids . mj hoises here detain, 

Fix’d to the chariot by the 'straiten’d icm ; 

Swift to /Eneas’ empty scat piocccd, 

And s'eize the courseis of cfheieal breed , 

The race of those, winch once the thundering god* 
Fori-avish’d Ganymede on Tios bestow’d, 

The best that e’er on earth’s bioad surface run, 

Beneath the using or the setting sun 
Hence great Anchises stole a bleed unknown, 

By mortal mares, from fierce Laomcdon 
Four of this lace Ins ample stalls contain. 

And two transpoi t /Eneas o’ei the plain. 

These, wove the uch immortal puze oui own, 

Through the wide voild should make our glory known.” 

Thus while they spoke, the foe came furious on, 

And stern Lvcaon’s waihke lace begun 

“ Prince, thou art met. Though late m vain, assail'd. 
The spear may enter wlieie the arrow fail’d.” 

He said, then shook the ponderous lance, and flung , 
On Ins broad shield the sounding w capon rung, 

Pieiced the tough oib, and m Ins cun ass hung, 

“ He bleeds 1 the pride of Gieece 1 (the boaster cries,) 
Our triumph now, the mighty w’ariior lies 1 ” 

“ Mistaken vaunter > (Diomed leplied .) 

Thy dait has err’d, and now my spear be tried , 

Ye ’scape not both , one, headlong from Ins car, 

With hostile blood shall glut the god of ^ war ” 

He spoke, and rising hurl’d Ins foiceful dart, 

■* The lace of those 

‘‘A pur of courser*;, born of 1 eav’nly breed 
Who from their nostrils breathed ethereal fire , 

Whom Circe 'stole from her celestial a ire. 

By substituting- mares produced on earth. 

Whose tvombs conceived a. more than mortal birth 

Drj den’s Virgil, vu. 3 86 , sqq 
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Which, dnvcn by Pallas, pieiced a vital part ; 

Full m his face it enter’d, and betwixt 
The nose and eye-ball the proud Ljcian. fix’d , 

Crash’d all his jaws, and cleft the tongue within, 

Till the bright point look’d out beneath the chin 
Headlong he falls, his helmet knocks the ground 
-Earth groans beneath him, and his arms resound ; 

The starting coursers tremble with affright , 

The soul indignant seeks the realms of night. 

To guard his slaughter’d friend, Aineas flies. 

His spear e\tendmg where the carcase lies , 

Watchful he wheels, protects it every -way, 

As the grim lion stalks aiound his prey 
O’er the fall’n trunk his ample shield display’d, 

He hides the heio with his mighty shade, 

And threats aloud 1 the Greeks wntli longing cjes 
Behold at distance, but foibear the prize 
Then fierce Tydides stoops , and fiom the fields 
Heaved with vast force, a locky fragment wields 
Not two strong men the enonnotis weight could raise, 

Such men as live m these degenerate days 5 
He swung it round; and, gathering stiengtli to tluow, 
Dischaiged the ponderous rum at the foe 
Where to the lnp the inserted thigh unites, 

Full on the bone the pointed marble lights , 

Through both the tendons bioke the 1 tigged stone. 

And stripp’d the skin, ar d clack’d the solid bone 
Sunk on his knees, and staggenng with his pains, 

His falling bulk his bended aim sustains ; 

Lost m a dizzy mist the warrior lies , 

A sudden cloud conics swimming o’er lus ejes 
There the brave chief, who mighty numbers swaj d, 
Oppress’d had sunk to death’s eternal shade, 

But heavenly Venus, mindful of the lo\e 
She bore Anchises in the Idaian grove, 

H is danger view s with anguish and despair, 

And guaids her offspring w’lth a mother’s care. 

About her mucli-lovcd son her aims she throw’s, 

Her arms whose whiteness match the falling snows 
Screen’d fiom the foe behind hci shining veil, 

The swoids w r avc harmless, and the javelins f.ul 
Safe tluough the rushing horse, and feather’d flight 
Of sounding shafts, she bears him from the fight. 

Nor Sthenclus, with unassisting hands, 

Remain’d unheedful of his loid’s commands 
His panting steeds, lcmoved from out the war, 

He fix’d with stiaiten’d traces to the car, 

Next, rushing to the Dardan spoil, detains 

5 The belief in the existence or men of larger stature in ear’ier litre*, h bj ro tr'cra cos 
fined to Homer 
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The heavenly coursers with the flowing m.tncs 
These m pioud Uiumph to the fleet convey’d, 

No longer now a Trojan loid obey’d. 

That chaige to bold Dcipylus he gave, 

(Whom most he loved, as brave men love the bra\ e,) 
Then mounting on Ins car, resumed the rein, 

And follow’d v/heic Tydides swept the plain 
Meanwhile (his conquest ravished from his eyes) 
The taging chief in chase of Venus flies 
No goddess she, commission’d to the field, 

Like Pallas dreadful with her sable shield. 

Or fierce Bellona thundering at the wall, 

While flames ascend, and mighty i uins fall , 

1-Ie knciv soft combats suit the tender dame, 

New to the field, and still a foe to fame. 

Thiough bi caking Tanks his funous course he bends, 
And at the goddess his bi oad lance extends , 
Thiough her bright veil the danng weapon drove, 
The ambrosial veil which all the Graces wove) 

Her snowy hand the ia?irg steel piofancd. 

And the iranspaicnt skm with crimson stain’d, 

From the clear vein a stream immortal flow’d, 

Such stieam as issues from a wounded god , 6 
Pure emanation * uncoirupted flood > 

Unlike orn gross, diseased, terrestrial blood . 

(For not the biead of man their life sustains, 

Nor wane’s inflaming juice supplies their veins ) 
With tender shrieks the goddess fill’d the place, 

And dropp’d her offspnng from her weak embrace. 
Him Plicebus took lie casts a*cloud around 
The fainting chief, and wards the mortal wound 
Then with a voice that shook the vaulted skies. 
The king insults the 'goddess as she flies 
“ 111 with Jove’s daughtei bloody fights agree, 

The field of combat is no scene for thee 
Go, let thy own soft sex employ thy care. 

Go, lull the coward, or delude the fair 
Taught by this stroke renounce the war’s alarms. 
And learn to tremble at the name of arms ” 

Tydides thus The goddess, seized with dread, 
Confused, distracted, from the conflict fled. 

To aid her, swift the winged Iris flew, 

Wrapt in a mist above the wairing crew'. 

The queen of love with faded charms she found 
Pale was her cheek, and livid look’d the wound 
To Mars, who sat i emote j they bent their way . 

6 Such sit earn, t e the ichor, or blood of the gods 

" A stream of nect’rous humour issuing flow’d. 

Sanguine, such as celestial spirits may bleed ” 

_ " Paradise Lost,” vi 33s 
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Far, on the left, with clouds involved he lay ; 
Beside him stood his lance, dislain’d with gore, 
And, rein’d with gold, his foaming steeds before 
Low at his knee, she begg’d with streaming eyes 
Her brother’s cai, to mount the distant skies, 
And should the wound by fieice Tydides given, 
A mortal man, who dares encounter heaven 
Stern Mars attentive heais the queen complain, 
And to her hand commits the golden rem , 

She mounts the seat, oppi ess’d with silent \v n * 
Dnven by the goddess of the painted boiv 
The lash resounds, the lapid chariot flies, 

And m a moment scales the 'lofty skies 



\ENUS, WOUNDED IN THE HAND, CONDUCT ED El IRIS TO MIMS 


They stopp’d the car, and there the courseis stood, 
Fed by fan Ins with ambi osial food , 

Before her mother, love’s blight queen appears, 
O’erwhelmed with anguish, and dissoli ed m tears 
She raised hei m her aims, beheld her bleed, 

And ask’d ivhat god had wrought this guilty deed ? 

Then she . “ This insult from no god I found. 
An impious mortal gave the daring wound 1 
Behold the deed of haughty Diomed 1 
’Twas m the son’s defence the mother bled 
The war with Troy no moie the Grecians wage , 
But with the gods (the immortal gods) engage ” 

Dione then “ Thy warongs with patience bear, 
And share those griefs inferior powers must share . 
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Unnumber’d w ocs mankind from us sustain, 
And men with woes afflict the gods again 
The mighty Mais m mortal fetters bound , 7 
And lodged in braren dungeons underground. 
Full thirteen moons imprison’d roar'd m vain , 
Otus and Ephialtes held the chain : 

Perhaps had perish’d had not Hermes’ care 
Restored the groaning god to upper air. ' 

Great Juno’s self has borne bet weight of pain. 
The imperial partner of the hca\cnly reign ; 



Amphitryon's son infix d the deadly dait a 
* And fill’d w ith anguish her immortal heart 
E en hell s grim king Alcides* pow er confess d, 
i he shaft found entrance m his iron breast • ' 

To Jove s high palace for a cure he fled, 

4srL rCe ^ 11S °" n dominions of the dead 
Where Paeon, sprinkling heavenly balm around. 
Assuaged the glowing pangs, and closed the wound. 
Kash impious man « to stain the bless’d abodes. 

And dreneh his arrow s xn the blood of gods » 

m But thou Chough Pallas uiged thy frantic deed), 
urn os e spear ill-fated makes a goddess bleed. 

Know thou, w hoe’er w ith heavenly power contends, 
ohort is his date, and soon his glory ends , 

From fields of death when late lie shall retire 
No infant on his knees shall call him sire. 1 

This was during the wars with the Turns .* ’ 

AmJ/i, f 0 on's sa>^ Hercules, bom to Jo« by Alcmcm, the wife of Amphitrjo* 
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Strong as thou art, some god may jet be found, 

To stretch thee pale and gasping on the ground 
Thy distant vv ife, /Egiald the fail,’ * 

Starting fiom sleep with a distracted air. 

Shall rouse th} slaves, and her lost lord deploie, 
The brave, the great, the glorious nov no more » ' 
This said, she wiped fiom Venus’ wounded pahn 
The sacred ichor, and infused the balm 
Juno and Pallas with a smile Mirvcv’d, 

And thus to Jove began the bluc-ejed maid 
“ Peimit thy daugliter, gracious Jove * to tell 
How this mischance the Cjpnan queen befell, 

As late she tried with passion to inflame 
The tender bosom of a Grecian dame , 

Allured the, fair, with moving thoughts of jov, 

To quit her country fgr some } outh of 1 ren ; 

The clasping zone, with golden buchles,bound, 
Razed her soft hand with this lamented wound ' 
The sire of gods and men superior smiled, 

And, calling Venus, thus address’d Ins child 
“ Not these, O daughter arc thy propci cares, 

Thee milder arts befit, and softer wars ; 

Sweet smiles arc thmc, and Kind endearing charms ; 
To Mars and Pallas leave the deeds of arms ' 

Thus thej in heaven . while on the plain below 
The fieice I \ didos charged lus Daidin foe. 

Flush’d with celestial blood pursued Ins vva}. 

And fearless dared the thieatcmng god of dav , 
Alread} in his hopes he saw him Kill d. 

Though screen’d behind Apollo s might} <hic!tl 
Thrice rushing furious, at the chief lie strooK ; 

Hit. blazing buckler thrice \ polio <diook 
He tried the fourth when, breaking from the cloud. 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud 
“O son of jT}dcus, cease 1 be wise and s^e 
How vast the difference of the gods and thee ; 
Distance immense ' between the powets that shi/c 
Above, eternal, deathless and divine, 

And mortal man 1 a wr«.icn of hum ole blith, 

A short-lived reptile in the dust of orth 
So spoke the god who daits cc'cstnl fires : 

He dreads his fur>, and some step® rtt’rce. 

Then Phoebus bore the ch'cf of \ tmu.' r^e 
To Tro}’s high fane, .and to les ht K p* «ee , 

Latona there and Phoebe lual d the v >. nJ. 

With vigour annd him, end w*tf* p'crv cro * n*d 
Tins done, the pawen of the silver ban 
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A phantom raised, the same in shape and show 
With great /Eneas ; such the form he boie, 

And such in fight the radiant arms lie wore 
Around the spectre bloody wars are waged, 

And Greece and Troy with clashing shields engaged. 
Meantime on I lion's tower Apollo stood, 

And calling Mars, thus urged the raging god . 

“ Stern power of arms, by whom the mighty fall ; 
Who bathest in blood, and shakest the embattled wall, 
Rise in thy wrath * to hell’s abhorr’d abodes 
Despatch yon Gieek, and vindicate the gods. 

First rosy Venus felt Ins biutal rage ; 

Me ne\t lie charged, and dares all heaven engage ; 
The wretch would brave high heaven's immortal sire, 
His triple thunder, and his bolts of fire ” 

The god of battle issues on the plain, 

Stns all the ranks, and fires the Trojan train ; 

In form like Acamas, the Thracian guide, 

Enraged to Tioy's retiring chiefs he cried : 

“ How long, 5 e sons of Pnam 1 willjcflj, 

And unrevenged see Priam’s people die ? 

Still unresisted shall the foe destroy, 

And stretch the slaughic, to the gates of Tioy? 

Lo, brave /Eneas sinks beneath his wound, 

Not godlike Hector more in arms renow n’d 
Haste all, and lake the generous warriors part 
He said ; — new’ courage swell’d each hero’s heart. 
Saipedon first his ardent soul e\picss’d, - 
And, turn’d to Hector, these bold words address’d • 
“Say, chief, is all thy ancient valour lost? 

Where aie thy threats, and w’here thy glorious boast, 
That propp’d alone by Pnam’s lace should stand 
Troy’s sacred walls, noi need a foieign hand? 

Now, now thy country calls her wonted fnends, 

And the proud vaunt m just derision ends. 

Remote they stand while alien troops engage, 

Like trembling hounds before the lion’s rage 
Far distant hence I held my w’ide command, 

Where foaming Xanthus laves the Ly cian land ; 

With ample wealth (the wish of mortals) bless’d, 

A beauteous wife, and infant at liei bieast , 

With those I left whatever dear could be 
Greece, if she conquers, nothing wins fiom me; 

Yet first m fight my Lycian bands I cheer, 

And long to meet this mighty man ye fear , 

While Hector idle stands, nor bids the brave 
Their wives, their infants, and their nltais save. 

Haste, warrior, haste 1 preserve thy threaten’d state, 

Or one vast burst of all-involving fate 

Full o’ei youi toweis shall fall} and sw’eep aw’ay 
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Sons, sires, and wives, an undistinguish’d piej 
Rouse all thy Trojans, uige thy aids to light , 

These claim thy thoughts by da>, thy watch by night , 
With force incessant the binvc Greeks oppose , 

Such cates thy friends dcscivc, and such thy foes" 
Stung to the heart the generous Hectoi hears, 

But just rcpioof w ith decent silence beats 
Fiom his pi oud car the prince impetuous spungs, 

On earth he leaps, Ins brazen aimour tings 
Two shining spears arc brandish’d m lus hands ; 

Thus aim'd, lie animates lus drooping bands, 

Rc\ i\ cs then ardour, turns their steps fiom flight, 

And wakes anew the d> ing flames of fight 
*1 hey turn, they stand , the Greeks then fuiy daie, 
Condense then powers, and wait the growing war 
As when, on Lei cs’ sacicd flooi, the swam 
Spreads the wide fan to cleat the golden giain, 

And the light chaff, befoie the bieezes boinc, 

Ascends m clouds from off the hcapy corn , 

The gre> dust, using with collected winds, 

Drives o’er the barn, and whitens all the hinds 
So white with dust the Giccian host appeai-s, 

Fiom trampling steeds, and thundering cliauotccis ; 
*lhe dusky clouds from labour’d earth ausc, 

And roll in smoking \olumes to the skies 
Mars hovers o’er them with lus sable shield, 

And adds new horrors to the daiken’d field 
Pleased with lus cliaige, and aident to fulfil. 

In Tiojrs defence, Apollo’s heavenly will 
Soon as fiom fight the blue-eyed maid letires, 

Each Trojan bosom with new warmth he fires 
And now the god, from forth his sacred fane, 

Produced /Eneas to the shouting tram , 

Alive, unliarm’d, with all lus pecis aiound, 

Erect he stood, and \ igorous from lus wound 
Inquiries none they made , the dicadful day 
No pause of woids admits, no dull delay , 

Fierce Discord stoims, Apollo loud exclaims, 

Fame calls, Mats thunders, and the field’s m flames 
Stern Diomcd with eitlici Aja\ stood, 

And great Uljsses, bathed in hostile blood 
Embodied close, the Inborn mg Giecian tram 
The ficiccst shock of charging hosts sustain. 

Unmoved and silent, the whole war they wait, 

Serenely dreadful, and as fix’d as fate 
So when the embattled clouds m daik airay, 

Along the skies their gloomy lines display , 

When now' the North Ins boisterous rage has spent, 
And peaceful sleeps the liquid element 
The low-hung vapours, motionless and still, 

n 
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Rest on the summits of the shaded lull ; 

Till the mass scatters as the winds arise, , 
Dispersed and broken through the ruffled skies. 

Nor was the general wanting to his tiam ; # 

From troop to troop he toils through all the plain, 

« Yc Greeks, be men 1 the charge of battle bear j 
Your bra\e associates and j ourselves revere * 

Let gloiious acts moic glorious acts inspire. 

And catch from breast to breast the noble fire ' 

On valour’s side the odds of combat he. 

The brave live glorious, or lamented die ; 

The wretch who trembles in the field of fame, 

Meets death, and worse than death, eternal shame! 

These w’ords he seconds with his flying lance, _ 

To meet whose point was strong Dcicoon’s chance i 
/Eneas’ fnend, and m Ins native place 
Honour’d and loved like Priam’s rojal race : 

Long had lie fought the foremost m the field, 

But now the monarch’s lance tianspierced his shield : 
His shield too weak the furious dait to stay, 

' Through his broad belt the w capon forced its way ; 
The grisly wound dismiss’d his soul to hell, 

His arms aiound him rattled as he fell. 

Then fierce yEneas, blandishing his blade, 

In dust Orsiloclius and Ciethon laid. 

Whose sire Diocleus, wealthy, brave and great, 

In well-built Pherse held his lofty seat . 10 
Sprung from Alphcus' plenteous stream, that fields 
Inciease of liai vests to the Pjlian fields 
He got Orsilochus, Diocleus he, 

And these descended m the thud degree. 

Too early expert in the maitial toil, 

In sable ships they left their native soil, 

To avenge Atrides now, untimely slam, 

They fell with gloiy on the Phrygian plain. 

So two young mountain lions, nursed with blood 
In deep recesses of the gloomy wood, 

Rush fearless to the plains, and uncontioll’d 
Depopulate the stalls and waste the fold . 

Till pierced at" distance from their native den, 
O’erpoweied they fall beneath the force of men. 
Prostrate on earth their beauteous bodies lay, 

Like mountain firs, as tall and straight as they. 
Great Menelaus views with pitying eyes, 

Lifts his bright lance, and at the victor flies j 
Mais urged him on , yet, ruthless in Ins hate, 

The god but urged him to provoke Ins fate 
He thus advancing, Nestor’s valiant son 
Shakes for Ins danger, and neglects his own ; 

Io Phera, a town of Pclasgiotis, jn Thessaly 
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Struck with the thought, should Helen’s lord be slam, 
And all his country’s glorious labouis vain ' 

Already met, the thicatcnmg heioes stand , 

The spears already tiemble m then hand 
In rush’d Antdochus, his aid to bring, 

And fall or conquer by the Spartan king 
T hese seen, the Daidan backward turn’d his course, 
Ih a\ e as lie w as, and shunn’d unequal force 
J he breathless bodies to the Gi eeks they drew, 

7 hen nuv m combat, and their toils lcncw 
Fast, Pykmncncs, great in battle, bled, 

Who sheathed in brass the Paphlagonians led 
Atridcs mark’d him where sublime he stood , 
ri\»d in Ins thiont the javelin drank his blood. 

'J he fniihful Mjdon, as he tum’d from fight 
His flung courscis, sunk to endless night , 

A biokcn rock by Nestoi’s son was thiown 
His bended ann received the falling stone , 
from his numb’d hand the hoiy-studdcd lcms. 
Dropp’d in the dust, me trail’d along the plains 
Me uiwlnlc his temples feel a deadly wound j 
He groans m death, and ponderous sinks to giound 
Deep dro\c Ins helmet m the sands, and there 
The head stood fix’d, the quivering legs m air, 

Till tiimplcd flat beneath the coursers’ feet 
7 he youthful \ iclor mounts lus empty seat, 

And bears the prize m triumph to the fleet 
Gicat Hector saw, and, raging at the view, 

Pours on the Greeks . the Trojan troops pursue 
He fncs his host with animating cries, 

And brings along the fuucs of the skies, 

Mars, stein dcstiojcr > and Bclkma dread, 
riame m the fiotit, and thunder at their head 
7'his swells the tumult and the lage of fight , 

That shakes a spear that casts a dreadful light 
Whcic Hcctoi match’d, the god of battles shined, 

Now stoim’d before him, and now raged behind 
Tjdtdcs paused amidst his full career , 

Then first the hero’s manly breast knew fear 
As when some simple swam his cot forsakes, 

And wide through fens an unknown journey takes 
If chance a swelling biook lus passage stay, 

And foam impervious ’cioss the wanderer’s waj , 
Confused he stops, a length of country pass’d. 

Eyes the rough waves, and tired, leturns at last 
Amazed no less the gieat Tydides stands 
lie stay’d, and turning thus addicss’d his bands . 

" No wonder, Greeks » that all to Hectoi yield; 
Secuic of favouring gods, he takes the field , 

His stiokes they second, and aveit oui spears . 
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Behold wheie Mars m moital arms appears ' 

Retire then, waniois, but sedate and slow ; * 

Retire, but with your faces to the foe. 

Trust not too much your unavailing might , 

’Tis not with Troy, but with the gods ye fight 5 
Now near the Gieeks the black battalions diew j 
And first two leadeis valiant Hectoi slew . 

His force Anchialus and Mnesthes found, 

In eveiy art of glorious war lenown’d ; 

In the same cai the cluefs to combat ude, 

And fought united, and united died. 

Struck at the sight, the mighty Ajax glows 
With thirst of vengeance, and assaults the foes. . 

His massy speai with matchless fmy sent, 

Through Amphius’ belt and heaving belly went , 
Amphius Apmsus’ happy soiL possess’d, 

With herds abounding, 'and with tieasuic bless’d ; 

But fate lesistless from his countiy led < 

The chief, to perish at his people’s head. 

Shook with his fall his brazen aimour lung, 

And fierce, to seize it, conquering Ajax sprung ; 
Around his head an non tempest rain’d , 

A wood of speai s his ample shield sustain’d 
Beneath one foot the yet waim corpse he press’d, 

And drew Ins javelin from the bleeding bieast 
He could no more ; the showering daits denied 
To spoil his glittering arms, and plumy pi ide 
Now foes on foes came pouring on the fields, 

With bristling lances, and compacted shields ; 

Till m the steely circle stiaiten’d round, 

Forced he gives way, and sternly quits the giound. 

While thus they strive, Tlepolemus the gieat,” _ 
Urged by the force of umesistcd fate, 

Burns v ith desire Sarpedon’s strength to pi ovc j 
Alcidcs’ offspring meets the son of Jove. 

Sheathed in bright arms each adverse chief came on. 
Jove’s great descendant, and Ins gieatei son . 
Prepared for combat, ere the lance he toss’d, 

I lie daring Rhodian vents Ins haughty boast • 

“ What brings this Lycian counsclloi so fai, 

To tremble at our arms, not mix m wai < 

Know thy lain self, noi let thou finitely move, 

Who st\lc thee son of cloud-compelling Jove. 

How far unlike those chiefs of lace divine, 
lion \ast the diffeicncc of their deeds and thine 1 


" * >>» of Hercules it»i A*;t\ocl,i-i IIiwur left lus muve courtlr}. Avgoi, i** 

ccrs«<™*rce of the icuJtt til «muj. rof I i jC , mmus, he ».v» commimlcil by in oriclc to r* 
tire to lit 0.1" litre be vsw ci o cn 1 inf, -ir<l accomtnmed the I roian cxpublion. 
l»t de*‘r, ctrta n \~erc imtuutcd »t llbodcs in Ins honour, the \ ictors rcraidcu 
V'i’i cttt.rs o' ropuz 
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Jove got such heroes as my sire, whose soul 
No fear could daunt, nor earth nor hell conti ol. 

Troy felt his arm, and yon proud ramparts stand 
Raised on the rums of lus vengeful hand 
With si\ small ships, and but a slender tram, 

He left the town a wide-deserted plain 
But what art thou, who deedless Jooldst around, 

While unrevenged thy L\ cians bite the ground ! 

Small aid to Troy thy feeble force can be ; 

But wert tliou gi eater, thou must yield to me 
Pierced by my spear, to endless darkness go ! 

I make this present to the shades below ” 

The son of Hercules, the Rhodian guide, 

Thus haughty spoke The Lyman king leplied 
Thy sue, O prince t o’erturn’d the frojan state, 

Whose perjured monarch well deserved his fate , 

Those heavenly steeds the hero sought so far, 

False he detain’d, the just reward of war 
Nor so content, the generous chief defied, 

With base repioaches and unmanly pride 
But you, unworthy the high race you boast, 

Shall raise my glory when thy own is lost 
Now meet thy fate, and by Sarpedon slam. 

Add one .more ghost to Pluto’s gloomy reign ” 

He said both javelms at an instant flew' , 

Bo<;h struck, both wounded, but Sarpedon’s slew 
Full in the boaster’s neck the weapon stood, 

Transfix’d his throat, and drank the vital blood ; 

The soul disdainful'seeks the caves of night, 

And his seal’d eyes for ev er lose the light 
Yet not m vain, Tlepolemus, was thiown 
Thy angry lance j which piercing to the bone 
Sarpedon’s thigh, .had robb’d the chief of breath ; 

But Jove was present, and forbade the death 
Borne from the conflict by his Lycian throng, 

The wounded hero dragg’d the lance along. 

(His friends, each busied m his several part, 

Through haste, or danger, had notdiawn the dart ) 

The Greeks with slam Tlepolemus letired , 

Whose fall Ulysses view’d, with fury fired , 

Doubtful if Jov e’s great son he should pursue, 

Or pour his vengeance on the Lj cian crew 
But heaven and fate the first design withstand, 

Nor this great death must grace Ulysses’ hand. 

Minerva drives him on the Lycian tram , 

Alastor, Cronuis, Hahus, strewed the plain, 

Alcander, Prjtams, Noemon fell 12 
And numbers more his sword had sent to hell. 

” These heroes' names have since passed into a lind of p-overb, dc-isnitirg the ttf’ttct 
or mob 
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But Hector w , ami, furious *>( the v;i»b 
Rush'd terrible amidst the rnnK of it; t?t 
With joy Saiptdmi siev'd the w h f <l r< hef. 

And, faint, lame min;:, thm implorid the dmjf * 

“ O suffei not tin fwt o» In tr >t fk a) 

My helpless coi p >e, an iu.a*.a < t<d pi'i , 

If I, ttnbless’d, must :<•> mv son no nivr», 

My imichdoied contort, amt my rutin? t‘.w. 

Yet let me die in 1 lion’s p.iertri v/ >H ; 

T toy, m whose came I ft H, 1 h *11 mourn my fall.’ 

lie said, nor Het tor to tht dm f irph' , s, 

But shake > Ins plume, and fierce to comlm fttc-S ; 

Swift as a ulmhvmtl, drives the scuter«n;' foe- ; 

And d\cs the ground with put file r»* hr yo<r. 

Beneath a beech, j ole's, consecrated , 
llis mournful fiicmls divine Sarpedmt 1 ud ; 

Brave Pclngon, Ins faimmte thief, v as 

Who n i cnch’d the javelin from hi-, ssneut tlu,.h. 

The hunting soul Uonvl ready v.ing’d for t’uyht. 

And o’er his eye-balls wain the Static of wghi ; 

But Boreas rising fresh, v ith gentle breath, 

Recall'd Jus spint fmm the gates r>f death. 

The gcncious Greek* recede with tardy pare, 
Though Mats and Ilcctor thunder ir thrvr face; 

None turn their backs to mean ignoble flight, 

Slow thej retreat, and even retreating fight. 

Who first, who last, by Mars’ and Hector’s'iund, 
Stretch’d in their blood, lay gasping on the sard 5 
Tenthras the great, Orestes the renown’d 
For managed steeds, and Trcchtis press’d the ground ; 
Next (Enomaus and Ghtops’ ofispnng died ; 

Orcsbius last fell groaning at their side . 

Orcsbius, m his painted mitre gay. 

In fat Bceotia held his w ealthy sway, 

Where lakes surround low HiR’s water) plain ; 

A prince and people studio is of their gam 
The carnage Juno from the skies survey’d, 

And touch’d with grief bespoke the blue-cj ed maid : 

“ Oh, sight accursed ' Shall faithless Troy prevail. 
And shall our promise to our people fad? 

How vain the word to Mcnelaus given 

By Jove’s great daughter and the queen of heaven, 

Beneath his arms that Priam’s towers should fall, 

If wainng gods for ever guard the nail • 

Mars, red with slaughter, aids our hated foes * 

- Haste, let us arm, and force with force oppose ’ ” 

She spoke , Mmeiva burns to meet the war : 

And now heaven’s empress calls her blaring car. 

At her command rush foith the steeds divine ; 

Rich with immoital gold their trappings shme. 
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Bright Heb& waits , by Heb£, ever young, 

The whirling wheels are to the chauot hung. 

On the bright axle turns the bidden wheel 
Of sounding brass , the polished axle steel 
Eight biazen spokes m radiant oidei flame , 

The circles gold, of uncorrupted flame, 

Such as the heavens pioduce and lound the gold 
Two brazen ungs of -work divine weie 1 oil’d 
The bossy naves of sold silvei shone , 

Braces of gold suspend the moving throne 
The cai, behind, an arching figuie bore , 

The bending concave foim’d an aich before 
Silver the beam, the extended yoke was gold, 

And golden reins the immortal coursers hold. 
Heiself, impatient, to the ready car, 

The couiseis joins, and breathes revenge and war. 

Pallas disrobes , hei radiant veil untied, 

With flowers adorn’d, with ait diversified, 

(The labour’d veil hei heavenly fingers wove,) 

Flows on the pavement of the couit of Jove 
Now heaven’s diead arms liei might) limbs invest, 
Jove’s cunass blazes on her ample breast , 

Deck’d m sad triumph for the mournful field, 

O’er hei broad shoulders hangs lus horud shield. 
Due, black, tremendous 1 Round the margin l oil'd, 
A fringe of seipents hissing guaids the gold 
Here all the tcrrois of grim Wai appeal, 

Here lages Foice, here tremble Flight and Fear, 
Here storm’d Contention, and here Fury frown’d, 
And the dire orb portentous Gorgon crown’d 
The massy golden helm she next assumes, 

- That dreadful nods with foui o’ei shading plumes , 

So vast, the bioad circumference contains 
A hundred armies on a hundred plains 
The goddess thus the imperial car ascends , 

Shook by her arm the mighty javelin bends, 
Ponderous and huge , that when her fury burns, 
Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hosts o’ei turns. 

Swift at the scourge the ethereal coursers fly, 
While the smooth chariot cuts the liquid sky 
Heaven’s gates spontaneous open to the pou ers, ,J 
Heaien’s golden gates, kept by the winged Hours , * 4 

*3 Sjpontar.cous o/en 

“Veil’d with his gorgeous wings, upspnngwg light 
Flew through the midst of heusen , tli’ angelic quires. 

On each hind parting, to his speed give way 
Through all th’ cmpjreal rold , till at the gate 
Of hen on arrned, the gate self open’d wide, 

On golden lunges turning "—"Paradise Lost,’ a 250 

*4 ** Till Morn, 

Waked bj the circling Hours, w ith rosy hand 
Unbarr’d the gates of light Paradise Lost, u 2 
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Commission'd m nlternate watch they stand, 

The sun s bright portals and the slaes command, 

Imolve m clouds the eternal gates of day, 

Or the dark barrier roll with case awaj. 

The sounding hinges nng * on either side * 

The gloomy \ olumes, piciccd with light, divide. 

The chanot mounts, wheie decp'in ambient sines, 

Confused, Oljmpus’ hundied heads arise , 

Where far apart the Thunderer fills his throne. 

O’er all the gods superior and alone. 

There w ith her sno .vy hand the queen restrains 
The fiery steeds, and* thus to Jo\e complains 
“ O sire * can no resentment touch thy soul? 

Can Mais rebeb and docs no thunder roll ? 

What lawless rage on j on foi bidden plain, 

What lash dcsti action * and what heroes slam 1 
Venus, and Phcebus with the dieadful bow*, 

Smile on the slaughter, and enjoy my woe 
Mad, fuuous power 1 whose unrelenting mind 
No god can govern, and no justice bmd. 

Say, mighty father ’ shall w c scorn ge this pride, 

And dm e from fight the impetuous homicide 
To whom assenting, thus the Thunderer said . 
f% Go * and the gieat Minerva be thy aid 
To tame the monster-god Minerva knows, 

And oft afflicts his brutal bieast with woes.” 

He said , Satiuma, aident to obey, 

Lash’d hei white steeds along the acnal way". 

Swift down the steep of heaven the chariot lolls, 

Between the c\pnndcd earth and starry poles 
Far as a shepheid, from some point on higli/s 

0 cr the wide mam extends his boundless eye , 

1 hrough such a space of air, with thundeung sound. 

At e\ erj leap the immortal coursers bound 

Troy now they reach d and touch’d those banks da me, 
Where silver Simois and Scamander join. 

Thcie Juno stopp’d, and (hei fair steeds unloosed) 

Of an condensed a \ apour ctrcumfused 
For these, nnpiegnate with celestial dew*, 

On Snnoic, brink ambrosial lieibage grew*. 

1 hence to rehe\c the fainting Argne'thiong, 

Smooth as the sailing do\ es they glide along 
The best and bi a\ est of the Grecian band 
(A warlike circle) lound Tjdides stand 
Such was their look as lions bathed m blood, 

Or foaming boars, the terror of the wood. 

>5 Far as o "W ith whit majestj and pomp does Homer exalt Ins deities * He 

here measures the leap of the horses b> the client of the world And who is there, that, 
cors’denng the exceeding greatness °f the space, would net with reason cn out, that ‘If the 
"ceds of the deit> \ ere to take a second leap, the world would want room for it’!”— 
Longinus, | S 
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Heaven’s empiess mingles with the moital crowd. 

And shouts, m Stentoi J s sounding voice, aloud ; 

Stentor the strong, endued with brazen lungs, 16 
Whose tluoats suipass’d the force of fifty tongues. 

“ Inglorious Ai gives 1 to your lace a shame,. 

And only men m figure and m name ' 

Once fiom the walls your timorous foes engaged, 

While fierce in war divine Achilles raged , 

Now issuing fearless they possess the plain, 

Now win the shores, and scarce the seas remain ” 

Hei speech new fiuy to their hearts convey’d , 

While neai Tydides stood the Athenian maid , 

The king beside his panting steeds she found, 

O’erspent with toil reposing on the ground , 

To cool his glowing wound he sat apart, 

(The wound inflicted by the Lycian dart,) 

Large diops of sit eat fiom all Ins limbs descend, 

Beneath Ins pondeious shield his smews bend. 

Whose ample belt, that o’ei his shoulder lay, 

He eased , and wash’d the clotted gore away 
The goddess leaning o’er the bending yoke. 

Beside his coursers, thus her silence broke 
“ Degeneiate prince ' and not of Tydeus* kind, 

• Whose little body lodged a mighty mind ; 

Foiemost he picss’d in glonous toils to share, 

And scaice refrain’d when 1 forbade the war. 

Alone, unguai ded, once he dared to go 
And feast, mended by the Theban foe , 

There biaved, and vanquish’d, many a hardy knight ; 

Such nerves I gave him, and such force m fight 
' Thou too no less hast been iny constant care , 

Thy hands I arm’d, and sent thee forth to war 
But thee or feai deters, or sloth detains , 

No drop of all thy fathci warms thj icins” 

The chief thus answered nnld “ Immortal maid ' 

I oivn thy piesence, and confess thy aid 

Not feai, thou know's t, witliholds me from the plains, 

Nor sloth hath seized me, but thy void restrains * 

From -waning gods thou bad’st me turn my spear, 

And Venus only'- found lesistance heie 
Hence, goddess 1 heedful of thy high commands, 

Loth I gave way, and warn’d out Argive bands 
Foi Mais, the homicide, these eyes beheld, 

With slaughter red, and raging round the field ” 

Then thus Minen a —“Brave Tydides, hear 1 

26 "No trumpets, or any other instruments of sound, ire used in thc Honcnc action itself; 
but the trumpet v is know n, ind is introduced for the purpose or illustration as cmp’tn ca in rrar 
Hence arose the value of a loud soice in icomminder, Stentor ms an indispensable 
officer In the eirly Siricen campaigns frequent mention is miuc of the semee 

rendered hymen of uncommonlj strong yoiccs the battle of Honnm ms restored by the 
shows and memces of Abb**!*, the unde of Mohammed, &c —Coleridge, p 2x3 
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Not Mais himself, nor aught immortal, fear. 

Full on the god impel thy foaming horse 
Pallas commands, and Pallas lends thee force 
Rash, furious, blind, from these to those he flies, 

And every side of wavering combat tries ; 

Large promise makes, and breaks the promise made : 
Now gives the Grecians, now the Trojans aid.” 17 

•She said, and to the steeds appioaching near, 

Drew from his seat the martial charioted 
The vigorous power the trembling car ascends, 

Fierce for revenge , and Diomed attends . 

The groaning a\le bent beneath the load ; 

So great a lieio, and so gieat a god, 

She snatch’d the rems, she lash’d with all her force, 
And full on Mars impell’d the foaming horse 
But first, to hide her heavenly visage, spread 
Black Orcus’ helmet o’er hci radiant head. 



DIOMED CASTING Ills SPEAR AT MARS 


Just then gigantic Penphas lay slam, 

The stiongest wairioi of the /E toll an tram , 

The god, who slew him, leaves his prostrate prize 
Stretch'd wheie he fell, and at Tydides flies. 

Now rushing fierce, m equal aims appeal 
The daring Greek, the dreadful god of wai 1 
Full at the chief, above his courser’s head, 

From Mars’s arm the enormous weapon fled 
Pallas opposed her hand, and caused to glance 
Far from the car the strong immortal lance. 

17 "Long had the vnv'nng god ihc war delay'd, / 

While Greece and iroy alternate own'd his aid ” 

Merrick’s “ Tryphiodorus," vi 761, sq 
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Then threw the force of Tydeus’ warlike son ; 

The javelin hiss’d , the goddess urged it on 
Where the broad cincture girt his armour round. 

It pierced the god Ins grom received the wound 
From the lent skin the wamoi tugs again 
The smoking steel Mars bellow s w ith the pain 
Loud as the roar encountering oinnes 3 teld, 

When shouting millions shake the thundering field. 
Both armies start, and trembling gaze around , 

And earth and heaven re-bellow to the sound 
As vapours blown bj Auster’s sultry breath, 
Pregnant with plagues, and shedding seeds of death, 
Beneath the rage of burning Sinus rise. 

Choke the parch’d earth, and blacken all the skies , 
In such a cloud the god from combat dnven, 

High o’er the dusk} whirlwind scales the beaten 
Wild with his pam, he sought the bnglit abodes. 
There sullen sat beneath the sire of gods, 

Showed the celestial blood, and with a groan 
Thus pour’d his plaints before the immortal throne : 

“ Can Jove, supine, flagitious facts survey, 

And brook the funes of this danng day ? 

For mortal men celestial powers engage, 

And gods on gods exert eternal rage 
From thee, O father 1 all these ills we bear, 

And thy fell daughter with the shield and spear 
Thou gavest that fury to the realms of light, 
Pernicious, wild, regardless of the right 
All heaven beside reveres thy sovereign sway, 

Thy voice we hear, and thy behests obev 
’Tis hers to offend, and ev en offending share 
Thy breast, thy counsels, thy distinguish’d care 
So boundless she, and thou "so partial grown, 

Well may we deem the wondrous birth thy own. 

Now frantic Diomed, at her command, 

Against the immortals lifts his raging hand 
The lieavcril) Venus first his fur) found, 

Me next encountering, me he dared to w ound , 
Vanquish d I fled , ev en I, the god of fight, 

From mortal madness scarce was saved by flight 
Else hadst thou seen me sink on yonder plain, 

Heap’d round, and heaving under loads of slam 1 
Or pierced with Grecian darts, for ages he. 
Condemn’d to pam though fated not to die ' 

Him thus upbraiding, with a wrathful look 
The lord of thunders view’d, and stem bespoke 
“ To me, perfidious 1 this lamenting strain ? 

Of lawless force shall lawless Mars complain 9 
Of all the gods who tread the spangled skies. 

Thou most unjust, most odious m our eves » 
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Inhuman discord is thy dire delight, 

The waste of slaughter, and the rage of fight. 

No bounds, no law, thy fiery temper quells, 

And all thy mothei in thy soul lebels 
In vain our threats, m vain our power we use ; 

She gives the example, and her son pursues 
Yet long the inflicted pangs thou shalt not mourn, 

Sprung since thou art from Jove, and heavenly-born 
Else, singed with lightning, hadst thou hence been thrown, 
Wheie chain’d on burning locks the Titans groan.” 

Thus he who shakes Olympus with his nod ; 

Then gave to Paeon’s caie the bleeding god 18 
With gentle hand the balm he pour’d around, 

And heal’d the immortal flesh, and closed the wound. 

As when the fig’s press’d juice, infused in cream, , 

To curds coagulates the liquid stream, „ 

Sudden the fluids fix the paits combined'; 

Such, and so soon, the ethereal texture join’d 
Cleansed from the dust and'goie, fair Hebd dress’d 
His mighty limbs m an immoital vest. 

Glorious he sat, m majesty restoied, 

Fast by the thione of heaven’s superior lord. 

Juno and Pallas mount the bless’d abodes, 

Their task, perform'd, and mix among the gods. 

Paron seems to have been to the gods, what Podalemus and Machaon were to the 
Grecian heroes 



ju\o 
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ARGUMENT 

THE EPISODES OF GLAUCUS AND DIOMED, AND QF HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE 

The gods having left the field, the Grecians prciail Helenus, the chief augur of Troy, 
Commands Hector to return to the citj , in order to appoint a solemn procession of the 
queen and the Trojan matrons to the temple of Minerva, to entreat her to remove Diomed 
from the fight The battle relaxing during the absence of Hector, Glaucus and Diomed 
have an interview between the two armies , where, coming to the knowledge, of the fnend- 
ship and hospitably passed between their ancestors, thej make exchange of their arms 
Hector, having performed the orders of Helenus, prevails upon Pans to return to the 
battle, and, taking a tender leave of lus wife Andromache, hastens again to the field 
The scene is first in the field of battle, between the rivers SunoTs and Scamandcr, and 
then changes to Troj 


Now heaven forsakes the fight the immortals yield 
To human force and human skill the field 
Dark showers of javelins fly from foes to foes , 

Now here, now there, the tide of combat flows , 

While Troy’s famed streams, that bound the deathful plain 
On e/ther side, run purple to the mam 
Great Ajax first to conquest led the way. 

Broke the thick ranks, and turn’d the doubtful day 
The Thracian Acamas his falchion found, 

And heav'd the enoimous giant to the ground , 

His thundering arm a deadly stroke impress’d 
Where the black horse-hair nodded o’er his crest , 

Fix’d m Ins front the brazen weapon lies, 

And seals in endless shades his swimming e\cs 
Next Teuthras’ son distam’d the sands with blood, 

Axylus, hospitable, rich, and good 
In fair Arisbe’s walls (his native place ) 1 
He held his seat 1 a friend to human race 
Fast by the road, his ever-open door 
Obliged the wealthy, and relieved the poor 
To stern Tjdides now he falls a prey, 

No friend to guard him in the dreadful day 1 

z Artsie, a colouj of the Mnjlenxans in Troos 
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Breathless the good man fell, and by his side 
His faithful seivant, olcl Calesius died. 

By great Euryalus was Urcsus slain, 

And next he laid' Ophcltius on the plain. 

Two twins were near, bold, beautiful, and j oung, 

From a fair naiad and Bucohon sprung . 

(Laomedon’s white flocks Bucohon fed, 

That monarch’s first-bom by a foreign bed , 

In secict woods he won the naiad’s grace, 

And two fan infants crown’d Ins stiong embrace ) 

Here dead they lay in all their jotttliful charms j 
. The ruthless victor stripp’d their sliming aims. 

Astyalus by Polypcetcs fell , 

Ulysses’ spear Pidytes sent to hell ; 

By Teuccr’s shaft brave Aretaon bled, 

And Nestor’s son laid stern Ablerus dead ; 

Great Agamemnon, leader of the brave. 

The mortal wound of iich Elatus gave, 

'Who held m Pcdasus his proud abode," 

And till’d the banks where silver Satmo flow’d. 

Melanthius by Euiypylus was slam ; 

And Phylacus from Leitus flies in vain 
Unbless’d Adiastus next at mercy lies 
Beneath the Spartan spear, a living prize. 

Scared with the dm and tumult of the fight, __ 

PIis headlong steeds, precipitate in flight. 

Rush’d on a tamarisk’s strong trunk, and broke 
The shatter’d chariot from the crooked yoke , 

' Wide o’er the field, lesistless as the wind. 

For Troy they fly, and leave their lord behind. 

Prone on his face he sinks beside the wheel 
Atrides o’er him shakes his vengeful steel , 

The fallen chief in suppliant posture press’d 
The victor’s knees, and thus his piayer addiess’d: 

“ O spaie my youth, and foi the life I owe 
Large gifts of puce my father shall bestow 
When fame shall tell, that, not m battle slain, 

Thy hollow ships his captive son detain 
Rich heaps of brass shall m thy tent be told , 3 
And steel well-temper’d, and persuasive gold ” 

He said" compassion touch’d the hero’s heart. 

He stood, suspended with the lifted dart 
As pity pleaded for his vanquish’d prize, 

- Pedasm, a town near Pjlos 

'Rich heaps of brass * 1 The halls of Alhmous "and Menclaus glitter with gold, copper, 
and electrum , while large stocks of yet unemployed metal— gold, copper, and iron — arc 
stored up in the treasure chamber of Odysseus and other chiefs Coined money is unknown 
m the Homeric age — the trade carried on being one of barter In reference also to the 
metals, it desen cs to be remarked, that the Homeric descriptions universally suppose copper, 
and not iron, to be employed for arms, both offensive and defensive By what process the 
copper was tempered and hardened, so as to serve the purpose of the wamor, we do not 
know , but the use of iron for these objects belongs to a later age ” — Grotc, a ol « p *4 2 
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Stern Agamemnon swift to vengeance flies, 

And, furious, thus “ Oh impotent of mind 1 4 
Shall these, shall these Atndes’ mercy find ? 

Well hast thou know n proud Troy’s peifidious land, 

And well her natives merit at thy hand * 

Not one of all the lace, nor sex, noi age, 

Shall save a Tiojan from our boundless rage 
Ihon shall peush whole, and buiy all , 

Her babes, her infants at the bieast, shall fall , 5 
A dreadful lesson of exampled fate, 

To warn the nations, and to cuib the gieat 1 ’ 

The monarch spoke , the woids, with warmth address’d, 
To rigid justice steel’d his brother’s bi east 
fierce from his knees the hapless chief he thrust , 

The monarch’s javelin stretch’d him m the dust, 

Then pressing with his foot his panting heart, 

Forth from the slain he tugg’d the leekmg dart. 

Old Nestor saw, and roused the wairior’s rage , 

“Thus, heroes 1 thus the vigorous combat wage. 

No son of Mars descend, for servile gams, 

To touch the booty, while a foe remains 
Behold yon glittering host, your future spoil • 

First gain the conquest, then lewaid the toil ” 

And now had Greece eternal fame acquned, 

And frighted Troy within her walls, retired, 

- Had not sage Hclenus hei state icdrcss’d, 

Taught by the gods that moved his sacred breast. 

Wheie Hector stood, with great AEneas join’d, 

The seer reveal’d the counsels of his mind 
“Ye generous chiefs 1 on whom the immortals lay 
The caies and glories of this doubtful day , 

On whom your aids, y our country’s hopes depend , 

Wise to consult, and active to defend 1 
Here, at our gales, your biave efforts unite, 

Turn back the routed, and foibid the flight. 

Ere yet their wives’ soft arms the cowards gam, 

The spoit and insult of the hostile train 
When youi commands have hearten’d every band, 
Ourselves, here fix’d, will make the dangerous stand ; 
Piess’d as we are, and sore of former fight, 

These straits demand our last remains of might 
Meanwhile thou, Hector, to the town retire, 


4 Oh vtipoient, S.C. " In battle, quarter seems ne\cr to hate been filter), except with i a 
view to. the ransom of the prisoner Agamemnon reproaches MenclaQs w ith unmanly soft* 
ness, when he is on the point of sparing a fallen cncm>, and himself puts the suppliant to the 
sword Thirhvalf, vol i p 1 S 1 

5 “ The ruthless steel, impittogt of deny, 

Forbade the sire to linger out the day 
It struck the bending father to the earth. 

And cropt the wailing infant at the birth 
Can innocents the rage of parties kno* , 

And the\ who ne’er offended find a foe 1 

Roue*; Lucan, bk il 
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And teach oui mothci what the gods lequire : 

Direct the queen to lead the assembled tiam 
Of Troy’s chief mations to Mmeiva’s fane; 1 * * * * 6 
Unbai the sacied gates, and seek the power, 

With offer’d vows, in Ilion’s topmost tower. 

The largest mantle hei rich wardrobes hold, 

Most prized for ait, and labour’d o’ei with gold, 
Befoie the goddess’ honour’d knees be spiead, 

And twelve young lieifeis to her altars led 
If so the powei, atoned by fervent piayer, 

Oui wives, our infants, and our city spare, 

And fai avert Tydides’ wasteful ire, 

That mows whole troops, and makes all Troy letiie. 
Not thus Achilles taught our hosts to diead, 

Sprung though he was from moie than moital bed ; 
Not thus resistless ruled the sticam of fight, 

In lage unbounded, and unmatch’d m might.” 

Hector obedient heard and, with a bound, 
Leap’d fiom his trembling chariot to the ground ,* 
Thiough all his host inspiring force he flies, 

And bids the thunder of the battle use 
With rage leciuited the bold Tiojans glow. 

And turn the tide of conflict on the foe 
Fieice m the front he shakes two dazzling spears , 
All Greece lecedes, and ’midst hei tnumphs fears , 
Some god, they thought, who ruled the fate of wais, 
Shot down avenging fiom the vault of stais 
Then thus aloud “ Ye dauntless Dai dans, hear ! 
And you whom distant nations send to war * 

Be mindful of the strength youi fathers bore ; 

Be still yourselves, and Hectoi asks no more. 

One houi demands me m the Trojan wall, 

To bid our altars flame, and victims fall 
Nor shall, I trust, the mations’ holy tiam, 

And reverend eldei s, seek the gods m vain ” 

This said, with ample strides the hero pass’d ; 

The shield’s large orb behind lus shoulder cast, 

His neck o’ershadmg, to his ankle hung ; 

And as he march’d the brazen bucklei lung 
Now paused the battle (godlike Hecloi gone), 7 


0 ‘'Meantime tlic Trojan dames, oppress'd with woe, 

To Pallas’ fane tn long procession go, 

In hopes to reconcile their heat 'nlj foe - 

r »'hey weep they heat tl or breasts , they rend their hair. 

And rich embroider <1 tests for presents hear " 

1 The manner tn which this episode is introduced, is \ve{? lltnstratui'iiy iftc following «• 

marks of Mure, to! i p sg3 " The poet’s method of introducing lus episode, also, illustrates 

in a curious manner his tact in the dramatic department of his art Where, for example, one 

or more heroes arc despatched on some commission, to be executed at n certain distance tn 

time or place, the fulfilment of this task is not, as a general rule, immediately described * 

eertai i internal is allotted them for reaching the appointed scene of action, which interval » 

dramatised, as it were, cither b> a temporary continuation of the preuous narrative, w 
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Where daring Glaucus and great Tydeus’ son 
Between both armies met the chiefs from fai 
Observed each other, and had mark’d for war 
Near as they diew, Tydides thus began 
“What art thou, boldest of the lace of man ? 

Our eyes till now that aspect ne’ei beheld, 

Wheic fame is icap’d amid the embattled field. 

Yet far befoie the tioops thou dar’st appear, 

And meet a lance the fiercest heioes fear 
Unhappy they, and boin of luckless sues, 

Who tempt our fury when Minerva files 1 
But if from heaven, celestial, thou descend, 

Know with unmortals we no more contend 
Not long Lycurgus view’d the golden light, 

That daring man who mix’d with gods m fight. 

Bacchus, and Bacchus’ votaries, he diove, 

With brandish’d steel, from Nyssa’s sacred grove 
Their consecrated speais lay scatter’d round, 

With curling vines and twisted ivy bound , 

While Bacchus headlong sought the briny flood, 

And Thetis’ arms received the trembling god 
Nor fail’d the ciime the immortals’ wrath to move , 

(The immortals blcss’d with endless ease above ,) 

Deprived of sight by their avenging doom, 

Cheerless he breathed, and wander’d m the gloom, 

Then sunk unpitied to the dire abodes, 

A wretch accursed, and hated by the gods 1 
T brave not heaven but if the fiuits of earth 
Sustain thy life, and human be thy birth, 

Bold as thou art, too prodigal of breath, 

Approach, and enter the dark gates of death ” 

“ Wliat, or fiom whence I am, or who my sire, 

(Replied the chief,) can Tydeus’ son inquire 5 
Like leaves on trees the race of man is found, 

Now green in youth, now withering on the giound , 

Another race the following spring supplies , 

They fall successive, and successive use 
So generations in their course decay , 

So flourish these, when those are pass’d away 
But if thou still persist to scaich my birth, 

Then hear a tale that fills the spacious earth 
“A city stands on Aigos’ utmost bound, 

(Argos the fair, foi wailike steeds ranown’d,) 

. ASolian Sisyphus, with wisdom bless’d, 

In ancient time the happy wall possess’d, 

Then call’d Ephyrd Glaucus u as his son , 

Great Glaucus, father of Bcllerophon, 

Who o’ei the sons of men in beauty shined, 

fixing attention for -i while on some new transaction, at the close of which the further account 

of the mission iS resumed ” . 
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Loved foi that valoui which pieserves mankind. 

Then mighty Pimtus Argos’ sceptre sway’d, 

Whose hard commands Bellerophon obey’d. 

With direful jealousy the monarch laged, 

And the brave pi nice in numerous toils engaged. 

For him Antoea bum’d with lawless flame, 

And stiove to tempt him from the paths of fame * 

In vam she tempted the relentless youth, 

Endued with wisdom, sacred feai, and tiuth 
Fired at lus scoin the queen to Praetus fled. 

And begg’d levcnge for hci insulted bed : 

Incensed he heard, lesolvmg on his fate ; 

But hospitable laws lestrain’d his hate . 

To Lycia the devoted youth he sent, ' 

With tablets scal’d, that told lus dire intent . 8 
Now bless’d by eveiy power who guaids the good, 

The chief ai lived, at Xanthus’ silver flood 
Theie Lycia’s monarch paid him honouisdue. 

Nine dajs he feasted, and nine bulls lie slew 
But when the tenth bright morning onent glow’d, 

The faithful youth lus monarch’s mandate show’d : 

The fatal tablets, till that instant scal’d, 

The deathful secret to the lung leveal’d 
First, due Chnmera’s conquest was’ enjoin’d ; 

A mingled monster of no moital kind 1 
Behind, a di agon’s fiery tail was spiead ; 

- A goat’s lough body boie a lion’s head ; 

Her pitchy nostnls flaky flames expire , 

Her gaping tluoht emits infernal flic 
“ This pest he slaughter’d, (foi he read the skies, 

And trusted heaven’s informing prodigies,) 

Then met in aims the Solymaean ciew , 9 
(Fiercest of men,) and those the wanioi slew; 

Next the bold Amazons’ whole force defied , 

And conquer’d still, foi heaven was on lus side. 

“ Noi ended lieie lus toils lus Lycian foes, 

At lus return; a'tieacheious ambush lose, 

With levell’d spcais along the winding shoie . ’ 

Tlieie fell they breathless, and ictiun’d no more. 

“At length the monaich, with lepentant grief, 

Confess’d the gods, and god-descended chief, 

His daughter gave, the strangei to detain, 

With half the honours of lus ample icign 
The Lj cians grant a chosen space of giound, 

With woods, with Vineyards, and with harvests crown’d. 
There long the chief lus happy lot possess’d, ~ 

With two brave' sons and one fair daughter bless’d ; 

8 With tallelt seahti These probably were only deuces of a liicrogl) pineal character 
M hethir anting a as 1 noun in Ute Homeric times is utterly uncertain See Grole, voL »• 
p ios sq<i 

9 Sc!) rnecan rr.io, a people of Lj cia 
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(Fair e’en m heavenly eyes her fruitful love 
Crow n d with Snrpedon’s birth the embrace of Jo\e ,) 
I3ut when at last, distracted m his mind, 

Forsook by hea\ en, forsaking humankind, 

Wide o'er the Aleian field he chose to strai, 

A long, forlorn, uncomfortable wa\ 1 10 

Woes heap’d on woes consumed his wasted heart 

His beauteous daughtei fell bj Phcebes dait ; 

His eldest born bj raging Mars was slam, 

In combat on the Soljmman plain 
Hippolochus sun n ed from lnm I came, 

The honour’d author of mj bnth and name, 

By his deciee I sought the Tiojan town ; 

By his instructions learn to win renown, 

To stand the first in worth as m command, 

To add new honours to my natn c land, 

Before mj e) cs my mights sires to place. 

And emulate the glories of our race ’ 

He spoke, and transport fill’d iodides’ heart ; 

In earth the generous wrarrior fi\ d his dart, 

Then friendly, thus the L\ cian prince address’d 
' “ Welcome, my brat e hereditary guest 1 
Thus ever let us meet, with kind embrace, 

Nor stain the sacred friendship of out race 
Know, chief, our grandsires hat e been guests of old , 
CEneus the strong, Bellerophon the bold 
Our ancient seat Ins honour d presence graced, 

Where twenty days m genial ntes he pass’d 
The parting heroes mutual presents left , 

A golden goblet w as thy grandsire’s gift , 

CEneus a belt of matchless work bestowed. 

That nch w itli Tynan dj c refulgent glow’d 
(This fiom his pledge I learn’d, which, safely stored 
Among my ti ensures, still adorns m\ boaid 
For Tjdeus left me \oung, when Thebes wall 
Beheld the sons of Greece untimely fall ) 

Mindful of tins, m friendship let us join , 

If lieaien our steps to foreign lands incline. 

My guest m Aigos thou, and I m Ljcia thine 
Enough of Trojans to this lance shall \ield, 

In the full ban est of yon ample field , 

Enough of Gieeks shall dje thy spear with gore , 

But thou and Diomed be foes no more 


Now' change w e arms, and proi e to eithei host 
We guard the friendship of the line w e boast ” 

Thus ha\ ing said, the gallant chiefs ahgln, 

Their hands thej join, their mutual faith they plight , 

re From this "melinchot} nnuncss" of BUIerophon, InpocWin received Ac name of 
"Morbus Bellerophomeus r See im notes m jm pro=e innslitien p «= The Aieirni 
field," ,* " the phin of -n-mdenus, «is situated bc^cen ’he nets Pi ramus -uid Prnarus, 
in Cihcn. t 
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Brave Glaucus then each nanow thought resign’d) 

(Jove warm’d his bosom, and enlarged his mmd,) 

For Diomed’s brass arms, of mean device, 

For which nine oxen paid, (a vulgai puce,) 

He gave his own, of gold divinely wrought,” 

A hundred beeves the shining purchase bought 
Meantime the guardian of the Tiojan state, 

Great Hectoi, enter’d at the Scsean gate.” 

Beneath the beech-tree’s consecrated shades, 

The Trojan matrons and the Trojan maids 
Around him flock’d, all press’d with .pious care 
For husbands, brothers, sons, engaged in war. 

He bids the tram m long procession go, 

And seek the gods, to avert the impending woe. 

And now to Priam’s stately courts he came, 

Rais’d on arch’d columns of stupendous frame ; 

O’er these a range of marble structure runs, 

The rich pavilions of his fifty sons, 

In fifty chambers lodged and 100ms of state,’ 3 
Opposed to those, wheie 'Priam’s daughters sate 
Twelve domes foi them and their loved spouses shone, 

Of equal beauty, and of polish’d stone. 

Hither great Hector pass’d, nor pass’d unseen 
Of royal Hecuba, his mother-queen. 

(With her Laodice, a hose beauteous face 
Surpass’d the nymphs of Troy’s illustrious race.) 

Long in a strict embrace she held her son. 

And press’d lus hand, and tender thus begun . 

“ O Hector 1 say, what great occasion calls 
My son from fight, -when Greece surrounds oui walls ; 

Com’st thou to supplicate the almighty powei 
With lifted hands, fiom Ilion’s lofty tower ? 

Stay, till I bring the cup with Bacchus crown’d, 

In Jove’s high name, to sprinkle on the ground, , 

And pay due vows to all the gods around 
Then with a plenteous draught refresh thy soul, 

And draw' new spirits from the generous bowl , 

Spent as thou art wnth long laborious fight, 

The brave defender. of thy country’s nght.” 

“Far hence be Bacchus’ gifts ; (the chief lejom’d ;) . 
Inflaming wine, pernicious to mankind, 

Unnerves the limbs, and dulls the noble mmd. 

Let chiefs abstain, and spare the sacred juice 
To sprinkle to the gods, its better use 

” Af« VV", cf geld This bad bargain lias passed into a common proicrb. See Aubs 
Gelliuc, 11, 53 
Ja SeJran, t r left hand 
13 Jr; ffty clan lers 

" The fiftj nuptial beds, .(such hopes had he, 

So large a promise of a progenj ,) 

The ports of plated gold, and hung noth spoils " 

Dryden’s Virgil, a 638. 
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By me that holy office were profaned , 
lit fits it me, with human gore distam’d, 

To the pure shies these Jiorrid hands to raise. 

Or ofter he icon’s great Sire polluted praise 
You. with jour matrons, go 1 a spotless tram, 

And burn rich odouis in Mmciva’s fane 
The largest mantle \ our full wardiobes hold. 

Most prized for art, and labour’d o’er with gold, 

Before the goddess honour'd knees be spread, 

And iuthe young heifers to her altar led. 

So inaj the power, atoned by fenentprajer, 

Our wixts, our infants, and our citj spare ; 

And far avert Tjdidcs' wasteful ire, 

Who mows whole troops, and makes all Troy retire 
Be this, 0 mother, jour religious care . 

I go to rouse soft Pans to the war, 

If jet not lost to all the sense of shame, 

The recreant w srnor hear the \ otcc of fame 
Oh, would hind earth the hateful wretch embrace, 

That pest of Troj. that ruin of our race ’ N 
Deep to the daik abjss might he descend, 

Troj j'Ct should flourish, and my soiaous end ” * 

This heard, she gave command and summon’d came 
Bach noble m.ation and illustrious dame 
'lhc Phrygian queen to her rich waidrobe went. 

Where treasured odours breathed a costty scent 
There la> the vestures of no vulgar ait, 

Sidom.m maids embroider’d everv part. 

Whom from soft Sidon j outhful Paris bore, 

With Helen touching on the Tjrian shore 
Here, as the queen revolved with careful ejes 
The v anous textures and the v anous dj es, 

She chose a veil that shone superior far, 

And glovv-d refulgent as the morning star 
Herself with this the long piocession leads; 

The tram majestically slow proceeds 
Soon as to lhon’s topmost tower thej come. 

And awful reach the high Palladian dome, 

Antenors consort, fair Theano, waits 
As Pallas’ priestess, and unbars the gates 
With hands uplifted and imploring eyes, 

The) fill the dome with supplicating cries. 


»-» O -tv tfffti de-rift S.c " It is apparcntl} a sudden, irregular burst of popular indig- 
nation to \«1w.h Hector allude-., wlicn he regrets that the Trojans had not spmt enough to 
cover Pans uath a mantle of nones. '1 his however was also one of the ordinarj formal 
modes or punishment for great public offences It ma> have been ongmillr connected uath 
the same feeling— the desire of avoiding the pollution of bJoodvhed-uhich *eems to ™' e 
suggested the practice or burj ing prisoners alive, vvalh a scanthne of food bj ttetr sid& 
Though Homer maVcs no mention of this horrible usage the example of the Roman v estals 
affords reasons for believing that, m ascribing it to the heroic ages, Sophocles followed an 
authentic tradition Thirlwalls Greece, vol i.p i?t» sq 
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- The piicstcss then the shining veil displays, 

Placed on Mmcna’s knees, nnd thus she prays r 
« Oh awful goddess ! ever-drcndftil maid, 

Trov’s strong defence, unconqnci’d Pallas, aid l 
Break thou 1> dales' spear, and let him fall 
Pione on the dust bcfoic the Tiojan nail * 

So twelve young heifers, guiltless of the yoke, 

Shall fill thy temple with a grateful smoke. 

But thou, atoned by penitence and prajer, 

Ouiselvcs, our infants, and our city spare 1 ” 

So piay’d the pnestess m lici holy fane ; 

So vow’d the mations, but they \oa’d in vain. 

While these appeal bcfoie the power with prayers, 

Hcctoi to Paris’ lofty dome repairs ,s 
Himself the mansion raised , from even part 
Assembling aichitects of matchless art. 

Ncai Pnam’s couit and Hector’s palace stands 
The pompous slructutc, and the town commands. 

A speai the hcio boic of wondious stiength, 

Of full ten cubits was the lance’s length; 

The steely point with golden imglcts join’d, 

Bcfoie him blandish’d, at each motion shined 
Thus entering, in the glittering looms he found 
His brother-chief, whose useless arms lay round, 

His eyes delighting with their splendid show, 

Brightening the shield, and polishing the bort.' 

Beside'hun Helen with her virgins stands, 

Guides their licit labours, and instructs then hands. 

Him thus inactive, with an aident look 
The pi mce beheld, and high-icsentmg spoke. 

“ Thy hate to Troy, is this the tune to show' ? 

(O wuetch ill-fated, and thy countiy’s foe ') 

Paris and Gieece against us both conspire; 

Thy close resentment, and their vengeful ire 
For thee gieat Ikon's guaidian heroes fall, 

Till heaps of dead alone defend hei wall ; 

Foi thee the soldicrblecds, the imtion mourns. 

And wasteful war in all its fun burns 
Ungrateful man ' desen es not this thy care, 

Our troops to hearten, and oui tods to share? 

Rise, or behold the conquer mg flames ascend, 

And all the Phrjgian gloncs at an end ” 

“Brother, ’tis just, (leplied the beauteous youth,) 

15 Parts' lofty dome " With respect to the printe dw dlmgc, w hicli ire oftenest described, 
the poets linguage barely enables ns to form a general notion of their ot'dmary plan, and 
affords no conception of the stjle which previiJcd in them, or of their effect on the eye It 
seems indeed probable, from the manner m which he dwells on their metallic ornaments, that 
the higher beauty of proportion vis but little required or understood , and it is, perhaps, 
strength and convenience, nther than elegance, that he meins to commend, m speaking of 
the fair house which Pins hid built for himself with the aid of the most skilful masons of 
Troj " — 'lhirhvall's Greece, \ol i p 231 


up 


OOK VI ] THE ILIAD. 

Thy fiee lemons trance pioves thy worth and tiuth 
Yet charge my absence Jess, O geneious chief > 

On hate to Troy, than conscious shamd and grief : 
Hdre, hid fiom human eyes, thy brotlici sate, 

And mourn’d, m seciet, his and Ilion’s fate 
’Tis now enough now glory spreads hei charms, 
And beauteous Helen calls her chief to aims 
Conquest tc-day my happier sword may bless, 

’Tis man’s to fight, but heaven’s to give success. 
But while I arm, contain thy ardent mind , 

Or go, and Pans shall not lag behind ” 



Up said, noi answer’d Pnam’s waihke son , 

When Helen thus with lowly grace begun 
“ Oh, geneious brotlici 1 (if the guilty dame 
That caused these woes desen e a sistePs name ') 
Would heaven, ere all these dreadful deeds u ere done, 
The day that show’d me to the golden sun 
Had seen my death 1 why did rot whirlwinds bear 
The fatal infant to the fowls of air ? 

Why sunk I not beneath the v helming tide, 

And midst the roarings of the waters died ? 

Heaven fill'd up all my ills, and I accursed 
Bore all, and Paris of those ills the uorst. 

Helen at least a biaver spouse might claim, 

Warm’d with some virtue, some legard of fame 1 
Now tired with toils, thy fainting limbs i cclinc, 

With toils, sustain’d for Pans’ sake and mine . 

The gods have link'd our miserable doom, 

Our present woe, and infamy to come 
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Wide shall it spicnd, and lanl through nges long, 

Example sad* and theme of future song/' 

The chief icphtd . “ 7 liii> time forbids to rest ; 

The Tiojan bands, by hostile fury press'd, 

Demand their Hcuoi, .*nd his arm requite , 

The combat urges, and my soul's on fire. 

Urge thou thy knight to march tv Fieri glory calls, 

And timely join me, tre ] lean* the v.aHs 
Eicyct I mingle m the direful ft ay. 

My w ifo, my infant, claim a moment's stay ; 

This day (pet Haps the last that secs me here) 

Demands a parting word, a tender tear: 

This day. some god wlm hates our Tiojan land 
May \ nnquish Ilcctor by a Grecian hand r 
He said, and pass’d with sad pretagmg heart 
To seek his spouse. Ins soul’s far dealer part, 

At home he sought her, but he sought in wun ; 

She, with one maid of all her mental tram, 

Had hence retired ; and with her second joy, 

The young Asty anas, the hope of Troy , 

Pensive she stood on llion’s tow cry height, 

Beheld the war, and sicken’d at the sight ; 

There her sad eyes m \am her lord explore, 

Or weep the wounds hci bleeding country bore. 

But lie who found not whom lus soul desired, 

Whose \ntuc charm’d him as her beauty fired. 

Stood m the gates, and ask’d f * what way she bent 
Hci parting step? If to the fane she went, 

Where late the mourning matrons made resort ; 

Or sought her sisters in the Troian court ? ’ 

“ Not to the court, (icplied the attendant train,) 

Noi mix’d with matrons to M men a’s fane . 

To Hum’s steepy tower she bent her way. 

To maik the fortunes of tlic doubtful day 
Troy fled, she lieaid, before the Grecian sword j 
She heard, and trembled for her absent lord . 

Distiacted with surprise, she seem’d to fly, 

Fear on her cheek, and soriou' m her eye. 

The nurse attended with her infant boy. 

The young Astyanax, the hope of Tioy ” 

Hector this heard, return’d without delay , 

Swift through the town he trod his former way, 

Through streets of palaces, and w alks of state ; 

And met the mournei at the Scican gate 
With haste to meet him spiung the joyful fair. 

His blameless wife, Action’s wealthy heir : 

(Cilician Thebe great Action stray’d. 

And Hippoplacus’ wide extended shade ) 

The nurse stood neax, m whose embraces piess’d, 

His only hope hung smiling at her breast, 
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Whom each soft charm and early grace adorn, 
Fair as the new-born star that gilds the morn 
> To this loved infant Hector ga\ e the name 
Scamandrius, from Scamander’s honour’d stieam , 
Astyanav the Trojans call'd the boy, 

From his great father the defence of Troy 
Silent the wairior smiled, and pleased lesign’d 
To tender passions all his mighty mind , 

His .beauteous puncess cast a mournful look, 
Hung on his hand, and then dejected spoke , 

Her bosom labour’d with a boding sigh, 

And the big tear stood tiembhng m her eye. 



THE MEETING Oh HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE 


“ Too daring prince 1 ah, whither dost thou run ? 
Ah, too forgetful of thy wife and son 1 
And thmk’st tliou not how wretched ne shall be, 

A widow I, a helpless oiphan he ? - 
For sure such courage length of life denies, 

" And thou must fall, thy virtue’s sacrifice 
Greece in her single heroes strove m \am , 

Now hosts oppose thee, and thou must bo slain. 

O grant me, gods, eie Hector meets his doom, 

All I can ask of hea\ en, an early tomb 1 
So shall my days m one sad tenor run, 

And end with sorrows as they fust begun 
No parent non remains my griefs to share. 

No father’s aid, no mother’s tender care 
The fierce Achilles -wrapt our walls m fire, 

Laid Thebe waste, and slew my warlike sue 1 
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His fate compassion in the vicioi bierl ; 

Stem as he was, lie yet levered the dead, 

His radiant arms preserved fiom ho r tilo spoil, 

And laid him decent on the funeral pile ; 

Then raised a mountain where his bone* ware nam'd , 

The mountam-mmphs the rural totnh adorn'd, 

Jove's s> lv an daughters bade then elms below 
A barren shade, and m his honour grow. 

*• Jly the same arm my sev cn brav e brothers fell } 

In one sad day beheld the gates cf hell ; 

While the fat heads and sivmv find i they fed, 

Amid then fields the li?ple c 5 liuocs bled J 
My mother h.cd to wear the v ictoi’s bands, 

The queen of llippopUcia’s r* Ivan land" . 

Redeem’d loo late she c carce beheld again 
Her pleasing empire and her native plain. 

When ah * oppicss'd b> hfe-consuming v.oe, 

She fell a victim to Diana’s bow. 

“ Yet while mj Hector still sun ives I see 
My fathei, mother, brethren, all, m thee : 

Alas 1 my patents, brothers, lcndrcd, all 
Once more will perish, if m\ Hector fall. 

Thy wife, thy infant, in thy <l?nger share : 

Oh, prove a husband s and a father’s care 1 
That quarter most the skilful Giecks anno), 

Where von wild fig-trees join the wall of Troy ; 

Thou, from this lower defend the important post ; 

There Agamemnon points his dreadful host, 

That pass Tydidcs, Ajav, strive to gam, 

And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train. 

Thrice our bold foes the fierce attach have given. 

Or led by hopes, or dictated from heav cn 
Let others in the field their arms employ, 

But stay my Hector here and guard his Troy ” 

The chief replied “ That post shall be my care, 

Not that alone, but all the works of war 
How would the sons of Trov, in arms renown’d, 

And Troy’s proud dames, whose garments sweep the ground 
Attaint the lustre of my former name, 

Should Hector baselj quit the field of fame ? 

My early vouth was bred to martial pams, 
hlj soul impels me to the embattled plains ! 

'Let me be foremost to defend the throne. 

And guard my father’s glories, and my own 
“ Yet come it will, die day decreed by fates * 

(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates !) 

The day when thou, imperial Troy 1 must bend. 

And see thy warriors fall, thy glories end 
And )et no dire presage so wounds my mmd. 

My mother’s death, the rum of my kind, 
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Not Priam’s lioary hairs defiled with goie, 

Not all my brotheis gasping on the shore , 

As thine, Andromache > Thy griefs I dread 
I sec thee trembling, weeping, captive led < 

In Argive looms our battles to design, 

And woes, of which so large a part was thine * 

To bcai the victor’s hard commands, or bring 
The weight of watcis from Hypena’s spring ^ 
Theie while you gioan "beneath the load of life, 
They cry, f Behold the mighty Hector’s wife f’ 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to see, 
Imbitters all thy woes, by naming me. 

The thoughts of gloty past, and present shame, 

A thousand griefs shall waken at the name ! 

May I he cold befoie that dieadful day, 

- Press’d with a load of monumental clay > 

Thy Hectoi, wrapt in cveilasting sleep, 

Shall neither hear thee sigh, nor see thee weep.” 

Thus having spoke, the illustrious chief of Troy 
Stretch’d his fond aims to clasp the lovely boy 
The babe clung crying to his nurse’s breast, 

Scared at the dazzling helm, and nodding crest. 
With secret pleasuie each fond paient smiled. 

And Hector hasted to relieve lus child, 

The glittering ten ors < from his brows unbound, 

And placed the beaming helmet on the ground , 
Then kiss’d the child, and, lifting high m air, 

Thus to the gods preferr’d a father’s prayer 

“ O thou l whose glory fills the ethereal tlnone, 
And all ye deathless pow ers 1 protect my son ' 
Grant him, like me, to pui chase just renown, 

To guard the Trojans, to defend the ciown, 

Against his country’s foes the war to wage, 

And rise the Hector of the future age 1 
So when triumphant- from successful toils 
Of heroes slam he bears the reeking spoils, 

Whole hosts may hail linn with deserved acclaim, 
And say, * This chief tianscends his father’s fame .* 
While pleased amidst the general shouts of Troy, 
His mothei’s conscious heart o’erflows with joy ” 

He spoke, and fondly gazing on her charms, 
.Restored the pleasing buidcn to her arms , 

Soft on her fragrant breast the babe she laid, 
Hush’d to repose, and with a smile survey’d 
The troubled pleasure soon chastised by fear, 

She mingled with a smile a tender tear 
The soften’d chief with kind compassion view’d. 
And dried the falling drops, and thus puisued 
“ Andromache 1 my soul’s far better part, 

Why with untimely soirows heaves thy heart ? 
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No hostile hand can antedate my doom, 

Till fate condemns me to the silent tomb. 

Fix’d is the term to all the race of c?rth ; 

And such the hard condition of our birth ; 

No force can then resist, no flight can sate, 

All sink alike, the fearful and the brave. 

No more — but hasten to th> tasks n home. 

There guide the spindle, and direct the loom * 

Me glory summons to the martial scene. 

The field of combat is the sphere for men, ^ 

Where heroes war, the foremost place I claim. 

The first m danger as the first m fame." 

Thus having said, the glorious chjef resumes 
His ton cry helmet, black with shading plumes. 

His princess parts with a prophetic sigh, 

Unwilling parts, and oft rev erts her c>c 
That stream’d at every look ; then, moving slo.v, 
Sought her own palace, and indulged her woe. 

There, while her tears deplored the godlike man, 
Through all her tram the soft infection ran ; 

The pious maids their mingled sorrows shed, 

And mourn the living Hector, .as the dead. 

But now, no longer deaf to honours call, 

Forth issues Pans from the palace wall. 

In brazen arms that cast a glcamv ray. 

Swift through the town the warrior bends his way. 

The wanton courser thus with reins unbound 
Breaks from his stall, and beats the trembling ground ; 
Pamper'd and proud, he seeks the wonted tides, 

And Ia\ es, m height of blood lus shining sides j 
His head now freed, he tosses to the skies ; 

His mane dishei ell d o'er his shoulders flies ; 

He snuffs the females in the distant plain. 

And spnngs, exulting, to his fields again. 

With equal triumph, sprighth, bold, and gay, 

In arms refulgent as the god"of day, 

The son of Priam, glor> ing m his might, 

Rush’d forth with Hector to the fields of fight. 

And now, the warriors passing on the way, 

The graceful Pans first excused his staj . 

To whom the noble Hector thus replied * 

“ O chief i m blood, and now T in arms, allied f 
Thy power m war with justice none contest ; 

Known is thy courage, and thy strength confess’d. 
What pity sloth should seize a soul so brave, 

-- Ihc sia filet, courser , 

“ Corns destner, c v c da le regie sla'le 
Oie a T usa de I' arme si n<erb% 

Fugge, e libcro al fin per largo calle 
Ya tragi annenti, o al flume usato, o a 1’ herbx” 

Gier Lib ix 75 
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Or godlike Paris live a woman's shite ? 

My heart weeps blood at vthn the Trojans sit 
And hopes thy deeds shall wipe the svun awn\ 
Haste tlicn, m all their glorious labours share. 
For much they suffer, for thv <ihc iu * ix 
These ills shall cease, \ hencer b\ lo\c‘* *tccn ; 
Wc croun the boa! to beaten and 1 bertv 
"While the proud foe his frustrate triumph* m 1 ’ in 
And Greece indignant through her seas returns f 
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ARGUMENT. 

THE SINGLE COMBAT OF HECTOR AND AJAX. 

The battle renewing with double ardour upon the return of Hector, Mincia »« unde*- "ppre- 
liensions for the Greeks Apollo, seeing her descend from Olj m; joins her ”tir the 
Scaan gtte The) agree to put off the general engagement for dial di> , i-d jemc Hc-tor 
to challenge the Greeks to i Single eombu Nine o f the princes icceptir N i K * chill* ge, 
the lot is cast and falls upon Ajax i hese heroes, after seve-al attacks, are pir’ed t y i* - 
night The Trojms calling a council, Anteaor pjipo'ts tic de'iierj cf Hc'*n to t' . 
Greeks , to which Pans will not consent, but offer, to rc-to*c t' cm ' *r near*. 1’ma *e- s 
a herald to make this oficr, aud to demand a truce for Lt rung t’ e dc < J t’-e ia«t c' v 1 1 'i 
onlj is agreed to b> Agamemnon VTien the funerals are p*rfornir , the G>c 1 , j j* n t 
to the ad t icc of Nestor, crcc- a fortiGct’ton to p-otcc' their feet aid earn; , failed » t’t 
towers, and defended bj a ditch and palisades Ncp'oae testifies Ins jrah*u,j -t this v~ tl, 
butts pacified b> a promise from Jupiter Roth rnnies pa,v the ntglt n r_ast eg 1 t 
Jupiter disheartens the Trojans with thunder, and other signs cf 1 is writh 
The thrcc-and twentieth da) ends with the duel of Hector aril Acts , the rci* day tl * 
truce is agreed, another is taken up tn the funeral ti'cs of the sla u "fid fr* r *c »s 
building the fortification before the ships. So that somcwl at rbout three dajj u tn, 1 C')t d 
in this book Tilt scene lies wholly in the field 

So spoke the guardian of the Trojan state. 

Then rush’d impetuous through the Scman gate. 

Him Paris follow'd to the dire alarms , 

Both breathing slaughter, both rcsohed m arms 
As when to sailors labouring through the nnm, 

That long hate heated the tt eary oar m tain, 

Jove bids at length the expected gdc« an^c ; 

The gales blow grateful, and the tesscl fl e<* • 

So tteicomc these to Tro>-s desiring trun . 

The bands are cheerd, the war awakes n^m 
Bold Pans first the work of dca’h begun 
On great Menestheus, Areithous’ son . 

Sprung from the fair Plulomcd t v cmbiacc, 

The pleasing A mC t.os his name phec 
Then sunk Bioneus to the shades ndov, ; 

Beneath his steclv casque* he fdt tl c b’av 

1 Cm; <r The origin vl « oil 
afijbt Some take i. fsi a « i Ter 
cone, of the helmet. 
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Full on his neck, fiom Hectoi’s weighty hand ; 

And roll'd, with limbs lelax’d, along the land. 

By Glaucus’ speai the bold Iplnnous bleeds, 

Fix'd in the shoulder as he mounts his steeds j 
Headlong,he tumbles his slack nerves unbound, 

Diop the cold useless membeis on the ground 
When now Mmeiva saw liei Ai gives slam, 

From vast Olympus to the gleaming plain 
Fierce she descends ; Apollo marked her flight, 

Nor shot less swift fiom I lion’s toweiy height. 

Radiant they met, beneath the bccchen shade j 
When thus Ap'ollo to the blue-eyed maid . 

“ What cause, 0 daughter of Almighty Jove 1 
Thus wings thy progress fiom the realms above? 

Once more impetuous dost thou bend thy way, 

To give to Gieece the long divided day ? 

Too much has Troy aheady felt thy hate, 

Now breathe thy rage, and hush the stern debate ; 

This day, the business of the field suspend ; 

Wai soon shall kindle, and gieat Ihon bend , 

Since vengeful goddesses confedei ate join 
To raze her walls, though built by hands divine " 

To whom the progeny of Jove replies 
" I left, for this, the council of th'e skies 
But who shall bid conflicting hosts foibear, 

What ait shall calm the furious sons of war?” 

To hei the god “ Great Hector’s soul incite 
To dare the boldest Greek to single fight, 

Till Greece, provoked, from all her numbers show 
A warrior worthy to be Hector’s foe.” 

At this agreed, the heavenly powers withdiew j 
Sage Helcnus their secret counsels knew ; 

Hector, inspired, he sought to him address’d, 

Thus told the dictates of his sacied breast 
“ O son of Priam 1 let thy faithful eai 
Receive my words . thy fuend and brother hear 1 
Go forth persuasive, and a while engage 
The warring nations to suspend their rage ; 

Then dare the boldest of the hostile tram 
To mortal combat on the listed plain 
For not this day shall end thy glorious date ; 

The gods have spoke it, and their voice is fate.” 

He said the warrior heard the word with joy ; 

Then with his spear lestram’d the vouth of Iroy, 

Held by the midst athwart. On either hand 
The squadrons pait ; the expecting Tiojans stand ; 

Great Agamemnon bids the Gieeks forbeai 
They breathe, and hush the tumult of the war. 

The Athenian maid,® and glonous god of day, 

• Athenian maul, Minerva. 
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With silent joy the settling hosts suivey 
In form of vultures, on the beech’s height 
They sit conceal’d, and wait the future fight 
The thiongmg troops obscure the dusky fields, 
Horrid with bristling speais, and gleaming shields. 

As when a geneial darkness veils the mam, 

(Soft Zephyr curling the wide wafry plain,) 

The waves scarce heave, the face of ocean sleeps, 

And a still horror saddens all the deeps , 

Thus m thick orders settling wide around, 

At length composed-they sit, and shade the ground 
Gieat Hector Just amidst both armies broke 
The solemn silence, and their powers bespoke 
“ Hear, all yc Trojan, all ye Grecian bands. 

What my soul prompts, and what some god commands. 
Great Jove, averse our warfare to compose, 

O'erwhelms the nations with new toils and woes ,• 

War with a fiercer tide once more returns, 

Till Ilion falls, or till yon navy burns 
You then, O princes of the Greeks 1 appeal , 

’Tis Hector speaks, and calls. the gods to heai 
From all your troops select the boldest knight, 

And him, the boldest, Hector daies to fight 
Here if I fall, by chance of battle slam. 

Be his my spoil, and his these arms remain , 

But let my body, to my friends return’d. 

By Trojan hands and Trojan flames be burn’d 
And if Apollo, m whose aid I trust. 

Shall stretch your daring champion m the dust ; 

If mine the glory to despoil the foe , 

On Phoebus’ temple I’ll his arms bestow 
The breathless caicase to your navy sent, 

Greece on the shore shall raise a monument , 

Which when some future mariner surveys, 

Wash’d by bioad Hellespont’s resounding seas, 

Thus shall he say, { A valiant Greek lies there, 

By Hector slam, the mighty man of war,’ 

The stone shall tell jour vanquish’d hero’s name 
And distant ages learn the victor’s fame ” 

This fierce defiance Greece astonish’d heard, 

Blush’d to refuse, and to accept it fear’d 
Stern Menelaus first the silence broke, 

And, mly groaning, thus opprobrious spoke 
“ Women of Greece 1 O scandal of your race, 

Whose coward souls your manly form disgrace, 

How great the shame, when every age shall know 
That not a Grecian met this noble foe 1 
Go then 1 resohe to earth, from whence ye grew, 

A heartless, spiritless, inglorious crew 1 
Be what ye seem, unanimated day. 


K 
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Myself will date the danger of the day : 

»Tis man’s bold task the generous strife to try, 

But in the hands of God is victory.” 

These words sc.ucc spoke, with generous ardour press’d, 
His manly limbs in aztuc Aims he dress’d. 

That day, Atrides ! a superior hand 

Had sti etch’d thee breathless on the hostile stiand ; 

But all at once, thy fury to compose, 

The kings of Greece, an awful band, arose ; 

Even he their chief, great Agamemnon, picss’d 
Thy daring hand, and this advice address’d ’ 

“ Whither, O Mcnelaus * wouldst thou run, 

And tempt a fate which prudence bids thee shun > 
Grieved though thou art, forbear the lash design ; 

Great Hector's aim is mightier far than tlune 
Even fieice Achilles leain’d its force to fear, 

And trembling met this dreadful son of war. 

Sit thou secure, amidst thy social band , „ 

Greece m our cause shall arm some powerful hand. 

The mightiest warrior of the Achaian name, 

Though bold and burning witifcf desire of fame, 

Content the doubtful honour might foi ego, 

So great the dangci, and so bratc the foe ” 

He said, and turn'd Ins brother’s vengeful mind ; 

He stoop’d to reason, and his lage resign’d, 

No longer bent to rush on cei tain harms , 

His joyful friends unbrace Ins azure arms 
He from, whose lips divine persuasion flow's, 

Grave Nestor, then, m graceful act arose ; 

Thus to the kings he spoke u What grief, tvhat shame 
Attend on Greece, and all the Grecian name J 
How shall, alas * her hoary heroes mourn 
Their sons degenerate, and their race a scorn 1 
What tears shall down thy silvery beard be roll’d, 

0 Peleus, old m aims, in wisdom old * 

Once with what joy the generous prince would hear 
Of every chief who fought this glorious war, 

Participate their fame, and pleased inquire 
Each name, each action, and each hero’s sue 1 
Gods 1 should he sec our warriois trembling stand, 

And trembling all before one hostile hand , 

How would he lift his aged aims on high, ~ 

Lament inglorious Greece, and beg to die 1 
Oh ’ would to all the immortal powers above, 

Minerva, Phcebus,'-and almighty Jove ' 

Years might again roll back, my youth lenew, 

And give this arm the spring which once it knew . 

When fieice in war, where Jardan’s waters fall, 

1 led my troops to Phea’s tiemblmg wall, 

And with the Arcadian spears my -prowess tried, 
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Where Celadon rolls down his rapid tide 3 
There Ereuthalion biaved us m the field, 

Ploud Areithous’ dieadful arms to wield. 

Great Areithous, known from shore to shoie 
By the huge, knotted, iron mace lie bore , 

No lance he shook, noi bent the twanging bow, 

But broke, with this, the battle of the foe 
Him not by manly force Lycurgus slew, 

Whose guileful javelin fiom the thicket flew, 

Deep in a winding way his breast assailed. 

Nor aught the Warner’s thundering mace avail’d. 
Supine he fell • those arms which Mars before 
Had given the vanquish’d, now the victor bore . 

But when old age had dimm’d Lycurgus’ eyes, 

To Eieuthalion he consign’d the prize 
Furious with this he crush’d our levell’d bands, 

And dared the trial of the strongest hands , 

Nor could the strongest hands his fury stay 
All saw, and fear’d, his huge tempestuous sway 
Till I, the youngest of the host, appear’d, 

And, youngest, met whom all our army fear’d 
I fought the chief my' arms Minerva ci own’d 
Prone fell the giant o’er a length of ground 
What then I was, O weie your Nestor now 1 
Not Hector’s self should want an equal foe 
But, warnors, you that youthful vigour boast, 

The flower of Greece, the examples of out host, 
Sprung from such fathers, who such numbers sway, 
Can you stand trembling, and desert the day ? ” 

His warm repioofs the listening kings inflame , 

And nine, the noblest of the Grecian name, 
Up-started fierce but far before the rest 
The king of men advanced his dauntless breast . 
Then bold Tydides, great m arms, appear’d , 

And next lus bulk gigantic Aja\ rear’d , 

Oilcus follow’d , Idomcn was there, 4 v 

And Merion, dreadful as the god of war 
With these Eurypylus and Thoas stand, 

And wise Ulysses closed the daring band 
All these, alike inspired with noble rage, 

Demand the fight To whom the Pylian sage 
“ Lest thirst of glory your brave souls divide, 

What chief shall combat, let the gods decide 
Whom heaven shall choose, be his the chance to raise 
His country’s fame,, his own immortal praise” 

The lots produced, each hero signs his own 
Then m the general’s helm the fates aie thrown, 5 


3 Celadon, a ri\ er of Elis . . 

4 Olleut, t c Ajax, the'son of Oilcus, in contradistinction to Aja\, 'on of Telamon 

5 In the generals /elm It was custom-irj to put the lots into a helmet, in » wen the} were 

a ell shaken up , each jnan then took his choice. 0 
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The people pi ay, with lifte'd eyes and hands, 

And vows like these ascend fi om all the bands : , 

« Grant, thou Almighty 1 in whose hand is fate, 

A worthy champion for the Grecian state . 

This task let Ajax 01 Tydides prove, 

Or he, the king of kings, beloved by Jove.” 

Old Nestor shook the casque. By heaven inspired, 

Leap’d forth the lot, of every Gieek desired. 

This from the right to left the herald bears, 

Held out in order to the Grecian peers , 

Each to his mal yields the mark unknown, 

Till godlike Ajax finds the lot his own , 

Survejs the inscription with rejoicing eyes, 

Then casts befoie him, and with tiansport cries : 

“-Warriois 1 I claim the lot, and arm with joy ; 

Be mine the conquest of this chief of Troy' 

Now while my brightest arms my limbs invest, 

To Saturn’s son be all j our vows address’d 
But pray m secret, lest the foes should hear, 

And deem your prayers the mean effect of fear. 

Said I m secret ? No, youi yows declare 
In such a voice as fills the eaith and an, - 
Lives there a chief whom Ajax ought to dread? 

Ajax, m all the toils of battle bred 1 - 
From warlike Salamis I diew my birth, 

And, born to combats, fear no force on earth ” 

He said The troops with elevated ej es. 

Implore the god whose thunder rends the skies . 

“ O father of mankind, superior lord » ^ 1 

On lofty Ida’s holy lull adored 

Who in the highest heaven hast fix’d tliy throne, " 

Supreme of gods 2 unbounded and alone . 

Grant thou, that Telamon raaybeai away 
The praise and conquest of this doubtful day ; 

Or, if lllustuous Hector be thy care, 

That both maj ’claim it, and that both may shaie” 

Now Ajax braced Ins dazzling aimour on , 

Sheathed m bright steel the giant-warrior shone : 

He mo\ es to combat w ith majestic pace , 

So stalks m arms the grisly god of Tin ace, 6 • - 
When Jove to punish faithless men prepares, 

And gives whole nations to the waste of w r ars, 

Thus march’d the chief, tremendous as a god , 

Grimly lie smiled , eaith ticmbled as he strode 7 

< Gel tf T) race. Mirs, or Maiors, according tti his Thracnn epithet Hence "Mai orlia 
Mama ” 

Or t h sn tied 

"And death 1 

Gnan’d lsomb’> si ghas Ij smile "--"Paradise Lost." « 84s. 

"There Majors stands 

Gnimng a. ith gfcastlj feature "—Carey's Dante Hc’l, v. 
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His massy javelm quivering m lus hand, 

He stood, the bulwark of the Giecian band 
Through every Argive heat t new transport ran , 

All Troy stood trembling at the mighty man 
Even Hectoi paused, and with new doubt opptess’d, 
Felt his great heart suspended jn his breast 
T w as vain to seek retreat, and \am to feai , 

Himself had challenged, and the foe drew near. 

- Stern Telamon behind his ample shield 
As from a brazen lower, o’erlook’d the fit id 
Huge was its orb, with seven, thick folds o’eicasl. 

Of tough bull-hides ; of solid brass the last, 

(The work of Tychius, who in Hvle dwell'd 
And in all arts of armoury cxcell d,) 

.This Ajax bore before lus manlj breast, 

• And, threatening, thus lus ad\ erse chief address’d 
“ Hectoi 1 .ippioach my arm, and smglj know 
What strength thou hast, and what the Grecian foe. 
Achilles shuns the fight , 5 et some there arc, 

Not void of soul, and not unskilld in war 
- Let him, unactive on the sea-beat shore. 

Indulge his wrath, and aid our arms no more , 

Whole troops of heroes Greece has \ et to boast. 

And sends thee one, a sample of her host. 

Such as I am, I come to prove th\ might , 

No more be sudden, and begin the fight " 

“ O son of Telamon, thy country’s pnde 1 
(To Ajax thus the Trojan prince replied) 

Me, as a boy, 01 woman, wouldst thou fright, 

New' to the field, and trembling at the fight ? 

Thou meet’st a chief desen mg of tin arms, 

To combat born, and bred anudst ahrms 
I know to shift my ground, remount the car, 

Turn, charge, and answer even' call of war , 

To right, to left, the dexterous lance I wield, 

And bear thick battle on my sounding shield 
But open be our fight, and bold each blow , 

I steal no conquest from a noble foe ” 

He said, and rising, high abo\ c the field 
Whirl’d the long lance against the sevenfold shic'd 
Full on the brass descending from above 
Through six bull-lndcs the furious weapon drove, 

Till m the seventh it fix’d. Then \jax threw 
Through Hectors shield the forceful nvehn fit v. 

His corslet enters, and his garment rends, 

And glancing downward 5 , ncai lus flank descends 
The wary Troj in shiinhs and bending low 
Beneath his buckler, disappoint 5 the blo.v 
From their bored shields the chiefs theirj-nehn: t.ix , 
Then close impetuous. «»«<* the charge ter cm ; 
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Fierce as the mountam-lions bathed m blood, 

Oi foaming boats, the tenoi of the wood. 

At Ajax, Hector his long lance extends , 

The blunted point against the bucklei bends 
But Ajax, watchful as his foe diew near. 

Drove through the Tiojan targe the knotty speai ; 

It reach’d his neck, with matchless strength impell’d 1 
Spouts the black gore, and duns Ins shmmg shield. 

Yet ceased not Hector thus ; but stooping down, ' 

In his strong hand up-heaved a flinty stone, 

Black, craggy, vast to this his force he bends ; 

Full on the brazen boss the stone descends , 

The hollow brass lesounded with the shock 
Then Ajax seized the fiagment of a rock. 

Applied each neive, and swinging lound on high, 

With force tempestuous, let the rum fly , 

The huge stone thundering through his bucklei broke : 
His slacken’d knees received the numbing stroke , - 
Great Hector falls extended on the field; 

His bulk supporting on the shatter’d shield . 



Nor wanted heavenly aid Apollo’s might 
Confirm’d his sinews, and icstored to fight. 

And now both heroes then broad falchions drew : 
In flaming circles round their heads they flew , 
But then by heralds’ voice the word was given’ 
Ihc sacred mmistcis of earth and heaven 
Divine Tal thy bins, whom the Greeks employ, ' 
And sage Idanis on the part of Troy, 
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, Between the sw ords their peaceful sceptres rear’d , 
And first I dams’ awful voice was heard : 

“ Forbear, my sons ' your further force to pro\e, 
Both dear to men, and both beloved of Jove 
To either host your matchless woith is known, 

Each sounds yout piaisc, and wai ts all jour own. 
But now the Night extends her awful shade ; 

The goddess parts you , be the night obej ’d ” 8 
To whom gieat Ajax his high soul e\pi ess’d 
“ O sage f to Hector be these w 01 ds addi ess d 
Let him, who first provoked out chiefs to fight, 

Let him demand the sanction of the night , 

If first he ask’d it, I content obey, 

And cease the strife when Hectoi shows the wa\.” 

“ O first of Greeks 1 (his noble foe rejoin’d) 

Whom heaven adoins, supenor to thy kind, 

With strength of body, and with worth of mind 1 
Now martial law commands us to forbear , 

Hereafter we shall meet m glorious war, 

Some future day shall lengthen out the strife, 

And let the gods decide of death or life ' 

Since, then, the night extends hergloomy shade. 

And heaven enjoins it, be the night obej’d 
Return, biavc Ajax, to thy Grecian friends. 

And joy the nations whom thy arm defends , 

As I shall glad each chief, and Trojan wife, 

Who wearies heaven with vows for Hectors life 
But let us, on this memorable day, 

- Exchange some gift that Greece and Trov may say, 
Not hate, but gloiy, made these chiefs contend ; 
And each brave foe w r as in his soul a friend ”’ 

With that, a sword with stais ol silvei graced. 

The baldric studded, and the sheath enchased. 

He gave the Greek The generous Greek bestow’d 
A ladiant belt that rich with purple glow’d 
Then with majestic grace they quit the plain , 

This seeks the Grecian, that the Phngian tram. 

The Trojan bands ictummg Hector wait, 

And hail with joy the Champion of their state. 
Escaped gieat Ajax, they survey him round. 

Alive, unarm’d, and vigorous fiom bis wound , 

To 1 ray’s high gates the godlike man they bear 
Their present triumph, as their late desp-m 
But Ajax, glorv mg in his hardv deed. 

The well-arm’d Greeks to Agamemnon lead 
A steer for sacrifice the king design’d, 


8 “ Sete 0 querricn tneomne n TWI ri, 

Con pan honn- <1* pin ambo i, 

Dunqttc cc-.ii h p , m, e vr ft v »»>’<* 

Le n^iom, e’ln, o e C J i it >'i ft ’ 1 
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Of full five years, and of the nobler kind. 

Jhe victim falls , they strip the smoking hide. 

The beast they quartei, and the joints divide ; 

Then spiead the tables, the lepast prepaid, 

Each takes his seat, and each receives his shaie. 

The king himself (an honorary sign) 

Before great Ajax placed the mighty chine. 9 
When now the rage of hunger was removed, 

Nestor, in each peisuasive art appioied, 

The sage whose counsels long had sway’d the rest, 

In words like these his prudent thought express’d : 

“ How deal, O kings 1 this fatal day has cost. 

What Greeks aie perish’d 1 what a people lost ! 

What tides of blood have drench’d Scaniander’s shore 1 
What crowds of heroes sunk to use no more ' 

Then hear me, chief 1 nor let the morrow’s light 
Awake thy squadrons to new toils of fight . 

' Some^space at least permit the w.ai to breathe, 

While we to flames our slaughter’d friends bequeath, 

From the red field then scatter’d bodies bear. 

And nigh the fleet a funeial stiuctuie rear ; 

So decent urns their snowy bones may keep, 

And pious children o’er their ashes weep 
Here, where on one promiscuous pile they blazed. 

High o’er them all a general tomb be raised , 

Next, to secure our camp and naval poweis, 

Raise an embattled wall, with lofty torveis ; 

From space to space be ample gates around, 

For passing chariots , and a tiench piofound. 

So Greece to combat shall m safety go. 

Nor fear the fierce incursions of the foe ” ' 

’Twas thus the sage his wholesome counsel moved ; 

The sceptred kings of Greece his words approved 
Meanwhile, convened at Priam’s palace-gate, 

The-Trojan peers .m nightly council sate , 

-A senate void of order, as of choice . 

Their hearts were fearful, and confused their voice 
Antenor, rising, thus demands their eai 
“ Ye Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliars, heai ’ 

’Tis heaven the counsel of my bieast mspnes, 

And I but move what every god lequires 
Let Sparta’s treasuies "be this hour restored. 

And Argive Helen own her ancient loid 
The ties of faith, the sworn alliance, broke, ' 

Ou,i impious battles the just gods provoke 
As this advice ye piactise, or reject, 

So hope success, or diead the dire effect.” 

9 It was an ancient style of compliment to give a larger portion of food to the conqueror, or 
person to whom respect was to be shown bee Virg JEn viii x8i Thus Benjamin was 
honoured with a “ double ponton ’’ Gen xhu 34 . 
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The senior spoke and sate To whom replied 
The graceful husband of the Spaitan bride • 

“ Cold counsels, Tiojan, may become thy x ears 
But sound ungrateful m a w amor’s ears 
Old man, if void of fallacy or art, 

Thy words express the purpose of thy heart, 

Thou, m thy tune, more sound advice hast gixcn , 

But wisdom has its date, assign d by hea\cn 
Then heai me, princes of the 1 rojan name < 

Their treasures I’ll restore, but not the dame ; 

My treasures too, for peace, I will icsign , 

But be this bright possession c\ei mtne ” 

’Txvas then, the giowing discord to compose, 

Slow' fiom his seat the lexcicnd Priam rose 
His godlike aspect deep attention diew 
He paused, and these pacific woids ensue 
“ Ye Trojans, Dardans, and auuhar bands 1 
Now' take refreshment as the hour demands , 

Guard tvell the xvalls, reliev e the w»atch of night. 

Till the new sun restoies the cheerful light 
Then shall our herald, to the Atridcs sent, 
efore their ships pioclaim my son’s intent 
Next let a truce be ask’d, that Troy maj burn 
Her slaughter’d heroes, and their bones mum , 

That done, once mdic the fate of wai be tried, 

And whose the conquest, mighty Jo\c decide ' ’ 

The monaich spoke the warnors snatch’d with haste 
(Each at his post m arms) a short repast 
Soon as the rosy morn had waked the -day. 

To the black ships Idaius bent Ins xxay , 

Thcie, to the sons of Mars, m council found. 

He raised his voice the host stood listening lound 
“Ye sons of Atrcus, and xe Greeks, gixe car 1 
The words of Trov, and Troy’s great monarch, heir 
Pleased may a e hear (so heax cn succeed nn pray ers) 
What Puis, author of the war, dcclaies. 

The spoils and treasures he to Ilion bore 
(Oh had lie perish’d ere they touch’d oui shore !) 

He proffers injured Greece with large increase 
Of added 1 rojan wealth to bu\ the peace 
But to restore the beauteous bride again, 

This Greece demands, and Tiox requests in x -mix 
Next, O ye chiefs 1 we ask a truce to burn 
Our slaughter’d heroes and their bones mum 
That done, once more the fate of xxar be tried, ^ 

And whose the conquest, mighty Joxe decide 3 " 

The Greeks gax e car, but none the sdencc bro.ee ; 

At length Tx dales rose, and rising spoke 
“ Oh, take not, friends * defrauded of your fame. 

Their proffer'd wealth, nor exen the Spirtm dame. 
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Let conquest make them ouis * fate shakes their wall, 

And Troy already totters to hei fall ” % 

The admiring chiefs, and all the Grecian name, 

With general shouts relum’d him loud acclaim. 

Then thus the king of kings i ejects the peace * 

, “ Herald » m him thou hcai’st the voice of Greece 
Foi what lemams ,« let funeral flames be fed 
With heroes’ coips . I wai not with the dead : 

Go search youi slaughter'd chiefs on yondei plain, 

And giatify the manes of the slain 
Be witness, Jove, whose fhundei lolls on high ' 

He said, and lear’d his sccptie to the sky 
To sacred Tioy, wheic all hei princes lay 
To wait the event, the herald bent his nay. 

He came, and standing m the midst, explain’d 
The peace rejected, but the truce obtain’d 
Straight to tlicir several caies the Trojans move, 

Some seai cli the plains, some fell the sounding grove . 

Nor less the Greeks, descending on the shore, 

Helv’d the gieen foiests, and the bodies bore. 

And now from forth the chambeis of the mam, 

To shed his sacred light on earth again, 

Arose the golden chariot of the day. 

And tipp’d the mountains with a puiple lay. 

In mingled throngs the Gieek and Trojan tram 
Through heaps of carnage seaicli’d the mournful plain. 

Scarce could the friend his slaughter’d friend explore, 

With dust dishonour’d, and deformed w ith gore 
The wounds they wash’d, their pious tears they shed, 

And, laid along their cars, deplored the dead 
Sage Priam check’d then giief with silent haste 
The bodies decent on the piles were placed 
With melting heaits fhe cold remains they buin’d 
And, sadly slow, to .sacred Troy return’d. 

Nor less the Greeks then pious sorrows shed, 

And decent on the pile dispose the dead , 

The cold remains consume with equal care , 

And slowly, sadly, to then fleet repaii 

Now, eie the morn had streak’d with reddening light 

The doubtful confines of the day and night, 

About the dying flames'the Greeks appear’d, 

And lound the pile a general tomb they rear’d 
Then, to secure the camp and naval poweis, 

They raised embattled walls with lofty towers 10 

,0 Embattled walls "Another essential bisis of mechanical unity in the poem > s the 
construction of the rampart This tikes place in the seventh book “I he reason ascribed for 
the glaring improbability that the Greeks should have left their camp and fleet unfortified 
during nine years, in the midst of a hostile country, is a purely poetical one ‘ So long as 
Achilles fought, the terror of his name sufficed to keep every foe at a distance ’ The disasters 
consequent on his secession first led to the necessity of other means of protection Accord- 
ing!} , in the battles previous to the eighth book, no allusion occurs to a rampart , in all those 
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From spice to space were ample gates around, 

For passing chariots, and a tiench profound 
Of large extent , and deep m earth below, 

Strong piles infix’d stood adverse to the foe 
So toil’d the Greeks meanwhile the gods above. 
In -shining circle round their fathei Jove, 

Amazed beheld the wondrous works of man 
- Then he, whose trident shakes the earth, ‘ began 
“ What mortals henceforth shall oui power adoie, 
Our fanes fiequent, our oracles implore, 

If the proud Grecians thus successful boast 
Their rising bulwarks on the sea-beat coast ? 

See the long walls extending to the mam, 

No god consulted, and no victim slain 1 
Their fame shall fill the w orld’s remotest ends, 

Wide as the morn her golden beam extends , 

While old Laomedon’s divine abodes, 

Those radiant structures laised by laboui mg gods, 
Shall, razed and lost, m long oblivion sleep ’ 

Thus spoke the hoary monarch of the deep 
The almighty Thunderer with a frown replies, 
That clouds the world, and blackens half the skies 
Strong god of ocean 1 thou, whose rage can make 
The solid earth’s eternal basis shake • 

What cause of feai from mortal works could move “ 
The meanest subject of our realms abo\ e ? 

Where’er the sun’s'iefulgent rays are cast, -> 

Thy power is honour’d, and thy fame shall last 
But yon proud work no future age shall view', 

No trace remain w'here once the glory giew 
The sapp’d foundations by thy force shall fall, 

And, whelm’d beneath tliy waves, drop the huge wall 
Vast drifts of sand shall change the former shore 
The ruin vanish’d, and the name no more ” 

Thus they m heaven while, o’ei the Grecian tiam, 
The rolling sun descending to the mam 
Beheld the finish’d w ork Their bulls they slew , 
Black from the tents the savoury % apour flew 
And now' the fleet, arrived from Lemnos’ strands, 
With Bacchus’ blessings cheered the generous bands 
Of fragrant wines the rich Eunams sent 
A thousand measures to the royal tent 
(Eunteus, whom Hypsipyld of yore 
To Jason, shepherd of his people, bore.) 


ihufli follow it forms a prominent feature Here, then, in the anomaly as m the propriety of 
he Iliad, the destiny of Achilles or ratner this peculiar crisis of it, forms the penadin,’ 
lOiitl of connexion to the whole poem ** — Mure, \ol i p 257 
11 IWiat enlist <f fear, &c. , 

“ Seest thou not this ” or do we fear in ran 
lhi boasted thunders, and thy thoughtless reign 1 

J Drydcnslirgil, n 304 
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The lest they purchased at their pioper cost, 

And well the plenteous fi eight supplied the host • 

Each, m exchange, proportion’d treasures gave *, **, 

Some, brass or iron ; some, an ox, 01 slave 

All night they feast, the Greek and Trojan powers : 

Those on the fields, and these within their towers 
But Jove aveise the signs of wiath display’d, 

And shot led lightnings thiough the gloomy shade : 
Humbled they stood , pale liouoi seized on all, 

While the deep thunder shook the aerial hall. 

Each pour’d to Jove befoie the bowl was crown’d ; 

And large libations diench’d the thnsty giound * 

Then late, lefresh’d with sleep from toils of 'fight. 

Enjoy’d the balmy blessings of the night 

” In exchange These Jincs are referred to by Thcoplulus, the Roman lawyer, m tit,xxni 
§ I, as exhibiting tb<* most ancient mention of barter 
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What god but enters yon forbidden field, 

Who yields assistance, or but wills to yield, 

Back to the skies with shame he shall be driven, 

Gash’d with dishonest wounds, the scorn of heaven ; 

Or fai, oh f«n, from steep Olympus thtown, 

Low in the dark Taitarcan gulf shall groan, 

With burning chains fix’d to the brazen floors, 

And lock’d by hell’s mexoiable doors , 

As deep beneath the infernal centre hurl’d/ 

As from that centre to the ethereal world. 

Let lnm who tempts me, dread those dire abodes : 

And know, the Almighty is the god of gods. 

League all your foiccs, then, ye powers above, 

Join all, and try the omnipotence of Jove 

Let down our golden cvct lasting chain 3 

Whose strong embiace holds lieav en, and earth, and mam : 

Strive all, of mortal and immoital birth, 

To drag, by this, the Thunderer dow n to earth * 

Ye strive m vain 1 if I but stretch this hand, 

I heav e the gods, the ocean, and the land ; 

I fix the chain to great Olympus’ height, 

And the vast world hangs trembling m my sight ' 

For such I reign, unbounded apd abov e ; 

And such are men, and gods, compared to Jove” 

The all-mighty spoke, nor durst the powers reply 
A reverend horror silenced all the sky r 
Trembling they stood before their sovereign’s look , 

At length Ins best-beloved, the power of wisdom, spoke : 

“ O first and greatest 1 God, by gods adored 1 
We own thy might, our father and our lord ! 

But, ah 1 permit to pity human stale 
If not to help, at least lament their fate 
From fields forbidden we submiss refium, ’ 

With arms unaiding mourn our Argives slam ; 

Yet grant my counsels still their breasts may move, 

Or all must pensh m the wrath of Jove.” 


a “As fir removed from God and light of heaven. 

As from the centre thrice to th' utmost pole " — " Paradise Lost " 

, “ E quanto c da lc stelle a! basso inferno, 

lanto l piu in su de la stellata spera.” — Gicr Lib 17 ' 

“ Some of the epithets which Homer applies to the heavens seem to imply that he considered 
it as a solid ■vault of metal But it is not necessary' to construe these epithets so literally , nor 

to draw smy such inference from his description of Atlas, who holds the lofty pillars which 
keep earth and heaven asunder Yet it vi ould seem, from the manner m which the height of 
heaven is compared with the depth of Tartarus, that the region of light was thought to hv e 
certain bounds The summit of the Thessalian Olympus w is regirded as the highest point 
on the earth, and it is not alvvay s carefully distinguished from-thc aenan regions abov c The 
idea of a seat of the gods— perhaps derived from a mote ancient tradition, in which it was not 
attached to any geographical site— seems to be indistinctly blended in the poet’s mind with 
that of the real mountain. ’ — Thirlwall s Greece, vol 1 p 317, sq 

3 " Now lately heav’n, earth, another world 
* Hung o’er my realm, link’d in a golden chain 

1 0 that side neav’n " — “ Paradise Lost,” u 1004 - 



143 


Book VIII.] 7//A ILIAD. 

The cloud compelling god her suit approved, 

And smiled superior on his best beloved , 

Then call’d Ins courts, and his chariot took , 

'1 lie stodfuM llmi.itncnl beneath them shook 
Rapt by llic ethereal steeds the chntiot roll’d , 
lb *!>>'» note then hoofs, their curling manes of gold 
Of lie nen’s undiossv gold the gods an ay, 

Refulgent flash d mtolci able day 
Jligh on the throne lie slimes his coursers fly 
II tin tea the extended eaith and starry sky 
Hut when to lua's topmost height lie came, 

(Fair nurse of fountains, and of savage game,) 

Where o'er her pointed summits proudly laiscd, 

Ills fane breathed odours, and his altar blazed . 

*J here, from his radiant car, the sacred sire 
Of gods and men icleascd the steeds of fire 
Blue ambient mists the nnnioitnl steeds embraced , 
High on the cloud} point Ins seat he placed , 

'1 hence his broad cy c the subject world surveys, 

The town, and tents, and navigable seas 

Now had the Grecians snatch’d a short lepast, 

And buckled on their shining arms with haste 
Troy roused as soon ; for on this dreadful day 
'I he fate of fathers, wives, and infants lay 
The gates unfolding poui forth all their tram ; 
Squadrons on squadions cloud the dusky plain 
Men, steeds, and chariots shake the trembling ground ■ 
The tumult thickens, and the skies resound , 

And now with shouts the shocking armies closed, 

To lances lances, shields to shields opposed,' 

Host against host with shadowy legends dicw, 

1 he sounding darts m non tempests flew , 

Victors and vanquish’d join promiscuous cries, 
Triumphant shouts and dying groans arise , 

With streaming blood the slippery fields are dyed, 

And slaughter’d heroes swell the dreadful tide 
Long as the morning beams, increasing bught, 

O’er heaven's clear azure spread the sacred light, 
Commutual death the fate of war confounds, 

Each adverse battle gored with equal wounds 
But when the sun the height of heaven ascends, 

7 he sire of gods his golden scales suspends, 4 


f //« £?!Icr. irttles 


* J ou now, sole arljiiei of pc ice ind war, 
field forth the fatal b -dance from afar 
Kicli host he weighs . by turns they both prevail, 
i ill Troy descending fix’d the doubtful scale 

Memch’s Iryphiodorus, v 687, sqq 


"Th’ Eternal, to prevent such homd fraj, 

H ting forth in hca\ ’n his golden scales, 
Wherein all tilings created first lie weighed, 

2 he pendulous round c*irth> mth balanced air 
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Practised alike to turn, to stop, to chase, 

To dare the fight, or urge the rapid race 
These late obey’d jEneas’ guiding rem , 

Leave thou thy chariot to our faithful tram , 

With these agamst-yon Trojans will we go. 

Nor shall great Hector want an equal foe , 

Fierce as he is, even he may learn to feat 
The thirsty fury of my flying spear ” 

Thus said the chief, and Nestoi, skill’d in war, 
Approves Ins counsel, and ascends the car 
The steeds he left, their trusty servants hold , 
Eurymedon, and Sthenelus the bold 
Ihe revei end chanoteei directs the course, 

And stiams his aged arm to lash the horse 
Hector they face , unknowing how to fear, 

Fierce he diove on , Tydides whirl’d his speai. 

The spear with erring haste mistook its way, 

But plunged m Emopeus’ bosom lay. 

His opening hand m death forsakes the rem , 

The steeds fly back he falls, and spurns the plain. 
Great Hector sorrows for his servant kill’d, 

Yet unrevenged permits to press the field > 

Till, to supply Ins place and rule the car, 

Hose Archeptolemus, the fierce m wai 
And now had death and honor cover’d all , s 
Like timorous flocks the Trojans in their wall 
Inclosed had bled but Jove with awful sound 
Roll’d the big thunder o’er the vast profound 
Full m Tydides’ face the lightning flew , 

The ground befoie him flamed with sulphur blue , 
The quivering steeds fell prostrate at the sight , 

And Nestor’s trembling hand confess’d his fnght 
He dropp’d the reins and, shook with sacred dread, 
Thus, turning, warn’d the intrepid Dioined 
u O chief' too daring m thy friend’s defence^ 
Retire advised, and uige the chariot hence 
This day, aveise, the sovereign of the skies 
Assists great Hector, and our palm denies 
Some other sun may see the happier hour, 

When Greece shall conquer by his heavenly power. 
’Tis not m man his fix’d decree to move 
The great will glory to submit to Jove ” 

“ O reverend prince ' (Tydides thus lephes) 

Thy years are awful, and thy woids are wise 
But ah, what grief ' should haughty Hector boast 
I fled inglorious to the guarded coast 


s And now, S. c. 


“And now nil heaven 
Had gone to wrack, with rum oterspread 
Had not th* Almighty Father, where he sits „ 

foreseen — ‘ Paradise Lo't» m o6g 
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Before that due disgrace shall blast nn fame. 

O’crwhelm me, earth ; and hide a warrior’s shame V* _ 

To whom Gereman Nestor thus replied . 6 
“ Gods > can thy courage fear the Phrygian's pride ? 

Hector may vaunt, but who shall heed the boast ? 

Not those who felt thj arm, the Dardan host. 

Nor Tro\ , 3 et bleeding m her heroes lost ; 

Not even a" Phrygian dame, who dreads the sword 
That laid m dust her lo\ ed, lamented lord.*' 

He said and. hast> oer the gasping throng 
Drnes the swift steeds * the chariot smokes along; 

The shouts of Tiojans thicken m the wind ; 

The storm of hissing ja\ elms pours behind. 

Then with a \ oice that shakes the solid skies, 

Pleased. Hector bra\ cs the warrior as he flies. 

,s Go, might} hero ! graced above the rest 
In seats of council and the sumptuous feast . 

Now* hope no more those honours from thy train : 

Go less tban woman in the form of man * 

To scale our walls, to wrap our towers ,n flames. 

To lead in c\ile the fair Phrygian dames. 

Thy once proud hopes, presumptuous prince ! are fled ; 

This arm shall reach thy heart and stretch thee dead * 

Now fears dissuade him and now hopes mute. 

To stop his coursers and to stand the fight ; 

Thrice* turn’d the chief, and thrice imperial Jove 
'On Idas summits thunder'd from above. 

Great Hector heard ; he saw the flashing light, 

(The sign of conquest.) and thus urged the fight . 

Hear, every Trojan L} cian. Dardan band, 

All famed in war, and dreadful hand to hand. 

Be mindful of the wTeaths your arms have w on. 

Your great forefathers' glories, and your own. 

Heard } e the voice of J ore ? Success and fame 
Awa£ on Troy, on Greece eternal shame 
In vam they skulk behind their boasted wall. 

Weak bulwarks : destined by this arm to falL 
High o cr their slighted trench our steeds shall bound 
And pass victorious o’er the lei ell d mound. 

Soon as before yon hollow ships we stand. 

Fight each with flames, and toss the blazing brand : 

Till, their proud navy wTapt in smoke and fires. 

All Greece, encompass-d, in one blaze expires” 

Furious he said ; then bending o’er the \ oke. 

Encouraged his proud'steeds. while thus he spoke . 

‘ { Now*, Nanthus -Ethon, Lampus, uige the chase, 

And thou, Podargus * pro-, e thy generous race , 

6 Gtnna 4 j Xfstrr Tee epJ'et either refers to the name of a phsce to which 

£.es*c.-\ns educated, cr merely spares hcnojrcd, revercc. See Schcl. Vc-et in 11 £ 
Stra&o, via p. 540 
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Be fleet, be fearless, this important day, 

And all your master’s well-spent care lcpay 
For this, lugh-fed, in plenteous stalls >c stand, 
Served with puie wheat, and by a princess’ hand ; 
For this my spouse, of great Action’s line, 

So oft has steep’d the stiengthemng gram m wine 
Now swift pursue, now thundei uncontroll’d 
Give me to seize rich Nestor’s shield of gold , 

From Tydcus’ shoulders stup the costh load, 

' Vulcaman arms, the laboui of a god 
These if we gain, then victory, je powers 1 
This night, this glorious night, the fleet is ours •*’ 
That heard, deep anguish stung Saturnia’s soul ; 
She shook her throne, that shook the starry pole 
And thus to Neptune “ Thou, whose force can make 
The stedfast earth from her foundations shake, 

Seest thou the Giecks by fates unjust oppress’d, 

Noi swells thy heart m that immortal breast? 

Yet yEgie, I-Ielicc, thy pow er obey, 7 
And gifts unceasing on thine altars laj. 

Would all the deities of Gicece combine, 

In vain the gloomy Thunderei might repine 
Sole should he sit, with scarce a god to friend, 

And see his Trojans to the shades descend 
Such be the scene fiom his I drain bower. 

Ungrateful prospect to the sullen power ! ” 

Neptune with wrath 1 ejects the lash design 
“What rage, what madness, iutious queen 1 is thine? 

I w'ai not with the highest. All aboie 
Submit and tremble at the hand of Jo\c ” 

Now godlike Hector, to whose matchless might 
Jove gave the gloij of the destined fight, 

Squadrons on squadions drives, and fills the fields 
With close-tanged chariots, and with thicken d shnAls 
Where the deep tiench in length extended 1 ij, 
Compacted troops stand wedged in firm arm, 

A dreadful fiont 1 they shake the brands, and threat 
With long-dcstrojmg flames the hostile fleet 
The king of men, by Junos self inspired, 

Toil'd through the tents, and all his irmv fired. 

Swift as he moved, he lifted m his hand 
His purple robe, bright ensign of command 
High on the midmost bark the king appear’d * 

There, fiom Uljsscs' deck, Ins xoice was heard 
To Aja\ and Achilles reach’d the sound. 

Whose distant ships the guatded navi bound 
“O Argues ! shame of human nee * (he cried : 

The hollow' \essels to his \oice replied ) 

\\ here now' arc all jour glouous boast* of inrc. 

7 A?g>r, f/Atct Both these totvns « e r e co"*piK.oas fc- fie - w j* j» ef ?«*T 
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Your hasty triumphs on the Lemnian shore ? 

Each fearless hero daies a hunched foes, 

While the'feast lasts, and while the goblet flows , 

But who to meet one martial man is found, 

When the fight rages,' and the flames suuound 3 
O mighty Jove 1 O sire of the distiess’cl 1 
Was ever king like me, like me oppiess’cl ? 

With power immense, with justice arm’d in vain , 

My glory ravish’d, and my people slain ' 

To thee my vows wcie breathed fiom every shoie ; 
What altar smoked not with our victims* gore ? 

With fat of bulls I fed the constant flame, 

And ask’d destiuction to the Trojan name. 

Now, giacious god 1 far humbler our demand ; 

Give these at least to ’scape fiom Hector’s hand, 

And save the lelics of the Giecian land 
Thus pray’d the king, and heaven’s great father heaid 
His vows, in bitterness of soul prcfeir*d : 

The wrath appeased, by happy signs declaies, 

And gives the people to their monarch’s piaycrs. 

His eaglet sacied bird of heaven * he sent, 

A fawn his talons truss’d, (divine portent 0 
High o’er the wondering hosts he soar’d above, 

Who paid their vows to Panomphaean Jove , 

Then let the prey before his altar fall , 

The Greeks beheld, and transpoit seized on all : 
Encouiaged by the sign, the tioops revive, 

And fierce on Tioy with doubled fury dnve 

Tydides fiist, of all the Giecian force 

O’er the broad ditch lmpell’d his foaming horse, 

Pierced the deep ranks, their strongest battle tore, 

And dyed his javelin led with Trojan gore 
Young Agclaus (Phiadmon was his sue) 

With flying couisers shunn’d his dreadful uc , 

Stiuclc through the back, the Phrygian fell oppress’d ; 
The dart drove on, and issued at his bieast 4 
Headlong he quits the car his aims resound , 

His ponderous bucklei thunders on the giound 
Forth rush a tide of Greeks, the passage freed ; 

The Atndae first, the Ajaces next succeed 
Mcrioncs, like Mars m arms lenown’d, 

And godlike Idomcn, now passed the mound , 
Evasmon’s son next issues to the foe, 

And last young Teuccr with lus bended bow. 

Secure behind the Telamoman shield 
The skilful archer wide survey’d the field, 

With c\ cry shaft some hostile victim slew, 

Then close beneath the sevenfold orb withdiew : 

The conscious infant so, when fear alarms, 

Retires for safety to the mother’s aims. 



149 


Book VIII J THE ILIAD 

Thus Ajax guaids his brother in the field, 

Moves as he moves, and turns the shining shield. 
Who first by Teucei J s mortal a nous bled? 
Orsiloclius , then fell Ormenus dead 
The godlike Lycophon next piess’d the plain, 

With Chromius, D.-etoi, Ophelestes slam. 

Bold Hamopaon breathless sunk to ground ; 

The bloodj pile great Melamppus crown’d 
Heaps fell on heaps, sad tiophies of his art, 

A Tiojan ghost attending every dart 
Gieat Agamemnon views with joyful eye 
Tlie ranks gi ow thmnei as his arrows fly 
* O youth forever dear > (the monarch cned) 

Thus, ahvay s thus, thy early worth be tried , 

Thy brav e example shall retrieve oui host, 

Thy country’s saviour, and thy father’s boast ' 

Sprung from an alien’s bed thy sire to grace, 

The vigorous oflfspiing of a stolen embrace 
1’ioud of Ins boy, he own’d the generous flame, 

And the biave son repays his caies with fame 
Now hear a monaich’s vow 'If heaven’s li»gh poweis 
Give me to raze Tioy’s long-defended towers , 
Whatever treasures Gicccc foi me design. 

The next ncli lionotary gift be thme 
Some golden tripod, or distinguish’d car, 

With coursers dreadful m the lanks of war 
Oi some fau captive, whom thy eyes appiove, 

Shall lecompense the warrior's toils with love” 

- To this the chief “With praise the rest inspiie, 
Nor urgea soul already fill’d with fire 
What stiength I have, be now in battle tried, 

Till every shaft m Phiygian blood be dyed 
Since tallying from our wall u e forced the foe, 

Still aim’d at Hector have I bent my bow 
Eight forky arious from this hand haie fled, 

And eight bold heioes by their points he dead 
But sure some god denies me to destioy 
This fury of the field, this dog of Troy ” 

He said, and twang’d the string The weapon flies 
At Hector’s breast, and sings along the skies 
He miss'd the mark , but pieiced Gorgythio’s heart, 
And drench’d in royal blood the thirsty dait 
(Fair Castianna, nymph of form divine, 

This offspring added to king Priam’s line ) 

As full-blown poppies, overcharged with rain, 8 
Decline the head, and drooping kiss the plain , 

B As full biotin, i£.c 

“ II wo Lesbn qmsi bel horsucciso, 
n in ntto si gentil 1-inRiiir ircmnnti 
Gl occhi. c cader su ’1 tergp il collo miri 

Gier Lib ix 8j 
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So sinks the ) outh * his beauteous head, depress'd 
Beneath his helmet, drops upon his breast. 

Another shaft the raging archer drew, 

That other shaft with eirmg fury flew, 

(From Hector, Phoebus turn'd the flying wound,) 

Yet fell not dry or guiltless to the ground : 

Thy breast, brave Archeptolemus 1 it tore, 

And dipp’d its feathers in no vulgar gore 
Headlong he falls . his sudden fall alarms 
The steeds, that startle at his sounding aims 
Hector with grief his chai loteer beheld 
All pale and breathless on the sanguine field T 
Thenbfds Cebnones direct the rein, 

Quits his bright car, and issues on the plain 
Dreadful he shouts from earth a stone he took, 

And rush’d on Teucer with the lifted lock. 

The youth already stiam’d the forceful yew; 

The shaft already to lus shoulder drew j 
The feather m his hand, just wing'd for flight. 

Touch’d nheie the neck and hollow chest unite ; 

There, where the junctuie knits the channel bone. 

The furious chief dischaiged the craggy stone 
The bow-stnng burst beneath the ponderous blow, 

And his numb’d hand dismiss’d his useless bow. 

He fell but Ajax his broad shield display’d, 

And screen’d his bi other with the mighty shade ; 

Till great Alaster, and Mecistheus bore 
The batter'd archer groaning to the shoie 

Troy \ et found grace before the Oljmpian sire, 

He arm’d their hands, and fill'd their bi easts with fire. 

The Greeks lepulsed, letreat behind their wall. 

Or in the trench on heaps confuscdlj fall. 

First of the foe, great Hector march’d along, 

With terror clothed, and more than mortal strong. 

As the bold hound, that gives the lion chase. 

With beating bosom, and with eagei pace, 

Hangs on his haunch, or fastens on lus heels, 

Guards as he turns, and circles as he wheels ; 

Thus oft the Grecians turn’d, but still they flew ; 

Thus following, Hector still the hindmost slew 
When flying they had pass’d the trench profound. 

And many a chief lay gasping on the ground , 

Before the ships a despci ate stand they made, 

And fired the troops, and called the gods to aid 
Fierce on lus rattling chariot Hectoi came 
H is ej cs like Gorgon shot a sanguine flame 
That wither’d all theii host * like Mars he stood 
Dire as the monster, dreadful as the god < 

Their strong distress the wife of Jove sunej’d , 

Then pensne thus, to wai’s tuumphant maid 
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<{ 0 daughtei of that god, whose arm can wield 
The avenging bolt, and shake the sable shield > 

Now, m this moment of hei last despair, 

Shall wretched Giecce no more confess out caie. 
Condemn'd to suflei the full foice of fate, 

And dram the dregs of heaven’s lclentless hate ? 

Gods • shall one raging hand thus level all ? 

What numbers fell ! what numbeis yet shall fall' 

What powci divine shall Hector’s wrath assuage ? 

Still swells the slaughter, .and still grows the rage !” 

So spake the impenal regent of the skies , 

To whom the goddess with the azure eyes 

“Long since had Hector stain’d these fields with goie, 
Sti etch’d by some Argive on his native shore 
But he above, the sue of heaven, withstands, 
blocks our attempts, and slights oui just demands , 

The stubborn god, inflexible and haid, 

Forgets my seivice and deseived rewaid 
Sa\ cd I, for this, his favourite son distiess’d, 

By stern Eurj stlicus with long labours piess’d ? 

He begg’d, with teais he begg’d, in deep dismay , 

I shot from heaven, and gave Ins arm the day 
Oh had my wisdom known this dire event, 

When to grim Pluto’s gloomy gates he went , 

The ti lple dog had never felt his chain, 

Noi Styx, been cross’d, nor hell exploied m vain 
Averse to me of all his heaven of gods. 

At Thetis’ suit the partial Thunderer nods , 

To giace her gloom) , ficice, resenting son, 

My hopes are frustrate, and my Greeks undone 
Some futuic day, perhaps, he may be moved 
To call his blue-eyed maid his best beloved 
Haste, launch thy chariot, through yon ranks to ude j 
' Myself will aim, and thundci at th> side 
Then, goddess 1 say, shall Hcctoi gloiy then ? 

(That teaor of the Giceks, that man of men) 

When Juno’s self, and Pallas shall appeal, 

All dreadful m the crimson walks of war 1 
What mighty Trojan then, on yonder shore, 

. Expiring, pale, and terrible no more, 

Shall feast the fowls, and -glut the dogs with gore 

She ceased, and Juno rein’d the steeds with care . 
(Heaven’s awful empress, Saturn’s othei heir ) 

Pallas, meanwhile, hei various veil unbound, 

With floweis adorn’d, with ait immortal crown’d ; 

The radiant lobe her sacied fingers wove 
Floats m rich waves, and spieads the court of Jove. 

Her father’s arms her mighty limbs invest, 

His cuirass blazes on her ample breast 

The vigorous powei the trembling car ascends . 
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VIII 3 THE ILIAD 

For Juno, headstiong and impenous still, 

She claims some title to transgress our will.” 

Swift as the wind, the various-colour’d maid 
From Ida’s top her golden wings display’d , 

To gieat Olympus’ shining gate she flies, 

There meets the chariot rushing down the skies, 
Restiams their progress from the bright abodes, 

And speaks the mandate of the sue of gods 
“What frenzy goddesses 1 what rage can move 
Celestial mmds to tempt the wrath of Jove ? 

Desist, obedient to his high command 

This is lus woid , and know his woid shall stand . 

His lightning youi lebellion shall confound, 

And hurl ye headlong, flaming, to the ground , 

Youi horses ciush’d beneath the wheels shall lie, 
Your cai m fragments scatter’d o’er the sky , 
Yourselves condemn’d ten lolling yeais to veep 
The wounds impress’d by burning thunder deep 
So shall Minerva leain-to fear his ire, 

Nor daie to combat lieis and nature’s sire 
Foi Juno, headstiong and imperious still, 

She claims some title to transgress his mil • 

But thee, what desperate insolence has driven 
To lift thy lance against the king of heaven ? ” 

Then, mounting on the pinions of the wind. 

She flew , and Juno thus her rage resign’d 
“ O daughter of that god, whose arm can wield 
The avenging bolt, and shake the dreadful shield 1 
No moie let beings of superior bnth 
Contend with Jove foi this low race of earth ; 
Triumphant now, now miserably slam, 

They breathe or perish as the fates ordain 
But Jove’s high counsels full effect shall find ; 

And, ever constant, ever rule mankind ” 

She spoke, and backward turn’d hei steeds of light, 
Adorn’d with manes of gold, and heavenly bright 
The Hours unloosed them, panting as they stood, 

And heap’d their mangers with ambrosial food 
Tlieie tied, they rest m high celestial stalls , 

The chariot propp’d against the crjstal nails 
The pensive goddesses, abash’d, controIPd, 

Mi\ with the gods, and fill their seats of gold 
And now the Thunderci meditates his flight 
From Ida’s summits to the Oh mpian height 
Swiftei than thought, the wheels instinctive fly, 

Flame through the vast of air, and reach the skj 
’Twas Neptune’s charge Ins courscis to unbrace, 

And fi\ the car on its immortal base , 

There stood the chariot, beaming forth its ravs, 

Till with a snowy aeil he screen’d the blaze 
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He, whose all-conscious c> cs the wo-ld behold, 
The eternal Thunderer s.it, enthroned m gold. 
High hoaxcti the footstool of his feet lie makes. 
And wide beneath him all Ob inpus shakes. ^ 
Tiembling afar the offending powers appear'd, 
Confused and silent, for his It own thc\ feard 
He saw then soul, and thus Ins word imparts 
" Pallas and Juno * sa> , why hear e your hearts ? 
Soon was \our battle o’er : proud Troj retired 
Befoie } our face, and m your wrath expired 
But know, whoe’er nlmightj power withstand 1 
Unmaicli’d out force, unconqucr’d is our hand : 
Who shall the sovereign of tire skies control ? 
Not all the gods that crown the starry pole 
Your hearts shall tremble, if our arms we take. 
And each immoi tal nerve w itli horroi shake 
For thus I speak, and what I speak shall stand . 
What power soe’er provokes our lifted hand, 

On this oiu lull no moie shall hold Ins place ; 
Cut off, and exiled fiom the cthcieal lace” 

Juno and Pallas gncvmg licai the doom, 

But feast their souls on I lion’s woes to come 
Though secret angci swcll’d Minerva’s breast. 
The prudent goddess yet hei wialh lepress’d , 
But Juno, impotent of lage, icphes 
“ What hast thou said, O tyiant of the skies 1 
Stiength and omnipotence jmest thy throne ; 
’Tis thme to punish , ouis to grieve alone. 

For Greece xve grieve, abandon’d by her fate 
To dunk the dregs of thy unmeasured hale. 
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From fields forbidden we submiss lefram, 

With arms unaidmg see our Argives slam ; 

Yet giant our counsels^ still then bi easts may move. 
Lest all should perish in the lage of Jove " 

The goddess thus , and thus the god replies, 

Who swells the clouds, and blackens all the skies 
“ The morning sun, awaked by loud alarms, 

Shall see the almighty- Thunderei in arms 
'What heaps of Argives then shall load the plain, 
Those radiant eyes shall view, and view m vain 
Nor shall great Hector cease the rage of fight, 

The navy flaming, and thy Gieeks m flight, 

Even till the day when certain fates ordain 
,That stern Achilles (his Patioclus slam) 

Shall rise m vengeance, and lay waste the plain 
For such is fate, nor canst thou turn its course 
With all thy rage, with all thy 1 ebel force 
Fly, if thy wilt, to earth’s remotest bound 
Where on her utmost veige the seas resound , 

Where cursed Iapetus and Saturn dwell. 

Fast by the blink, wnthin the sti earns of hell ; 

No sun e’er gilds the gloomy horrors there , 

No cheeiful gales refiesh the lazy air 
There arm once moie the bold Titanian band , 

And arm m vain , for what I will, shall stand ” 

Now deep m ocean sunk the lamp of light, 

And drew behind the cloudy veil of night 
The conquering Tiojans mouin Ins beams decay’d ; 
The Gieeks rejoicing bless the fuendly shade 
The victors keep the field , and Hectoi calls 
A maitial council near the navy walls , 

These to Scamander’s bank apait he led, 

Where thinly scatter’d lay the heaps of dead. 

The assembled chiefs, descending on the giound, 
Attend his order, and their prince sui round 
A massy speai he bore of mighty strength, 

Of full ten cubits was the lance’s length , 

The point was brass, icfulgcnt to behold, 

Fix’d to the wood with circling rings of gold 
The noble Hector on his lance lechned, 

And, bending forward, thus reveal’d his mind 
“Ye valiant Trojans, with attention hear * 

Ye Dardan bands, and gcncious aids, give car 1 
This day, we hoped, would wrap in conquering flame 
Gieece with her ships, and crown oui toils with fame. 
But darkness now, to save the cowards, falls, 

And guaids them trembling in their wooden walls 
Obey the night, and use her peaceful hours 
Oui steeds to forage, and refresh our powers 
Straight fiom the town be sheep and oven sought, 
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And strengthening bread and genet ous wine be brought. 
Wide o'et the field, high blazing to the shy, 

Let numerous files the absent sun supply, 

The flaming piles uitli plenteous fuel raise, 

Till the bright mom hci purple beam displajs ; 

Lest, m the silence and the shades of night, 

Greece on her sable ships attempt her flight 
Not unmolested let the wretches gam 
Their lofty decks, 01 safely clear e the main 5 
Some hostile wound let evciy dart best on , 

Some lasting token of the Phivgian foe, 

Wounds, that long hence may ask their spouses’ carc^ * 

And warn then clnldien fiom a Tiojan war. 

Now thiough the cucuit of our Ilion wall, 

Let sacred heralds sound the solemn call j 
To bid the sires with hoary honours crown’d, 

Andbeaidless youths, oui battlements surround. 

Fnm be the guard, while distant lie our powers. 

And let the mations hang with lights the towers ; 

Lest, under covert of the midnight shade. 

The insidious foe the naked tow n m\ ade 
Suffice, to-night, these ordeis to obey ; 

A nobler charge shall rouse the dawning day 
The gods, I trust, shall give to Hector’s hand 
From these detested foes to fiee the land, 

Who plough’d, with fates averse, the w'ateiy way • 

For Trojan vultures a piedestined prej 
Our common safety must be now the caie , 

But soon as morning paints the fields of an, 

Sheathed m blight anus let eveiy troop engage, 

And the fired fleet behold the battle rage 
Then, then shall Hcctoi and Tydides prove 
Whose fates are heaviest m the scales of J ove 
To-morrow’s light (O haste the glorious mom ') 

Shall see his bloody spoils m triumph borne, 

With this keen javelm shall his breast be goied. 

And piostrate heroes bleed around their lord. 

Ceitain as this, oh 1 might mj dajs endure, 

From age inglorious, and black death secure , 

So might my life and glory know no bound, 

Like Pallas woi shipp’d, like the sun renown’d • 

As the next dawn, the last they shall enjoy, 

Shall crush the Greeks, and end the woes of Tioy” 

The leader spoke From all his host around 
Shouts of applause along the shores resound 
Each from the yoke the smoking steeds untied, 

And fix’d then headstalls to Ins chariot-sidc 
Fat sheep and oxen from the town are led, 

With generous wine, and all-sustammg bicad 
Full hecatombs lay burning on the slioic . 
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The winds to heaven the curling vapours bore. 
Ungrateful offenng to the immortal powers »» 
Whose wrath hung heavy o’er the Trojan towers 
Nor Priam nor his sons obtain d their grace , 
Proud Tioy they hated, and her guilty race. 

The tioops c\ultmg sat m order lound, 

And beaming fires illumined all the ground 
As when the moon, lefulgcnt lamp of night , 9 10 
O’er heaven’s puie azure spreads her sacred light, 
When not a breath disturbs the deep serene, 

And not a cloud o’ercasts the solemn scene, 

Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 

And stars unnumber’d gild the glowing pole, 

O’er the dark tiees a jellower verduic shed, 

And tip wuth silver c\ ery mountain’s head 
Then shine the vales, the rocks m prospect rise, 

A flood of glory bursts from all the skies 
The conscious swains, rejoicing m the sight, 

Eye the blue vault, and bless the useful light 
So many flames before pioud Ihon blaze. 

And lighten glimmering Xanthus with then lajs 
The long reflections of the distant flics 
Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the spires. 

A thousand piles the dusky horrors gild, 

And shoot a shady lustre oei the field 
Full fifty guards each flaming pile attend, 

Whose umbei ’d aims, by fits, thick flashes send. 
Loud neigh the coursers o’er their heaps of corn, 
And ardent warriors w-ait the rising morn 

9 Ungrateful, because the cause tu which they were engaged was unjust 
“ Struck by the Hb’ring priests’ uplifted binds 
The victims fill to hei\’n thej mike their pn> r, 

The curling vapours loid the ambient nr 
Hut \am their tod the pow’rs who rule the skies 
Aaerse beheld the ungrateful sacrifice " 

Jlcmck’s 1 rj phiodonis, \i 5-7. ‘>11 

io "As when about the siher moon, when aire is free from winds, 

And stars shine cleare, to whose sweet beams high prospects on the brows 
Of all steepe hills and pinnacles thrust up them'elies for shows, 

And c\ en the low Ij vallejsjoj to glitter in their sight , 

Whv.n the unmeasured firmament bursts to disclose her light, B 
And ill the signs in heaven ire scene, that glad the shephe'ds heart 

Chapnnn 
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ARGUMENT 

- THE EMBASSY TO ACHILLES 

Agamemnon, after the list day’s defeat, proposes to the Greeks to quit the siege, and return 
to their country Diomed opposes this, and Nestor seconds him, praising his wisdom and 
resolution He orders the guard to be strengthened, and a council summoned to deliberate 
avliat measures are to be followed in this cmcrgcncj Agamemnon pursues this advice, and 
Nestor further prevails upon linn to send ambassadors to Achillea, in order to move him to 
a reconciliation Ulysses and Aja\ arc made choice of, who arc accompanied by old 
Phccnix The) make, each of them, \ery moung and pressing speeches, but are rejected 
ai ith roughness by Achilles, n ho notw ithstanding retains Phoenix in lus tent The ambas- 
sadors return unsuccessfully to the camp, and the troops betake thcmsches to sleep 
_ This book, and the next following, take up the space of one night which is the twenty- 
scaenth from the beginning of the poem The scene lies on the sea shore, the station of 
the Grecian ships. 

THUS joyful Tioy maintain’d the watch of night, 

While feai, pale comrade of inglorious flight, 1 t 
And lieaven-bred liortoi, on the Grecian part,* 

Sat on each face, and sadden’d every heart 
As from its cloudy dungeon issuing forth, 

A double tempest of the nest and north 
Swells o’er the sea, from Thracia’s frozen shore, 

Heaps waves on waves, and bids the AZgean roar 
This nay and that the boiling deeps are toss’d 
Such various passions utged the tioublcd host, 

Great Agamemnon grieved above the rest , 

' Superior sorions well'd Ins iojal breast , 

Himself his orders to the heralds bears, 

To bid to council all the Giecian peers, 

But bid in whispers these surround their chief, 

In solemn sadness, and majestic grief 
The king amidst tne mournful cucle rose 
Down his wan cheek a brmj ton cut flows 

1 This flight of the Greeks, iccorduig to Buttminn Leu! p 35S, wis not a s VP? r * 
natural flight caused by the gods, hut “a great and general one, caused by Hector ana tnc 
Trojans, but with the approval of Jo\c ” 



fsor irom a menu me untanci reprcrtcit appsaru. 
The Greeks stood witness, nil our army heard. 

The gods, O chief 1 from whom our ho- man. *-j>rirg» 
The gods Iuue made thee but bv h tho> a 1 m f ? * 
They ga\c thee sceptres, and n wide command. ; 
They gave dominion o’er the seas and l ind ; 

The noblest power that might the world control 
They ga\ e thee not— a bra\ e and \ irtuofs soul. 

Is this a geneialb \oice, that would suggest 
Fears like his own to c\crv Giccmn breast? 
Confiding m our want of worth, he stands ; 

And if we fly, ’tis wluit our king commands 
Go thou, inglorious 1 from the embattled plain ; 
Ships thou hast stoic, and nearest to the mam , 

A noble caie the Grecians shall cmploj, 

To combat, conquer, and extirpate Tio\. 

Here Greece shall stay , or, if all Greece retuc, 
Mjsclf shall stay, till Tro> or I expire ; 

Mj self, and Sthenclus, will fight for fame ; 

God bade us fight, and 'twas with God we came," 
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He censed ; (he Greeks loud acclamations latsc, 
And »oicc to \ oh e icsoiuuK ’1 jdidcs' praise. 

Wise Nestor then Ins icvcrcnd figure rear’d ; 

He spoke the host m Mill attention heard s 

“O mil) j'rnt * in whom the gods have join’d 
Such Mungth of body with such force of mind 
In conduct, as m courage, \ on e\ccl, 
hull first to let what \ou ad\i«e co well 
‘Ihe'e whole come counsels wlnchthy wisdom moves, 
Applauding Greece with common \oicc approves 
Kings thou ennst blame : n bold but prudent jouth 
And blame c\en Kings with praise, because with truth. 
And ya tho'-e \eirs that since thj buth have run 
Would InrdU st\ !e thee Ncstoi-’s uiungcst son. 

Then let me add v hat jet remains behind, 

A thought unfinnVd in that generous mind 5 
Age buls me *pe iK * nor shall the advice I bung 
iJv taste the people, or offend the King 

“Cursed is the man, and \oul of law and light, 
Umvoitha property, tmworthj light, 

Unfit ftn public julc. 01 pm ate care, 

'Ihat wretch, that monstci, who delights in wai , 
Whose lust is murder, and whose horrid joy, 

To tear his country and his kind destroj 1 
This night, refresh and fortify tli> train ;* 

Between the trench and wall let guards remain * 

Be that the chit) of the joungand bold ; 

But thou, O King, to council call the old , 

Great is th> swat, and weighty ate tin cares , 

Tin high commands must spirit all our wars 
\\ ith '1 hraenn wines recruit tlij honour’d guests, 

For happy counsels flow from sober feasts 
Wise, weight) counsels aid a state distress’d, 

And such a monarch as can choose the best. 

See what a blare fiom hostile tents aspires, 
llow near out fleet approach the 'I lojan files * 

Who can, unmoved, behold the dicadful light? 

What t)c beholds them, and can close to-night ? 

This dreadful internal determines all , 

To-morrow, *1 rov must flame, or Greece must fall " 

Thus spoke the hoar) sage the rest obey , 

Swift through the gates the guatds direct their way 
His son was first to pass the lofty mound, 

The generous rhrasjmcd, in arms renow n’d 
Next him, Aseninphus, Ialmcn, stood, 

The double offspring of the warrioi-god 


* Grote. \ol II p or, nfler noticms the inodes ealmnew md respect with winch Nestor 
Addresses Aginirtnnon, obscncs, “ I he Jlomenc Council is ■» purclj consultitive bod>, 
assembled not with nnj power of tiercmniorilj .inciting mischieiotts rcsohes of the King, but 
soJcly for his jiiform.ui ou nod guidmcc " 
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Deipyrus, Aphareus Mcnon join# 

And I a corned of Cicon**. noble line. 

Seven were the lenders of the nightl) bands, 

And each bold chief .1 hundred spenr, commands 
The fires ihe> light, to short repasts they fall, 

Some line the trench, and others man tin wall. 

The king of men, on public counsels bent, 

Convened the princes in his ample tent : 

Each seized a portion of the lankly fea p t. 

But slav'd his hand when thirst and hunger f eased. 
Then Ncstoi spoke, for wisdom long approved, 

And slowly rising, thu« the council move d. 

"Monaich of nations ! \,host stipcnoi swav 
Assembled states, and lords of earth ob- v, 

The laws and sceptres to thy hand are given, 

And millions own the care of thee and I leaven. 

0 king 1 the counsels of mj age attend • 

With thee mv cares begin, with thee must end . 

Thee, prince ' it fits alike to speak and hear, 
Pronounce with judgment, with regard give car, 

To see no wholesome motion he withstood, 

And iatif) the best for public good . 

Nor, though a meaner give advice, lepinc, 

But follow it, and make the wisdom thine. 

Hem then a thought, not now conceived in haste, 

At once m> present judgment and m> past 
When from Pel ides’ tent you forced the maid, 

1 first opposed, and faithful, durst dissuade ; 

But bold of soul, when headlong fur) fired, 

You wronged the man, by men and gods admired : 
Now seek some means lus fatal wrath to end, 

With piaycrs to move hun, or with gifts to bend.” 

To whom the king “With justice hast thou shown 
A prince’s faults, and I with leason own 
That happy man, whom Jove still honours most, 

Is more than armies, and himself a host 
Bless’d m his lo\ e, this wondrous hero stands : 

Heaven fights his war, and humbles all our bands. 
Fam would my heaxt, which err’d througli frantic rage. 
The vuathful chief and angrj gods assuage 
If gifts immense Ins might) soul can bow",s 

Hear, all je Greeks, and witness wliat I vow . 

«• 


fr,-,. 0 t m ®5* 11 not infrequent for the 1 mg to recent presents to purchase 
hls or unmnnip from Jus evictions. Such gifts gradually became 

ai J d formed the income of *<- German, (lacic Germ 1 15), Persian, (Herodot ju 89), 
of Ihich^thTIVn S °’, t00 ' I n ' hc m ’ddle ages, “ The feudal aids are the beginning of taxation, 
n ?S„1 fe for a long ume answered the purpose ’ <Halhm, Middle Age* cb x. pt I, 

?De S ^in w chl cs from the ‘'F I 2 I ent cMl S e of sordtdness Plato, however, 

VUeKep vi 4), sajs, We cannot commend Phoenix, the tutor of Achilles as if he spoke 

urnt^ Ct !^ > t"u. C ^l ^T ^ ing i. him t0 u cccpt of Presents and assist the Greeks, but, without ore- 
Mnmw ifSite f h,S " Tath ’ nor ^am, should ate commend Achilles Jumsellf or 
approve of his being so cot etous as to receive presents from Agamemnon," &.c 
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'i cn weighty talents of the purest gold, 

And twice ten vase? of refulgent mould . 
flncn sacred tripod?, whose unsullied frame 
Yet Imon >» no ofhcc, nor lias felt the flame , 

Twelve steeds unmateh’d m fleuncss and in foicc, 

And suit victorious in the dusty cotitsc ; 

{Rich veto the matt whose ample stores exceed 
*1 he pnsi , pmclmcd In their winged speed ,) 

Seven lovclv captives of the Lesbian line, 

S) mvi in each art, unmatch'd in form divine, 

Tito same 1 chose for more than v ulgar charms, 

When Lesbos sank beneath the hero's arms 
All these, to buj Ins friendship, shall be paid, 

And join’d with these the long-contested maid ; 

With all her charm*!, Ilmen. 1 resign, " 

And solemn swear those clnnns were net ermine; 
Untonch’d she stay’d, uninjured she remotes, 

Pure from mv arms, and guiltless of my loves, 4 
These instant * 1* ill be Ins , vnd if the powers 
(7i\c to our arms proud 1 lion’s hostile towers, 

'I hen shall he More (when Greece the spoil divides) 

With gold and brass his loaded nnvvs sides 
Beside*, full tv cut) mmphs of Trojan race 
\\ ith cop’O'is Jove shall crown Ins waini embrace, 

Such as himself will choose ; who yield to none, 

Or vicld to Helen’s hcavcnlj charms alone. 

Yet heat me further when out wats arc o’er, 

If safe we land on Argos’ fruitful shore, 

'I here shall he live tn> son, our honours share, 

And with Orestes’ self divide mj care 

Yet rnorc—thrcc daughters in mv court ate bred, 

And each well worth j of a rojal bed ; 

Laodiccand Iphtgcnia fair,* 

And bright Chr) sodiums with golden hair ; 

Her let him choose whom most Ins ejes approve, 

I ask no presents, no reward foi love . 

Mjsclf will give the dower , so vast a store 
As never father gave a child before. 

Seven ample cities shall confess Ins sway, 

Him I'nopd, and Phene him obej, 

Cardamyld with ample turrets crown’d, 

And sacred Pedasus for vines rcnovvn’d , 

/Epca fair, the pastures Ilira jiclds, 

And licit Anthem with het floweiy fields , 6 

4 It may be observed, tint, brief av ic the niemioii of Unveil in tbe Iliad, and small the 

part si e pirn s-wbit little is said is pre emineullj calculated to < nlianee her fitness to be the 
linde of Achilles. Pumj . and retirince di.lic.icj, ire features well contrasted with the rough, 
but tender disposition of the hero .... . 

5 f uni tee Iphianawa, or Iphigema, is not mentioned by Homer, among the daughters 

* “Agamemnon, when he offers to transfer to Achilles seven towns inhabited by wealthy 
husbandmen, who would enrich their lord by presents and tribute, seems likewise to assume 

nr U 


{Book IX , 


rm in An. 

The whole extent to B>W sandy plain, 

Along the verdant margin of the main. 

There heifers graze, and labouring osen toil ; 

Bold me the men, and generous is the i ml ; 

There ‘.hall he reign, with power and justice crovnd, 
And rule the tributary realms around. 

All this 1 give, his \engeance to control, 

And sure all this may move his mighty soul. 

Pluto, the grisly god, who never spares, 

Who feels no mercy, and who h'ur ; no prayers, 
Lives dark and dtcadful in deep hells abodes. 

And mortals lute bun, as tilt worst of gods. 

Great though he be, it fits him to obey ; 

Since more than lits my ycais, and more my sway/* 



The monarch thus The re\ crend Nestor then 
“ Great Agamemnon 1 glorious king of men r 
Such are thy offers as a prince may take, 

And such as fits a gencious king to make. 

Let chosen delegates this hour be sent 
(Myself will name them) to Pelides’ tent * 

Let Phoenix lead, levered for hoary age. 

Great Ajax next, and Ithacus the sage 
. Yet more to sanctify the word you send, 

Let.Hodiiis and Eurybates attend 

rathor a property in them, than an authority o\ er them And the same thine may he ir 
ted when it is said that Peleus bestowed a great people, the Dolopes of Plithio, on Pha 
— rhirlwalrs Greece, aol t §6 p 162, note ~ 
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Nov. pray to Jo\c to grant what Greece demands ; 
Pra\ in deep silence/ and with pm est hands” 8 
He said; and all approved The heralds brin" 

'I he cleansing water from the In mg spring. ’’ 

'1 he youth with wine the sacicd goblets crown’d. 

And large libations drench'd the sands mound. 

The rite perfoimd. the chiefs their thiist alia), 

’1 lien from the io>al tent they take their wa) , 

Wise Nestor turns on each his cateful eye. 

Forbids to offend, instructs tlicm to apply. 

Much he ndused them all, Ulysses most, 

To deprecate the chief, and $n\ c the host 
Through the still night the) march, and hear the roar 
Of murmuring billow s on the sounding shore. 
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To Neptune, ruler of the seas profound, 

\\ hose liquid arms the might) globe surround, 

They pour forth tows, their embassy to bless, 

And calm the rage of stem yEacides 
And now, ai rated, wheic on the sand) bay 
The Myrmidoman tents and tesscls lay, 

' Amused at case, the godlike man they found, 

Pleased w ilh the solemn harp’s harmonious sound. 

(The well tti ought haip from conquered Thebce came , 

Of polish’d silt ci ttas Us costly frame) 

7 Pra\ in efetfi stler ce -Rather "use well omened nords ” or, -is Kennedy his explained 
It, " Abstain from cxprcsv.Dns unsuitab’e to the solemnity of the occasion, which, bj offending 

the god, might defeat the ob.cct of their supplications ' , 

e Purett Ant eft This is one of the most ancient superstitions respecting praj.er.otna ono 
founded as much 1 1 nature as in tradition > 
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With this he soothes his angry son!, anti sings 
The immortal deeds of heroes and of kings. 

Patroclus only of the loyal train, 

Placed m lus tent, attends the lofty strain : 

Full opposite he sat, and listen'd Ion#, 

In silence -waiting till he ceased the song. 

Unseen the Grecian embassy proceeds 
To lus high tent , the great Wtss.es leads. 

Achilles starting, as the clm.f . he spied, 

Leap’d from his seat, and laid the harp aside. 

With like surprise arose Mcnajtius’ non : 

Pclidcs grasp’d their hands, and thus begun ; 

“ Princes, all had ’ whatever brought jou hcie. 

Or strong necessity or urgent fear , 

Welcome, though Greeks ’ foi not as foes jec nne t 
To me more dear than all that bear the name.” 

With that, the chiefs beneath his roof lie led, 

And placed in scats with purple carpets spread. 

Then thus — “Patroclus, crown a larger bowl, 

Mi\ purer wine, and open ever) soul 
Of all the warriors jonder host can send, 

Th> friend most honours these, and these thj friend .’ 1 

He said . Patroclus o’er the blazing fire 
Heaps in a brazen \asc three chines entire . 

The brazen \asc Automedon sustains, 

Which flesh of porker, sheep, and goal contains 
Achilles at the genial feast piestdcs, 

The parts transfixes, and with skill divides 
Meanwhile Patroclus sweats, the fire to raise; 

The tent is brighten’d with the rising blaze . 

Then, when the languid flames at length subside, 

He strows a bed of glowing embers wide, 

Above the coals the smoking fiagments turns 
And sprinkles sacred salt jiom lifted urns ; 

With bread the glittering canisters thev load, 

Which round the board Mcncetius’ son’bcsiow’d ; 

Himself, opposed to Ulysses full in sight. 

Each portion parts, and orders ever) rite. 

The first fat offering to the immortals due, 

Amidst the greedy flames Patroclus threw ; 

Then each, indulging in the social feast, 

His thirst and hunger soberly repress’d. 

That done, to Phoenix Ajax gave the sign . 

Not unperceived , Ulysses crown’d with wine 
The foaming bowl, and instant thus began, 

His speech addressing to the godlike man. 

u Health to Achilles 1 happy are thy guests 1 
Not those more honour’d whom Atrides feasts : 

Though generous plenty ciown thy loaded boards. 

That, Agamemnon’s regal tent affoids ; 
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But gx eater cares sit heavy on our souls, 

Nor eased by banquets or by flowing bowls. 

What scenes of slaughter m yon fields appear f 
The dead we mourn, and foi the living fear , 

Greece on the brink of fate all doubtful stands, 

And owns no help but from thy saving hands 
Troy and liei aids for ready vengeance call , 

Their threatening tents aheady shade oui wall 
Heai how with shouts their conquest they pioclaim, 
And point at every ship then vengeful flame ' 

For them the father of the gods declaies, 

Theirs are Ins omens, and his thundei theirs 

See, full of Jove, avenging Hectoi rise 1 

See 1 heaven and earth the raging chief defies ; 

What fury m his bieast, what lightning m lus eyes ! 
He waits but foi the morn, to sink in flame 
The ships, the Gieeks, and all the Grecian name 
Heavens 1 how my country’s woes distract my mind, 
Lest Fate accomplish all Ins lage design’d 1 
And must vv e, gods 1 oui heads inglorious lay 
In Trojan dust, and this the fatal day ? 

Return, Achilles oh return, though late, 

To save thy Greeks, and stop the cotuse of Tate ; 

If in that heart or grief or couiage'hes. 

Rise to redeem , ah, yet to conquer, rise ' x 
The day may come, when, all our warriors slam, 

That heart shall melt, that courage rise in vain • 
Regard in time, O prince divinely biave 1 
Those wholesome counsels which thy father gave. 
When Peleus in his aged arms embraced 
His paitmg son, these accents weic lus last 
‘“My child 1 with strength, with gloij, and success, 
Thy arms may Juno and Mmeiva bless 1 
Trust that to Heaven but thou, thy cares engage 
To calm thy passions, and subdue thy rage 
From gentler manners let thy gloiy grow, 

And shun contention, the suie souice of woe , 

That young and old may m thy praise combine, 

The virtues of humanity be tlnne ’ 

This now-despised advice thy fatliei gave , 

Ah 1 check thy anger , and be tiuly biave 
If thou wilt yield to great Atridcs’ prayers, 

Gifts worthy thee lus lojal hand piepares , 

If not— but heai me, while I numbei o’er 
The proffer’d presents, an e\haustless stoic 
Ten weighty, talents of the puiest gold, 

And twice ten vases of refulgent mould , 

Seven sacred tnpods, whose unsullied frame 
Yet knows no office, not has felt the flame , 

Twelve steeds unmatch’d m flectness and in foice. 
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And still MCtonoin in the dusty cvirz* ; 

(Kiel) w 01 o the m \n # who .'wpic totes c v C€£a 
'fhc prizes purchased bj their t-inged r p2ed ;) 

Seven lot civ rapines of the I • sbmn Krc^ 

Shill'd m each ml, immntch'd m foim dnine. 

The same he chose foi more than \uKir charm*, 

When Lesbos sank butt *ih thy conquering arm.. 

AH these, to bin th\ friendship shall be paid, 

And, join’d with' these, the lor.g-coMc-'tcd rat'd / 

With all her tlunns, Bmu • hell re >£n. 

And solemn rwcat tiurr < harms i ere only thine ; 
Unlouch'd she st<>\ d, umnju.cd ‘•he irtno e*. 

Pmc f-om his arms, and guiltless of his loses. 

These instant shall be thine and if the powers 
Gne to our aims pioud ILon's hostile towers. 

Then shalt thou stoic fv hen Greece the «po>l dniocs) 
With gold and brass thy loaded r. u>V» sides * 
Besides, full twenij mmphs of Trojan race 
With copious 3 o\e shall crown tuj warm embmcc ; 
Such as thyself shall chose , who \ic 1 d to none, 

Or >icld to* Helens ltca\cn!} eh irms alone. 

Yet hear me fuitlier • when our wars are ocr, 

If safe w c land on Argos fruitful shore 
There shah thou Inc his «on, Ins honour shire, 

And with Orestes’ self dnide his care 

Yet more — three daughters in his court are bred. 

And each well worthy of a rojal bed ; 

Laodice and Iphigcnia fan. 

And bright Chr\ sothcvms with golden hair . 

Her shah thou wed whom most thy eyes approve } 

He asks no presents, no reward for Jo\c : 

Himself will give the dower ; so \nst a store 
As never father ga\ e a child before 
Seven ample cities shall confess thy sway, 

The Enopc and Pliers thee obey, 

Cardamyld with ample turrets crown’d, 

And sacred Pedasus, for lines renown’d : 

ASpea fair, the pastures Hira } ields, 

And rich Antheia with her flowen’ fields ; 

The whole extent to P>los’ sandy* plain, 

Along the erdant margin of the main 
Tlieie heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil; 

Bold are the men, and gcneious is the soil. 

There shalt thou reign, with power and justice crown’d, 

And rule the tributary lealms around 

Such are the proffers' which this dav we bnng. 

Such the repentance of a suppliant king. 

But if all this, relentless, thou disdain, - 
If honour and if interest plead m vain. 

Yet some xedress to suppliant Greece afford, 
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And be, amongst her guardian gods, adoied. 

If no regai d tliy suffenng country claim, 

Hear thy own glory, and the voice of fame • 

Foi now that chief, whose unresisted ire 
Made nations tremble, and whole hosts retue, 
Proud Hector, now, the unequal' fight demands. 
And only triumphs to dcsen e thy hands ” 

, Then thus the goddess-born “ Ulj sses, hear 
A faithful speech, that know s nor art noi fear , 
What m my secret soul is understood, 

My tongue shall utter, and my deeds make good 
Let Greece then know’, my puipose I letain 
Nor with new treaties ve\ my peace m vam. 

Who daies think one thing, and another tell, 

My heart detests him as the gates of hell 
“ Then thus m short my fix’d resohes attend, 
Which nor Atndes nor his Greeks can bend , 

Long toils, long perils m their cause I bore, 

But now the unfruitful glones charm no more. 

Fight or not fight, a like reward w r e claim, 

The wretch and hero find their prize the same 
Alike regretted m the dust he lies, 

Who yields ignobly, 01 w’ho bravely dies 
Of all my dangers, all my glorious pains/ 

A life of labours, lo 1 what fruit lemams? 

As the bold bird hei helpless young attends. 

From danger guards them, and from w’ant defends ; 
In search of prey she w’ings the spacious air, 

And with the untasted food supplies her caie 
-For thankless Greece such hardships have I biaied, 
Her wives, her infants, by my labours saved , 

Long sleepless nights in heavy arms I stood, 

And sweat laborious days m dust and blood 
I sack’d tw'elve ample cities on the mam, 9 
And twelve lay smoking on the Trojan plam 
Then at Atiides’ haughty feet were laid 
The wealth I gather’d, and the spoils I made. 

Your mighty monarch these m peace possess’d ; 
Some few my soldiers had, himself the lest 
Some present, too, to- every prince was paid , 

And every pnnce enjoys the gift he made 
I only must refund, of all his tiam , 

See what pre-eminence our merits gam * 

My spoil alone his greedy soul delights 
My spouse alone must bless his lustful nights ; 

The w’oman, let him (as he may) enjoy , 


9 It must be recollected, {hit the war it Troj was not a settled su.£e, and that many of 
the chieftains busied themsehes in piratical expeditions about its neighbourhood bucli a 
one v as that of w hich Achilles now speaks From the following -verses, it is evident that the 
fruits of these maraudings went to the common support of the expedition, and not to me 


successful plunderer 
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But what's the quarrel, then, of Greece to Troy ? 
What to these shores the assembled nations draw s, - 
What calls for % engeance but a woman’s cause ? 

Are fair endowments and a beauteous face 
Beloved by none but those of Atreus’ race ? 

The wife whom choice and passion doth approve, 
Sure every wise and worthy man will love. 

Nor did my fair one less distinction claim j 
Slave as she was. my soul adored the dame. 

Wrong’d in mj love, all proffers I disdain ; 

Deceived for once, I trust not kings again. - 
Ye have my answer— what remains to do. 

Your kmg/Uh sses, may consult with you. 

What needs he the defence this arm can make? 

Has he not walls no human force can shake ? 

Has he not fenced his guarded navy round 
With piles, with ramparts, and a trench profound ? 
And will not these (the wonders he has done) 

Repel the rage of Pnam s single son ? 

There was a time ft was when for Greece I fought) 
When Hectors prowess no such wonders wrought ; 
He kept the verge of Troy, nor dared to wait 
Achilles’ fur\' at the Scasan gate ; 

He tried it once, and scarce was saved by fate. 

But now those ancient enmities are o er ; 

To-morrow we the favouring gods implore ; 
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Then shall \ ou see our parting \ essels crown’d, 
And hear with oars the Hellespont resound. 

The third daj hence shall Pthia greet our sails,’ 5 
If mighty Neptune send propitious gales ; 

Pthia to her Achilles shall restore 


j, t’-c cap-tnl cf Achilles’ Tl.cs'al ~n demurs 
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The wealth he left for this detested shore 
Thither the spoils of this long war shall pas£, 

The ruddy gold, the steel, and shining brass 
My beauteous captives thithei I’ll convey. 

And all that rests of my unravish’d piey 
One only valued gift j oui tyrant gave, 

And that resumed — the fair Lyrnessian slaie 
Then tell him loud, that all the Greeks maj heai. 
And learn to scorn the w retch they basely fcai , 

(For arm’d in impudence, mankind he braves. 

And meditates new cheats on all his slaves , 

Though shameless as he is, to face these e\es 
Is what he dales not if he dales he dies ,) 

Tell him, all terms, all commeice I decline, 

Nor share Ins council, nor his battle join , 

For once deceiv’d, was Ins , but twice were mine, 

No — let the stupid punce, whom Jove deprives 
Of sense and justice, run where frenzy drives , 

His gifts are hateful kings of such a land 
Stand but as slaves before a noble mind, 

Not though he proffer’d all himself possess’d, 

And all his rapine could from others wrest 
Not all the golden tides of wealth that crown 
The many-peopled Orchomeman town 
Not all proud Thebes’ unm ail’d walls contain. 

The world’s great empress on the Egyptian plain 
(That spreads her conquests o’er a thousand states, 
And pours her heroes through a hundred gates, 

Two hundred horsemen and two hundred cars 
From each wade portal issuing to the wais) , ,= 

Though bribes were heap’d on bubes, m number more 
Than dust m fields, or sands along the shore , 

Should all these offer's for my friendship call, 

’Tis he that offers, and I scorn them all 
Atrides’ daughter never shall be led 
(An lll-match’d consort) to Achilles’ bed , 

Like golden Venus though she charm’d the heait. 

And vied wath Pallas in the w orks of ait, 

Some greater Greek let those high nuptials giace, 

I hate alliance with a tvrants race. 

If heaven restore me to my lealms with life, 


11 Orckomentan iron The topography of Orchomemis, in Breoha, situated, as it was, 
"on the northern bank of the lake jEpais, which receives not onlj the mer Ccphisus from 
the valleys of Phoas, hut also other mere from Parnassus and Helicon (Gro e, sol i 
p iSj), was a sufficient reason for us prosperity and decay As long as the channels ofthese 
waters were diligently watched and kept clear, a large portion of thelnke was m the 

“ But when the channels canie to oe citncr 

; water accumulated in such a degree 
id to occasion the change of the site of 
Orchomenus itself from the plain to the declivity of Mount Hyphmtteion Jffii* > c 
•e The phrase "hundred gates,’ &c , sccns to be merely c.\pre$si\ c ora great number ~ec 
notes to my prose translation, p i6a 
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The level end Peleus shall elect my wife ; 
Thessalian, nymphs tlieic aie of form i dime, 

And kings that sue to mix then blood with mine. 
Bless’d m kind love, my ) ears shall glide awa;- 
Content with just hei editary sway , 

There, deaf for evei to the martial strife, 

Enjoy the dear prerogative of life 
Life is not to be bought u ith heaps of gold. 

Not all Apollo’s Pythian ti ensures hold, 

Or Tioy once held, m peace and pudc of sway, 

Can bribe the pooi possession of a day ! _ 

Lost herds and tieasuies we by annsTegam, 

And steeds unnvall’d on the dusty plain . 

But fiom oui lips the vital spirit fled, 

Returns no more to wake the silent dead. 

My fates long since by Thetis n ere disclosed. 

And each alternate, life or fame, pioposed; 

Here, if I stay, befoie the Trojan toun, 

Short is my date, but deathless my renoun : 

If T return, I quit immortal piaise 
Foi years on yeais, and long-extended days 
Convinced, though late, I find my fond mistake, 
And uarn the Gieeks th.e nisei choice to make j 
To quit these slioies, their native seats enjoy. 

Nor hope the fall of heaven-defended Tioy 
Jove’s arm display’d asserts her from the skies 1 
Her hearts are strengthen’d, and her glories rise. 
Go then to Greece, report our fix’d design j 
Bid all your counsels, all youi armies join, 

Let all youi foices, all your arts conspire, 

To save the ships, the troops, the chiefs, from fire. 
One stiatagem has fail’d, and othcis will 
Ye find, Achilles is unconquer'd still 
Go then — digest my message as ye may — 

But heie this night let icvcicnd Phoenix stay : ' 
His tedious toils and hoar> hairs demand 
A peaceful death m Pthia’s friendly land 
But wliethei he remain 01 sail with me, 

His age be sacred, and his will be fiee.” 

The son of Peleus ceased the chiefs around 
In silence urapt, m consternation di own’d, 

Attend the stern leply. Then Phoenix lose , 
(Down his white beard a stream of sonow flows ,) 
And while the fate of suffering Giecce he mourn’d. 
With accent weak these tendei words return’d 
(C Di\ me Achilles 1 wilt thou then retue, 

And lea\ e our hosts m blood, our fleets on fire ? 

If wrath so dicadful fill thj mtlilcss mmd, 

How shall thj friend, thy Phoenix, stay behind 3 
The io) al Peleus, when from Pthia’s coast 
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He sent thee eaily to the Achaian host , 

Thy youth as then in sage debates unskill’d, 

And new to penis of the dueful field 
He bade me teach thee all the ways of' war, 

To shine in councils, and m camps to dare. 

Never, ah, never let me leave thy side 1 
No time shall part us, and no fate divide, 

Not though the god, that breathed my life, restore 
The bloom I boasted, and the poit I bOie, 

When Greece of old beheld my youthful flames 
(Delightful Greece, the land of lovely dames), 

My fathci faithless to my mother’s arms, 

Old as he was, adored a stranger’s chaims 
I tried what youth could do (at her desfic) 

To win the damsel, and prevent my sirfi 
My sire with curses loads my hated he;id, 

And cries, * Yd furies 1 barren be his btfd * 

Infernal Jove, the vengeful fiends below, 

And ruthless Pioserpmc, confirm’d his *ow. 



Despair and grief distiact my labouring mind 1 
Gods 1 what a crime my impious heart design’d 1 
I thought (but some kind god that thought suppress’d) 

To plunge the pomaid m my father’s bienst , 

Then meditate my flight my friends ltf ' ain 
With prayers entreat me, ana with force detain 
On fat of rams, black bulls, and bran ny swine, 

They daily feast, with draughts of fragrant wine ; 

Strong guards they placed, and w atch’d nmc nights entire ; 
The roofs and porches flamed with constant fire 
The tenth, I forced the gates, unseen of ah 
And, favour’d b> the night, o’erleap’d the wall, 

My travels thence through spacious Greece extend j 
In Phtlna’s court at last my labours end 
Your sire lccen ed me, as lus son caress’d. 

With gifts enneh’d, and with possessions bless d 
The strong Dolopians thenceforth ownd m> reign, 

And all the coast that runs along the mam 
By love to thee lus bounties I icpaid, 

And early w isdom to thy soul com cv’d > 
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Great as thou art, my lessons made thee brave : 

A child I took thee, but a hero gave. 

Thy infant breast a like affection shov ’d , 

Still in my arms (an cvcr-pleasing load) 

Or at my knee, by Phccnh wouldsl thou stand , 

No food was grateful but from Phccnk’ hand.* 3 
I pass my watchings o’er thy helpless 5 cars, 

The tender labours, the compliant cares; 

The gods (I thought) reversed their hard decree, 

And Phoemx felt a father’s jojs m thee : 

Thy growing virtues justified mv cares, 

And promised comfort to my silver hairs. 

Now be thy rage, thy fatal rage, resign’d ; 

A cruel heart ill suits a manly mind 
The gods (the only great, and only w’ise) 

Are moved by offerings, vow s, and sacrifice ; 
Offending man their high compassion wins, 

And daily prayers atone for daily sins. 

Prayers aie Jove’s daughters, of celestial race, 

Lame are their feet, and wrinkled is their face , 

With humble mien, and with dejected eyes, 

Constant they follow', where injustice flies . 

Injustice swift, erect, and unconfined, 

Sweeps the wide earth, and tramples o’er mankind, 
While Prayers, to heal her wrongs, move slow' behind. 
Who hears these daughters of almighty Jove, 

For him they mediate to the throne above 
When man rejects the humble suit they make, 

The sire revenges for the daughters’ sake , 

From Jo\e commission’d, fierce injustice then 
Descends to punish unrelenting men. 

O let not headlong passion bear the sw r ay 
These leconcilmg goddesses obey . 

Due honours to the seed of Jove belong, 

Due honours calm the fierce, and bend the strong. 


*3 Compare the following pretty lines of Quintus Calaber (Dyce's Select Translations, 
p S8) — 

“ Many gifts he ga\ e, and o’er 
Dolopia bade me rule thee in his arms 
He brought an infant, on my bosom laid 
The precious charge, and an\iousij enjoin’d 
That I should rear thee as my own with all 
A parent s love I fail’d not m m> trust . 

And oft, -while round m> neck thj hands were lock’d. 

From thj sweet lips the half articulate sound 
Of Father came and oft, as children use, 

, M ewling and puking didst thou drench my tunic " 

« nptlon > obscncs my learned friend (notes, p isr), “is taken from the passage 
’ m {T* nsl ' l ting which, Pope, with that squeamish, artificial taste, which 
distinguished the age of Anne, omits the natural ( »nd, 1st ine add, affecting) circumstance 1 
„ , , “And the w me 

Held to thy lips , and many a time in fits 
Of infant frowardness, the purple mice 

?? «/*».«***- *V. J.i : • /it J 


Rejecting, thou hast deluged a*li my t est. 
And fill d my bosom Cowper 
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Were these not paid thee by the terms we bring, 
Were rage still harbour’d m the haughty king ; 

Nor Greece nor all her fortunes should engage 
Thy friend to plead against so just a rage , 

But since what honour asks the general sends, 

And sends by those whom most thy heart commends, 
The best and noblest of the Grecian train , 

Permit not these to sue, and sue m vam ! 

Let me (my son) an ancient fact unfold, 

A great example drawn from times of old ; 

Hear what our fathers w ere, and what their praise, 
Who conquer’d their revenge m former days. 

“ Where Calydon on rocky mountains stands 14 
Once fought the ALtolian and Curetian bands , 

To guard it those , to conquer, these advance , 

And mutual deaths wcic dealt with mutual chance 
The silver Cynthia bade contention rise, 

In vengeance of neglected sacrifice , 

On GEneus fields she sent a monstrous boar, 

That levell’d harvests, and whole foiests tore * 

This beast (when many a chief lus tusks had slam) 
Great Meleager stretch’d along the plain, ' 

Then, for his spoils, a new debate arose 
The neighbour nations thence commencing foes 
Strong as they were, the bold Curetes fail’d, 

While Melqager’s thundering arm prevail'd : 

Till rage at length inflamed lus lofty breast 
(Foi rage invades the wisest and the best) 

" Cursed by Althaea, to his wrath he yields, 

And in his wife’s embiace foigets the fields. 

(She from Marpessa sprung, divinely fair, 

And matchless Idas, more than man m war * 

The god of day adored the mother’s charms ; 

Against the god the father bent his arms . 

The afflicted pair, then sorrow’s to proclaim, 

From Cleopatra changed their daughter's name. 

And call’d Alcyone , a name to show 

The father’s grief, the mourning mother’s woe ) 

To her the chief retired from stem debate, 

But found no peace from fierce Althrea’s hate • 
Althaea’s hate the unhappy warrior drew, 

Whose luckless hand lus roj al uncle slew , 

She beat the ground, and call’d the powers beneath 
On her own son to wreak liei bi other’s death , 

Hell heard her curses from the realms profound, 

And the red fiends that w'alk the nightly round 
In vam Aitolia her deliverer waits, 


Where Cali dan For a good sketch of the storj of Meleager, too long to be 
here, see Grote, \ol. t p. 19s, sqq , and for the authorities, see m> notes to the prose ttansu 
tion, p 166 
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War shakes her walls, and thunder, at her gates. 

She sent ambassadors, n choocn band. 

Priests of the gods, and elders of the land ; 

Besought the chief to save the sinking state r 
Their prnycts were urgent, and their proffeis great ; 
(Full fifty acics of the richest ground, 

Half pasture gicen, and half unit vineyards crown d '.) 
His suppliant father, aged (Knar, came ; 

His sisters follow’d , even the vengeful dame, 

Althrca, svics ; lus fuends before bun fall : 

He stands relentless, and 1 ejects them all. 

Meanwhile the victor's shouts ascend the skies ; 

The walls aic sealed ; the rolling flames arise ; 

At length lus wife (a form divine) appear 1 -, 

Willi piercing cries, and supplicating teats j 
She paints the honois of a conquer'd town, 

The heroes slam, the palaces oertbrown, 

The mations lavish'd, the whole race enslaved : 

The wiarrioi heard, be vanquish’d, and he saved 
The iKlohans, long disdain d, now took their turn. 

And left the chief their broken faith to mourn 
Learn hence, betimes to cuib pernicious ire. 

Nor stay till j ondci fleets ascend in fire ; 

Accept the picscnts ; draw thy conquering sword ; 

And be amongst our guardian gods adored.*’ 

' Thus he . the stem Achilles thus replied : 

“My second father, ancl my reverend guide : 

Thy friend, believe me, no such gifts demands. 

And asks no honours from a moital’s hands ; 

Jove honours me, and favours my designs ; 

His pleasure guides me, and his will confines } 

And here I stay (if such lus high behest) 

While life’s warm spirit beats within my breast. 

Yet hear one word, and lodge it m thy heart : 

No more molest me on Atrides’ part . 

Is it for him these tears are taught to flow'. 

For him these sorrows ? for my mortal foe ? 

A generous friendship no cold medium knows, 

Burns with one love, with one resentment glows ; 

One should oui interests and our passions be ; 

My friend must hate the man that injures me. 

Do this, my Phceniv, ’tis a generous part ; 

And share my realms, my honours, and ray heart. 

Let these return . our voyage, or our stay, 

Rest undetermined till the dawning day.” 

He ceased , then order’d for the sage’s bed 
A warmer couch with numerous carpets spread. 

With that, stern Ajax his long silence broke, v 
And thus, impatient, to Ulysses spoke 
“ Hence let us go— why waste we time m vain ? 
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Sec what effect our low submissions gam 1 
Liked or not liked, his words we must relate. 

The Greeks expect them, and our heroes wait 
Proud as he is, that iron heart retains 
Its stubborn purpose, and his friends disdains 
Stern and unpitying ' if a brother bleed, 

On just atonement, wc lemit the deed , 

A sire the slaughter of his son forgives , 

Tlic-pricc of blood discharged, the murderer lives . 
The hauglilicst hearts at length their lage resign, 
And gifts can conquer every soul but thine ,s 
The gods that unrelenting breast have steel’d, 

And cursed thee with a mind that cannot yield. 
One woman-slave was lavish’d from thy anus . 

Lo, seven are offer’d, and of equal charms.' 

Then lieai, Achilles 1 be of better mind , 

Revere thy roof, and to thy guests be kind , 

And know the men of all the Grecian host, 

Who honour worth, and prize thy valour most.” 

“ O soul of battles, and thy people’s guide 1 
(To Ajax thus the first of Greeks replied) 

Well hast thou spoke ; but at the tyrant’s name 
My rage rekindles, and my soul’s on flame 
’Tis just resentment, and becomes the brave 
Disgraced, dishonour’d, like the vilest slave 1 
Return, then, heroes 1 and our answer bear, 

The glorious combat is no moie my care , 

Not till, amidst y on sinking navy slain, 

The blood of Greeks shall dye the sable mam , 

Not till the flames, by Hector’s fury thrown, 
Consume y our v esscls, and approach my own , 

Just there, the impetuous homicide shall stand. 
There cease Ins battle, and there feel our hand ” 

This said, each prince a double goblet crown’d, 
And cast a laige libation on the ground , 

Then to their vessels, through the gloomy shades. 
The chiefs return , divine Ulysses leads 
Meantime Achilles’ slaves piepared a bed, 

With fleeces, carpets, and soft linen spiead 
There, till the sacred morn restoied the day, 

In slumber sweet the rev erend Phoenix lay. 

But in Ins innei lent, an ampler space, 

Achilles slept , and in Ins warm embrace 
Fair Diomedfc of the Lesbian race 
Last, for Patroclus was the cohch prepaied, 

Whose nightly joys the beauteous Iphis shared , 


>S Gifts can conquer It is well observed dj Bishop Thtrhvall, “Greece,” so 1 P> ifo, 
that "the lav of honour among- the Greets did not compel them to treasure up m tnei 
memory the offensive language which might be addressed to them by -t P^MomtcT* “? r fag » 
nor to conccis e that it left a stain w hich could only be w ashed aw aj by blood E\ en for rea 
and deep injuries they were commonly willing to accept a pecuniary compensation 
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Achilles to his friend consign'd her charms 
When Scyros fell beftre his conquering arms 
And non the elected chiefs whom Greece h id sent, 
Pass’d through the ho*ts, and reach’d the royal tenU 
Then rising all, with goblets in their hands, 

The peers and leaders of the Achatan bands 
Hail’d their return Atrides first begun : 

“Say what success * dn me Laertes' ron l 
Achilles’ high resolves dcclaic to all - 
Returns the chief, or must oar navy fall ? * 

“ Great Lmg of nations l (Ithacus replied) 

Fi\’d is Jus wrath, unconqucr’d is his pride } 

He slights tin friendship, thy proposals scorns, 

And, thus implored, with fiercer fury burns 
To save our army, and our fleets to free, 

Is not his care ; but left to Greece and thee^ 

Your eves shall new, when morning paints the shy, 
Beneath his oars the whitening billows fly ; 

Us too he bids our oars and rails employ, 

Nor hope the fall of heaven-protected 1 rov , 

For Jove o'ershades her with his arm diune, 

Inspires her war, and bids her glory shine 
Such was his word what further he declared. 

These sacred heralds and great Ajax heard 
But Phoenix m his tent the chief retains. 

Safe to transport him to his name plains 
When morning dawns ; if other he deace, 

His age is sacred, and his choice is free. 5 

Ulysses ceased the great Acha«an host, 

With sorrow seized, in consternation lost. 

Attend the stern reply T> elides broke 
The general silence, and undaunted spoke. 

“ Why should we gifts to proud Achilles send, 

Or strive with prayers his haughty soul to bend ? 

His country's woes he glories to deride, 

And pray ers will burst that swelling heart with pnde. 
Be the fierce impulse of his rage obey d, 

Our battles let him or desert or aid ; * 

Then let him arm when Jove or he think fit 
That, to his madness, or to Heav en commit 
What for ourselv es wc can, is alwavs ours , 

This night, let due lepast refresh our powers ; 

(For strength consists in spirits and m blood, 

And those are owed to generous wane and food .) 

But when the rosy messenger of day 
Strikes the blue mountains with her golden lav, 
Ranged at the ships, let all our squadrons shuie 
In flaming arms, a long-extended line 
In the dread front let great Atndes stand, 

The first m danger, as m high command ” 
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Shouts of acclaim the listening heioes raise, 
Then each to Hea\cn the due libations pajs , 
Till sleep, descending o’er the'tents, bestows 
The grateful blessings of desired repose . 16 

>S “The boon of sleep "—Milton 
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ARGUMENT 

THE MG1IT-ADI C* TbPE OF DIOMED AND HASSES 

Upon the refusal of Achilles to return to the army , the distress of Agamemnon is described tt 
the most hi el y manner He takes no rest that night, hut passes through the camp, awk 
mg the leaders, and contriving all possible methods foV the public safety MendaBs, 
Nestor, UIjsscs, and Diomcd are cmploj ed in raising the rest of the captains. They m3 
a council of war, and determine to send scouts into the enemies’ camp, to leam then pos- 
ture, and discover their intentions Diomcd undertakes this hazardous enterprise, and 
, makes choice of Ulysses for his companion In their passage they surprise Dolon, whoa 
Hector had sent on a like design to the camp of the Grecians. From him they are a 
n™*-™. ° f 0,0 s,tuatKm of Trojan and auxiliary forces, and particularly of Rhesus, and 

the .Thracians who were lately arrived They pass on with success, kill Rhesus, with 

several of his officers, and seize the famous horses of that prince, with which they return m 
triumph to the camp 

The same night continues , the scene lies in the two camps 


All night the chiefs before then vessels lay, 
aii % ° st , in s ^ ee P the labours of the day . 

AU but the king with various thoughts oppress’d, 1 
His country’s cares lay rolling in his breast 
As when by lightnings Jove’s ethereal power 
Foretels the latthng hail, or weighty shower, 

Ur sends soft snows to whiten all the shore, 

Ur bids the brazen throat of wai to roar 
Hy hts one flash succeeds as one expires. 

And heaven flames thick -with momentary fires : 

So bursting frequent from Atndes’ breast, 
bighs following sighs his inward fears confess’d 

Fmm°th r the ^ e S s ’ , de J ected j be surveys 
5 “ thousand T rojan fires the mounting blaze, ' 
Hears in the passing w md their music blow. 

And marks distinct the t oices of the foe 


T?3 ture,s c ? mmon partake 
Unhappy Dido was alone awake”— Dn 


-Dodea’s Virgil, tv, 767 
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Now looking backwards to the fleet and coast, 
Anxious he sorrows for the endanger’d host. 

He rends his hail, m sacrifice to Jove, 

And sues to him that ever lives above 
Inly he groans , while glory and despair 
Divide his heart, and wage a double war. 

A thousand cares his labouring breast levolves j 
To seek sage Nestoi now the chief resolves, 

With him, m wholesome counsels, to debate 
What yet remains to save the afflicted stale 
He rose, and first he cast his mantle round, 

Next on his feet the shining sandals bound ; 

A lion’s yellow spoils his back conceal’d , 

His warlike hand a pointed javelin held 
Meanwhile Ins bi other, press’d with equal woes, 
Alike denied the gifts of soft repose, 

Laments for Greece, that m his cause before 
So much had suffer’d and must suffei more 
A leopard’s spotted hide his shoulders spread . 

A brazen helmet glitter’d on his head 
Thus (with a javelin m Ins hand) he went 
To wake Atrides m the royal tent 
Already waked, Atrides he descried, 

His armour buckling at Ins vessel’s side. 

Joyful they met , the Spartan thus begun . 

“ Why puts my brother his bright armour on ? 
Sends he some spy, amidst these silent hours. 

To try yon camp, and watch the Tiojan powers ? 
But say, what hero shall sustain that task ? 

Such bold exploits uncommon courage ask ; 
Guideless, alone, through night’s dark shade to go, 
And midst a hostile camp explore the foe.” 

To whom the king “ In such distress we stand, 
No vulgar counsel our affans demand ; 

Greece to preserve, is now no easy part, 

But asks high wisdom, deep design, and art 
For Jove, averse, our humble praj er denies, 

And bows his head to Hector’s sacrifice. 

What eye has witness’d, or what ear believed. 

In one great day, by one great arm achieved, 

Such wondrous deeds as Hector’s hand has done, 
And we beheld, the last revolving sun ? 

What honours the beloved of Jove adorn * 

Sprung from no god, and of no goddess bom ; 

Vet such his acts, as Greeks unborn shall tell, 

And curse the battle where their fathers fell. 

“ Now speed thj hasty course along the fleet, 
There call great Ajax, and the prince of Crete , 
Ourself to hoary Nestor will repair. 

To keep the guards on duly be his care. 


iSt 
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(For Nestor’s influence best fhat quarter guides, 
Whose son with Menon, o’er the watch presides.”) 

To whom the Spaitan . “ These thy orders borne, 
Say, shall I stay, or with despatch return ? ” 

“ There shalt thou stay, (the king of men replied,) ' 
Else may we miss to meet, without a guide, 

The paths so many, and the camp so wide. 

Still, with your voice the slothful soldiers raise, 

Urge by their fa the is’ fame their future praise. - 
Forget we now our state and lofty birth , 

Not titles here, but wotks, must prove our worth. 

To labour is the lot of man below ; 

And when Jove gave us life, he gave us woe ” 

This said, each parted to Ins several cares : 

The king to Nestor’s sable ship repairs , 

The sage protector of the Greeks he found 
Stretch’d in Ins bed with all Ins arms around ; 

The various- colour’d scarf, the shield he rears, 

The shining helmet, and the pointed spears ; 

The dreadful weapons of the warrior’s rage, 

That, old m arms, disdain’d the peace of age. 

Then, leaning on his hand his watchful head, 

The hoary monaich raised his eyes and said • 

“ What art thou, speak, that on designs unknoiv: 
While others sleep, thus range the camp alone ; 
Seek’st thou some friend of nightly sentinel ? 

Stand off, approach not, but thy purpose "tell ” 

“ O son of Neleus, (thus the king lejoin’d,) 

Pride of the Greeks, and glory of tliy' kind ! - 
Lo, here the wretched Agamemnon stands, 

The unhappy general of the Grecian bands. 

Whom Jove decrees with daily cares to bend, 

And woes, that only with his life shall end 1 
Scarce can my knees these trembling limbs sustain, 
And scarce my heart support its load of pain 
No taste of sleep these heavy eyes have known, 
Confused, and sad, I wander thus alone, 

With fears distracted, with no fix’d design , 

And all my people's miseries are mine 
If aught of use thy waking thoughts suggest, 

(Since caies, like mine, deprive thy soul of rest,) 
Impart thy counsel, and assist thy friend ; 

Now let us jointly to the trench descend, 

At every gate the fainting guard excite, 

Tued with the toils of day and watch of night ; 
Else may the sudden foe our works invade, 

So near, and favour’d by the gloomy shade” ^ 
To him thus Nestor “ Trust the powers above, 
Nor think proud Hector’s hopes confirm’d by Jove : 
How ill agree the views of vain mankind. 
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And the wise counsels ‘of the eternal mind ' 
Audacious Hectoi, if the gods oidam 
That great Achilles rise and lage again, 

What toils attend tliec, and what woes lemain 1 
Lo, faithful Nestoi thy command obeys , 

The care is next our other chiefs to laise 
Ulysses, Diomed, we chiefly need , 

Meges for sticngtli, Oileus famed foi speed 
Some othei be despatch’d of nimbler feet. 

To those tall ships, lcmotcst of the fleet, 

Wheie lie great Ajax and the king of Ciete 2 
To rouse the Spartan I myself decree , 

Dear as he is to us, and dea'i to thee, 

Yet must I tax his sloth, that claims no shaie 
With his great biotlici m his maitial care 
Him it behoved to every chief to sue, 

Preventing every part pci form’d by you , 

For stiong necessity our toils demands, 

Claims all oiu heaits, and uiges all our hands ” 

To whom the king “ With reveiencc we allow 
Thy just rebukes, yet learn to spaie them now 
My geneious bi other is of gentle kind, 

He seems lemiss, but bears a valiant mind , 

Through too much deference to our sovereign sway, 
Content to follow when w e lead the way 
But now', our ills industiious lo prevent, 

Long eie the rest lie rose, and sought my tent. 

The chiefs you named, alieady at Ins call. 

Prepare to meet us neai the navy-wall , 

Assembling theie, between the trench and gates, 
Neai the night-guaids, oui chosen council waits ’ 

“ Then none (saul Nestoi) shall lus tulc withstand, 
For great examples justify command ” 

With that, the venerable watrior rose , 

The slunmg greaves Ins manly legs enclose , 

His purple mantle golden buckles join’d, 

Warm with the softest w ool, and doubly lined 
Then rushing from his tent, he snatch’d m haste 
His steely lance, that lighten’d as lie pass d 
The camp he traversed through the sleeping crowd. 
Stopp’d at Ulysses’ lent, and call’d aloud 
Ulysses, sudden as the voice was sent, 

Awakes, starts up, and issues fiom lus tent 
“What new disttess what sudden cause of fright, 
Thus leads you wandering m the silent night 
“ O prudent chief (the Fjlian sage lepltcd) 

Wise as thou art, be now thy wisdom tried 
Whatever means of safety can be sought. 

Whatever counsels can inspire our thought, 

* The c/Cnte Ido-neneus. 
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Wliatevei methods, or to fly or fight ; 

All, all depend on this impoitant night « 

He heaid, return’d, and took his painted shield : 

Then join’d the chiefs, and follow’d through the field. 
Without his tent, bold Diomed they found, 

All sheathed m aims, lus brave companions round . 
Each sunk m sleep, extended on the field, 

His head reclining on his bossy shield 
A wood of spears stood by, that, fix’d upright, 

Shot from then flashing points a quivering light. 

A bull’s black hide composed the hero’s bed , 

A splendid carpet 1 oil’d beneath his head 
Then, with his foot, old Nestor gently shakes 
The slumbeimg chief, and m these words awakes : 

“ Rise, son of Tydeus ' to the brave and strong 
Rest seems mglonous, and the night too long. 

But sleep’st thou now, when from yon lull the foe 
Hangs o’er the fleet, and shades oui walls below?” 

At this, soft slumber fiom his eyelids fled ; 

The warrior saw the hoary chief, and said 
“ Wondrous old man 1 whose soul no lespitc knows, 
Though yeais and honours bid thee seek lepose, 

Let younger Greeks our sleeping warriors wake ; 

111 fits thy age these toils to undertake ’’ 

“ My friend, (he answered,) generous is thy care j 
These toils, my subjects and my sons might bear ? 
Their loyal thoughts and pious love conspire 
To ease a sovereign and relieve a sire 
But now the last despair surrounds our host , 

No houi must pass, no moment must be lost , 

Each single Greek, in this conclusive strife, 

Stands on the shaipest edge of death or life . 

Yet, if my years thy land regaid engage, 

Employ thy youth as I employ my age , 

Succeed to these my cares, and rouse the rest ; 

He serves me most, who serves his country best ” 

This said, the hero o’er his shouldeis flung 
A lion’s spoils, that to his ankles hung , 

Then seized Ins pondeious Jance, and strode along. 
Meges the bold, with Ajax famed for speed. 

The warrior roused, and to the entrenchments lead 
And now the chiefs appioach the nightly guard ; 

A wakeful squadron, each m arms prepared 
The unweaned watch their listening leaders keep, 

And, couching close, repel invading sleep 
So faithful dogs their fleecy charge maintain, 

With toil protected from the prowling tram ; 

When the gaunt lioness, with hunger bold, 

Springs fiom the mountains towaid the guarded fold 
Through breaking ivoods her rustling course they hear ; 
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Loud, and more loud, the clamouis strike their eai 
Of hounds and men they start, they gaze around, 
Watch every side, and turn to every sound 
Thus watch’d the Grecians, cautious of surprise, 
Each voice, each motion, drew their eais and eyes 
Each step of passing feet increased the affright , 

And hostile Troy was ever full m sight 
Nestor with joy the wakeful band survey’d, 

And thus accosted through the gloomy shade 
“’Tis well, my sons 1 your nightly caies employ , 

Else ninst our host become the scorn of Troy 
Watch thus, and Greece' shall live ” The hero said ; 
Then o’ci the trench the following clueftams led 
His son, and godlike Merion, march’d behind 
(For these the princes to then council join’d) 

The tienclies pass’d, the assembled kings aiound 
In silent state the consistory crown’d 
A place there was, yet undefiled with gore, 

The spot where Hector stopp’d his rage befoie , 
When night descending, fiom his vengeful hand 
Reprieved the relics of the Grecian band 
(The plain beside with mangled corps was spread, 
And all his progress mark’d by heaps of dead ) 

There sat the mournful kings when Nelcus’ son, 

The council opening, in these words begun 
“ Is there (said he) a chief so gieatly biave. 

His life to hazard, and lus country save ? 

Lives there a man, who singly dates to go 
To yonder camp, 01 seize some straggling foe ? 

Or favour’d by the night approach so neai. 

Their speech, their counsels, and designs to hear ? 

If to besiege our navies they prepare, 

Or Troy once more must be the seat of war ? 

This could he learn, and to our peers recite. 

And pass unharm’d the dangers of the night , 

What fame weie bis thiough all succeeding days, 
While Phoebus shines, or men have tongues to praise 1 
What gifts his grateful country would bestow 1 
What must not Greece to her deliverer owe? 

A sable ewe each leader should provide, 

With each a sable lambkin by her side , 

At every rite his share should be increased, 

And his the fofemost honours of the feast ” 

Fear held them mute alone, untaught to fear, 
Tydides spoke — “ The man you seek is here. 

Thiough yon black camps to bend my dangeious nay, 
Some god within commands, and I obey. 

But let some other chosen warrior join, 

To raise my hopes, and second my design 
By mutual confidence and mutual aid. 
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Gicat deeds aie done, and great discoveries made ; 

The wise new prudence from the wise acquire, 

And one biave heio fans another's fire ” 

Contending leaders at the woid arose ; 

Each geneious breast with emulation glows j . 

So biave a task each Ajax stiovc to share, 

Bold Menon strove, and Nestor’s valiant hen ; 

The Spaitan wish’d the second place to gam, 

And great Ulysses wish’d, noi wish’d m vain. 

Then thus the king of men the contest ends • 

“Thou fust of wamois, and thou best of friends, 
Undaunted Diomed ! what chief to join 
In this gieat enterprise, is only thine 
Just be thy choice, without affection made , 

To bath, or office, no lespect be paid , 

Let worth determine here.” The monarch spake. 

And inly trembled foi his blether’s sake 
“Then thus (the godlike Diomed rejoin’d) 

My choice declares the impulse of my mind 
How can I doubt, while great Ulysses stands 
To lend his counsels and assist our hands ? 

A chief, whose safety is Minerva’s caic , 

So famed, so dreadful, in the works of war 
Bless’d m his conduct, I no aid lcquuc , 

Wisdom like Ins might pass through flames of fire *’ 

“ It fits thee not, befoie these chiefs of fame, 

(Replied the sage,) to praise me, 01 to blame . 

Piaise fiom a friend, or censiue from s. foe, 

Are lost on heareis that our merits know. 

But let us haste— Night rolls the hours away, 

The leddemng onent shows the coming day, 

The stais shine fainter on the etheieal plains, 

And of night’s empire but a thud remains ” 

Thus having spoke, with generous ardoui piess’d. 

In arms temfic their huge limbs they dress’d 
A two-edged falchion Thrasymed the brave. 

And ample buckler, to Tydides gave 
Then in a leathern helm he cased lus head, 

Short of its ciest, and with no plume o’erspread 
(Such as by youths unused to aims me worn ) 

No spoils enrich it, and no studs adorn 
Next him Ulysses took a shining s\\ ord, 

A how and quiver, with blight arrows stored * 

A well-proved casque, with leathei braces bound, 

(Thy gift, Mcnones,) lus temples ci own’d , 

Soft wool within , without, m ordei spiead ,3 
A boar’s white teeth grinn’d hoiud o’er lus head. 

This from Amyntor, rich Ormenus’ ■son, 

3 w00 \ Wlt / un i ’ f ? kind of woollen stuffing, pressed in between the straps, 

the held, vnd mike the helmet fit close 
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Autolycus by fraudful rapine won, 

And gave Amphidamas , from him the ptlze 
Molus received, the pledge of social ties , 

The helmet next by Merton was possess’d, 

And now Ulysses’ thoughtful temples press’d 
Thus sheathed m arms, the council they forsake, 

And dark through paths oblique then pi ogress take 
Just then, m sign she favour’d then intent, 

A long-wing’d heron great Minerva sent 

This, though surrounding shades obscured their view. 

By the shrill clang and whistling wings they knew. 

As from the right she soar’d, Uljsses pray’d, 

Hail’d the glad omen, and addiess’d the maid * 

“ O daughter of that god whose arm can wield 
The avenging bolt, and shake the dreadful shield 1 
O thou 1 for ever present in my way, 

Who all my motions, all my toils survey * 

Safe may we pass beneath the gloomy shade, 

Safe by thy succour to our ships convey’d, 

And let some deed this signal night adorn 
To claim the tears of Trojans yet unborn ” 

Then godlike Diomed preferr’d his pray er 
“Daughter of Jove, unconquer’d Pallas 1 hear 
Gieat queen of arms, whose favour Tydeus won, 

As thou defend’st the sire, defend the son 
When on ALsopus’ banks the banded powers 
Of Greece he left, and sought the Theban towers, 

Peace was his charge , received with peaceful show, 

He went a legate, but return’d a foe 

Then help’d by thee, and cov cr’d by thy shield, 

He fought with numbcis, and made numbeis yield. 

So now be present, O celestial maid * 

So still continue to the race thine aid * 

A youthful steer shall fall beneath the stroke. 

Untamed, unconscious of the galling yoke, 

With ample forehead, and with spreading horns. 

Whose taper tops leftilgcnt gold adorns ’’ 

The heroes play’d, and Pallas from the skies 
Accords their vow, succeeds their enterprise 
Now, like two lions panting for the prey, 

With" dreadful thoughts they trace the dreamy wry 
Through the black horrors of the ensanguined plain. 
Through dust, through blood, o’er arms, aiul hills of slain. 

Nor less bold Hector, and the sons of Troy, 

On high designs the w akeful hours employ , 

The assembled peers then lofty chief enclosed , 

Who thus the counsels of his breast proposed 
“What glorious man, for hign attempts prepared, 

Dares greatly v enture for a rich rew aru 7 
Of yonder fleet a bold discovery make, 
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"What watch they keep, and what i esolvcs they take ? 

If now subdued they meditate their flight, _ 

And, spent with toil, neglect the watch of night ? 

His be the chanot that shall please him most, 

Of all the plunder of the vanquish’d host , 

His the fair steeds that all the rest excel, 

And his the glory to have sei ved so u ell ” 

A youth there was among the tribes of Troy, 

Dolon his name, Eumedcs’ only boy, 

(Five gals beside the reveicnd liciald told.) 

Rich was the son m biass, and rich m gold ; 

Not bless’d by nature with the charms of face, 

But swift of foot, and matchless m the race 
“ Hectoi 1 (he said) my courage bids me meet 
This high achievement, and explore the fleet . 

But first exalt thy sceptre to the skies, 

And swear to grant me the demanded prize , 

The immortal coursers, and the glittering car, 

That beai Pelides thiough the lanks of war. 

Encouiaged thus, no idle scout I go, 

Fulfil thy wish, their whole intention-know. 

Even to the royal tent pursue my way, 

And all their counsels, all their aims betray.” 

The chief then heaved the golden sceptre high. 

Attesting thus the monarch of the sky 
" Be witness thou • immortal loid of all 1 
Whose thunder shakes the daik aerial hall : 

By none but Dolon shall this prize be borne, 

And lum alone the immoital steeds adorn” 

Thus Hector swore the gods were call’d in vain, 

But the lash youth prepares to scour the plain . v 
Acioss his back the bended bow he flung, 

A wolf’s giey hide aiound his shoulders hung, 

A ferret’s downy fur his helmet lined, 

And in Ins hand a pointed javelm shined 
Then (never to leturn) he sought the shore, 

And tiod the path his feet must tread no more. 

Scarce had he pass’d the steeds and Trojan throng, 

(Still bending forward as he coursed along,) 

When, on the hollow way, the approaching tread 
Ulysses mark’d, and thus to Diomed , 

“ O friend 1 I heai some step of hostile feet, 

Moving this w'ay, or hastening to the fleet-. 

Some spy, perhaps, to lurk beside the main ; 

Or nightly pillager that strips the slam 
Yet let him pass, and win a little space , 

Then rush behind him, and prevent his pace 
But if too swift of foot he flies before, 

Confine his course along the fleet and shoie, 
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Betwixt the camp and him our spears employ, 

And intercept his hoped return to Troy ” ' 

With that they stepp’d aside, and stoop’d their head, 
(As Dolon pass’d,) behind a heap of dead 
Along the patli the spy unwary flew , 

Soft, at just distance, both the chiefs pursue 
So distant they, and such the space between. 

As when two teams of mules divide the green, 

(To whom the hmd like shares of land allows,) 

When now new furrows part the approaching ploughs. 
Now Dolon, listening, heard them as they pass’d , 
Hector (he thought) had sent, and check’d his haste. 
Till scarce, at distance of a javelin’s throw', 

No voice succeeding, he perceived the foe 
As when two skilful hounds the leveret wind , 

Or chase through woods obscure the tiemblmg hind j 
Now lost, now seen, they intercept his way, 

And from the herd still turn the flying prey 
So fast, and with such fears, the Trojan flew , 

So dose, so constant, the bold Greeks pursue 
Now almost on the fleet the dastard falls. 

And mingles with the guards that watch the w'alls , 
When braie Tjdidcs stopp’d , a gen’ious thought 
(Inspired by Pallas) m Ins bosom wrought, 

Lest on the foe some forward Greek advance. 

And snatch the glory from his lifted lance 
Then thus aloud “ Whoe’er thou ait, remain j 
This javelm else shall fix thee to the plain ” 

He said, and high in an the w eapon cast. 

Which wilful err’d, and o’er his shoulder pass’d , 

Then fix’d m earth Against the trembling wood 
The wretch stood propp’d, and qun er’d as he stood ; 

A sudden palsy seized his turning head , 

His loose teeth chatter’d, and his colour fled , 

The panting warriors seize him as he stands, 

And with unmanly tears his life demands 

"O spare my jouth, and for the breath I owe. 

Large gifts qf price my father shall bestow 
Vast heaps of biass shall in your ships he told, 

And steel well-temper’d and refulgent gold ” 

To whom Ulysses made this wise reply 

“Whoe’er thou art, be bold, nor fear to die 

What moves thee, say, when sleep has closed the sight, 

To roam the silent fields in dead of night ? 

_ Cam’st thou the secrets of our camp to find, 

By Hector prompted, or thy daring mind ? 

Or art some w retell by hopes of plunder led, 

Through heaps of carnage, to despoil the dead? 

Then thus pale Dolon, with a fearful look 

(Still, as he spoke, his limbs with horror shook ) 
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« Hither I "came, by Hector’s words deceived ; 

Much did he promise, rashly I believed . ' 

No less a bribe than great Achilles’ car, 

And those swift steeds that sweep the ranks of war. 
Urged me, unwilling, this attempt to make , 

To learn -what counsels, what resolves you take : 

If' now subdued, jou fi\ yout hopes on flight, 

And, tired with toils, neglect the watch of night” 

“ Bold was thy aim, and glorious was the prize, 
(Ulysses, with a scoinful smile, replies,) 

Far other rulers those proud steeds demand, 
Andjscoin the guidance of a vulgar hand , 

Even great Achilles scarce their rage can tame, 
Achilles spmng fiom an immortal dame. 

But say, be faithful, and the truth recite ' / 

' Where lies encamp’d the Trojan chief to-night ? 
Where stand his coursers ? in what quarter sleep 
Their other princes ? tell what watch they keep : 

Say, since this conquest, what their counsels are ; 

Or here to combat, fiom then city far, 

Oi back to Hum’s walls transfei the wai ? ” * 

Ulysses thus, and thus Eumedes’ son • 

“ What Dolon knows, his faithful tongue shall own. 
Hector, the peers assembling m his tent, 

A council holds at Ilus’ monument. 

No certain guards the nightly watch partake ; 
Where’er yon fires ascend, the Tiojans wake . 
Anxious foi Tioy, the guard the natives keep ; 

Safe in their cares, the auxiliar forces sleep, 

Whose wives and infants, from the danger far. 
Discharge their souls of half the feais of war ” 
“Then sleep those aids among the Trojan tiain, 
(Inquired the chief,) or scattei’d o’er the plain 
To whom the spy “ Their powers they thus dispose : 
The Paeons, dreadful with their bended bows, 

The Cariaris, Caucons, the Pelasgian host. 

And Leleges, encamp along the coast. 

Not distant far, lie higbei on the land 
The Lycian, Mysian, and Maeoman band, 

And Phrygia’s horse, by Thymbras’ ancient wall ; 
The Thracians utmost, and apait from all 
These Tioy but lately to liei succour won. 

Led on by Rhesus, great Eioneus’ son . 

I saw his coursers m proud triumph go. 

Swift as the wand, and white as winter-snow ; 

Rich silver plates his shining car infold ; 

His solid arms, refulgent, flame with gold ; 

No mortal shoulders suit the glorious load, 

' Celestial panoply, to grace a god 1 

Let me, unhappy, to your fleet be home, 
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Or leave me here, a captive’s fate to mourn, 

In cruel chains, till your return reveal 
The truth t or falsehood of the news I tell” 

To this Tjdides, with a gloomy frown 
“ Think not to li\e, though all the truth be shown . 
Shall we dismiss thee, in some future strife 
To risk more bravely thy now forfeit life ? 

Or that again our camps thou may’st evplorc? 

No — once a traitor, thou betray’st no more ” 

Sternly he spoke, and as the wretch prepared 
With humble blandishment to stroke his beard, 

Like lightning swuft the wrathful falchion flew. 
Divides the neck, and cuts the nerves- m tw o , 

One instant snatch’d lus trembling soul to hell. 

The head, yet .speaking, mutter’d as it fell. 

The furry helmet fiom lus brow they tear, 

The u'olf’s grej hide, the unbended bow and spear 
These great Ulysses lifting to the skies, 

To favouring Pallas dedicates the prize 
“ Great queen of arms, receive this hostile spoil, 
And let the Thiacian steeds reward our toil 
Thee, first of all tile heavenly host, we praise , 

O speed our labours, and direct our ways 1 ” 

This said, the spoils, with dropping gore defaced. 

High on a-spieading tamarisk he placed ; 

Then heap’d with reeds and gather’d boughs the plain. 
To guide their footsteps to the place again 
Through the still night they cross the devious fields, 
' Slipper}' with blood, o’er arms and heaps of shields, 
Arriving where, the Thracian squadrons lay, 

And eased in sleep the labours of the da}. 

Ranged in three lines they view the prostrate band . 
The horses } oked beside each w amor stand. 

Their 'arms in order on the ground reclined, 

Through the brown shade the fulgid weapons shined 
Amidst lay Rhesus, stretch’d in sleep profound, 

And the white steeds behind his chariot bound. 

The welcome sight Ulysses first descries, 

And points to Diomed the tempting prize 
“ The man, the courseis, and the car behold 1 
Described by Dolon, with the arms of gold. 

' Now, brave Tydides * now' tliy courage try, 

Approach the chariot, and the steeds untie , 

Or if thy soul aspire to fiercer deeds, 

Urge thou the slaughtei, while I seize the steeds" 
Pallas (tins said) her hero’s bosom warms, 

Breathed in his heart, and strung his nervous arms ; 
Where’er he pass’d, a purple stream pursued 
His thirst}' falchion, fat w itli hostile blood. 

Bathed all his footsteps, d}ed the fields with gore, 
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And a low gioan lemur mur’d tlnough the shore. 

So the grim lion, from his nightly den, 

O’erleaps the fences, and invades the pen, 

On sheep or goats, resistless in his •way, 

He falls, and foaming rends the guardless prey , 

Nor stopp’d the fury of his vengeful hand. 

Till twelve Jay breathless of the Thracian band 
Ulysses following, as lus partner slew, 

Back by the foot each slaughter’d warrior drew ; 

The milk-white coursers studious to convey 
Safe to the ships, he wisely clear’d the way : 

Lest the fierce steeds, not yet to battles bred, 

Should start, and tremble at the heaps of dead 
Now twelve despatch’d, the monarch last they found ; 
Tydides’ falchion fix’d him to the ground 
Just then a deathful dream Minerva sent, 

A warlike form appear’d before his tent, 

Whose visionaiy steel lus bosom tore 
So dream’d the monarch, and awaked no moie. 4 

Ulysses now the snowy steeds detains, 

And leads them, fasten’d by the sih er lems ; 

These, with his bow unbent, he lash’d along , 

(The scourge forgot, on Rhesus’ chariot hung ,) 

Then gave his friend the signal to retire ; 

But him, new dangeisj new achievements fire ; 
Doubtful he stood, 01 with lus iceking blade 
To send more heroes to the infernal shade, 

Diag off the cai where Rhesus’ armour lay. 

Or heave with manly force, and lift away. 

While unresolved the son of Tydeus stands, 

Pallas appears, and .thus her chief commands 
u Enough, my son , from further slaughter cease, 
Regard thy safety, and depart m peace , 

Haste to the ships, the gotten spoils enjoy, 

Nor tempt too far the hostile gods of Troy ” 

The voice divine confess’d'the martial maid j 
In haste he mounted, and her word obey’d ; 

The coursers fly before Ulysses’ bow, 

Swift as the wind, and white as winter-snow 
Not unobserved they pass’d the god of light 
Had watch’d lus Troy, and mark’d Minerva’s flight. 
Saw Tydeus’ son with heavenly succour bless’d, 

And vengeful anger fill’d lus sacred breast 
Swift to the Trojan camp descends the power. 


4 'All tlie circumstances of this action — the night. Rhesus burned in a profound sleep, and 
Diomede with the sword in lus hmd hanging over the held of that prince — furnished Homer 
with the idea of this fiction, which represents Rhesus lying fast asleep, and, as it were, be- 
holding his enemy in a dream, plunging the sword into lus bosom This image is very 
natural , for a man in his condition awakes no farther than to see confusedly what environs 
him, and to think it not a realitj but a dream ’’ — Pope 

"There’s one did laugh in his sleep, and one cry’d murder. 

- They wak’d each other " — Macbeth, 
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And wakes Hippocoon m the moming-hom , 
(On Rhesus’ side accustom’d to attend, 

A faithful kinsman, and instructive friend ,) 

He rose, and saw the field deform’d with blood, 
An empty space where late the coursers stood, 
The yet- warm Thracians panting on the coast , 
For each he wept, but for Ins Rhesus most 
Now while on Rhesus’ name he calls in vain. 
The gathering tumult spieads o’er all the plain , 
On heaps the Trojans rush, with wild affright, 
And wondering view the slaughteis of the night. 

Meanwhile the chiefs, arriving at the shade 
Wheie late the spoils of Hectors spy were laid, 
Ulysses stopp’d , to him Tydides bore 
The trophy, diopping yet with Dolon’s gore 
Then mounts again , again then nimbler feet 
The courseis ply, and thunder towards the fleet. 



DIOMED AND MASSES RETURNING WITH THE SrOILS Or RHESUS 

Old Nestor first peiceived the approaching sound, 
Bespeaking thus the Grecian peers around . 
“Metlnnks the noise of tiamphng steeds I hear, 
Thickening this way, and gatlieung on my ear , 
Perhaps some horses of the Trojan breed 
(So may, ye gods 1 my pious hopes succeed) 

The great Tydides and Ulysses bear, 

Return’d tiiumphant with this prize of war 
Yet much I fear (ah, may that fear be \ am ( ) 

The chiefs outnumber’d by the Trojan tram , 
Perhaps, even now pursued, they seek the shore ; 

Or, oil 1 pciliaps those heroes aie no more” 
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Scaice had he spoke, when, lo 1 the chiefs appeal, 

And spnng to earth , the Greeks dismiss their fear . 

"With words of friendship and extended hands 
They greet the kings j and Nestor first demands . 

“ Say thou, whose praises all our host proclaim, 

Thou living glory of the Grecian name 1 
Say whence these coursers ? by what chance bestow’d, 
The spoil of foes, or present of a god ? 

Not those fan steeds, so radiant and so gav, 

That draw the burning chariot of the day. 

Old as I am, to age I scorn to yield, 

And daily mingle in the martial field , 

But sure till now no coursers struck my sight 
Like these, conspicuous through the ranks of fight. 

Some god, I deem, conferred the glorious prize, 

Bless’d as ye are, and favourites of the skies ; 

The care of him who bids the thunder roar, 

And her, whose fury bathes the world with gore.” 

“ Father ' not so, (sage Ithncus rejoin’d,) 

The gifts of heaven are of a nobler kind 
Of Thracian lineage are the steeds ye view, 

Whose hostile king the brave Tydides slew ; 

Sleeping he died, with all his guards around, 

And twel\ e beside lay gasping on the ground. 

These other spoils from conquer’d Dolon came, 

A wretch, whose suiftness was his only fame j 
By Hector sent our forces to explore, 

He now lies headless on the sandy shore ’ 

Then o’er the tiench the bounding coui sers flewj 
The joyful Greeks with loud acclaim pursue. 

Straight to Tjdides’ high pavilion borne, 

The matchless steeds his ample stalls adorn • 

The neighing courseis their new fellows greet, 

And the full racks are heap’d with generous wheat. 

But Dolon’s armour, to Ins ships convey’d, 

High on the painted stem Ulysses laid, 

A trophy destin’d to the blue-eyed maid 
Now from nocturnal sweat and sanguine slam 
They cleanse their bodies m the neighb’img main . 

Then in the polished bath, refresh’d from toil. 

Their joints they supple with dissolving oil. 

In due repast indulge the genial hour, 

And first to Pallas the libations poui 
They sit, rejoicing m her aid divine, 

And the ciown’d goblet foams with floods of wine. 
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ARGUMENT 

THE THIRD BATTLE, AND Tlir ACTS Or AGAMEMNON 

Agamemnon, having armed lumsclf, leads tho Grecians to battle Hector prepares the Txo 
jaiw to receive them while Jupiter, Juno, and Minerva give the signals of w ar Agamem- 
non hears all before him, and Hector is commanded by Jupiter (who sends Iris for that 
purpose) to decline the engagement, till the king shall be w otinded and retire from the field 
He then makes a great si itighterof the enemy Uljsses and Diomcd put a stop to him for 
a time but the latter, being wounded bj Pans, is obliged to ncsert his companion, who is 
encompassed b> the Irojans, wounded, and in the utmost danger, till Menelaus and Ajax 
rescue htm Hector comes against Ajax , but that hero alone opposes multitudes, and 
rallies the Greeks In the meantime Machaon, in the other wing of the army, is pierced 
with an arrow by Pans, and earned from the fight in Nestor’s chanot Achilles (who o\ er- 
lookcd the action from his ship) sent Patroclus to inquire which of the Greeks was wounded 
in that manner Nestor entertains him m his tent with an account of the accidents of the 
da> , and a long recital of some former w ars w hirli he remembered, tending to put Patroclus 
upon persuading Achilles to fight for his countr) men, or at least to permit him to do it, 
clad in Achilles* armour Patroclus, on his return, meets Eurjpylus also wounded, and 
assists him m that distress 1 

This book opens with the eight and-twenticth dny of the poem , and the same daj, with 
its various actions and adventures, is extended through the twelfth, thirteenth, fourteenth, 
fifteenth, sixteenth, seventeenth, and part of the eighteenth books The scene lies in the 
field near the monument of litis 


The saffron moin, with only blushes spiead,' 

Now lose refulgent from Tithonus’ bed , 

With new-born day to gladden mortal sight, 

And gild the courts of heaven with sacred light 
When baleful Ens, sent by Jove’s command, 

The toich of discord blazing m her hand, 

Through the red skies her bloody sign extends, 
And, wrapt m tempests, o’ci the fleet descends 
High on Ulysses’ bark her horrid stand 
She took, and thunder’d through the seas and land. 

1 " Aurora now had left her saffron bed, 

And beams of early light the heavens o’erspread 

Dryden’s Virgil, iv 633 
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Even Ajax and Acliilles heaid the sound, 

Whose ships, remote, the guarded navy bound, 
Thence the black fury through the Grecian throng 
With honor sounds the loud Oithian song . 

The navy shakes, and at the dire alaims 
Each bosom boils, each ivarrioi staits to arms. 

No more they sigh, mglonous to leturn, , . 
But bieathe revenge, and foi the combat bum. 



THE DESCENT Or DISCORD 


The king of men his hardy host mspnes 
With loud command, with gieat example fires 1 
Himself first rose, himself before the lest 
His mighty limbs m radiant armour dress’d, 

And first he cased lus manly legs aiound 
In shining greaves with silvei buckles bound , 
The beaming cuirass next adorn’d his breast, 

The same which once king Cmyras possess’d 
(The fame of Greece and hci assembled host 
Had reach’d that monaich on the Cypnan coast ; 
’ Twas then, the friendship of the chief to gam, 
This glorious gift he sent, nor sent m vam ) 

Ten rows of azure steel the work infold, 

Twice ten of tin, and twelve of ductile gold , 
Three glittering dragons to the gorget rise, 
Whose imitated scales against the skies 
Reflected various light, and arching bow’d, 

Like colour’d rainbows o’er a showery cloud 
(Jove’s wondrous bow, of three celestial dies, 
Placed as a sign to man amidst the sines) 
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A radiant balanc, o or his shoulder tied, 

Sustain’d the sword that glitter’d at his side • 

Gold nas the hilt, a silver sheath encased 
The shining blade, and golden hangers graced 
His buckler’s mighty orb was next displac’d, 

That round the wamor cast a dreadful shade ; 

Ten zones of brass its ample bnm surround. 

And twice ten bosses the bright com ex crown’d : 
Tremendous Gorgon frown d upon its field. 

And circling terrors fill’d the expressiv e shield : 
Within its concav e hung a silver thong. 

On which a mimic serpent creeps along, 

His azure length in easy wav es extends. 

Till in three heads the embroider’d monster ends. 
Last o’er his brows his fourfold helm he placed, 

- With nodding hotse-hair formidably graced ; 

And m his hands two steely javelins wields, 

That blaze to heaven, and lighten all the fields. 

That instant Juno, and the martial maid. 

In happy thunders promised Greece their aid , 

High o’er the chief they clash’d their arms m air. 
And, leaning from the clouds, expect the war 
Close to the limits ofthe trench and mound. 

The fiery coursers to their chariots bound 
The squires restrain’d • the foot, with those who wield 
The lighter arms, rush forward to the field 
To second these, m close arrav combined, 

The squadrons spread their sable wings behind. 

Now shouts and tumults wake the tardy sun, 

As with the light the warriors’ toils begun 
Even Jove, whose thunder spoke his wrath. distiU’d 
Red drops of blood o’er all the fatal field 
The woes of men unwilling to survey, 

And all the slaughters that must stain the day. 

Near Ilus’ tomb, m order ranged around. 

The Trojan lines possess’d the rising ground 
There wise Poljdamas and Hector stood ; 

/Eneas, honourd as a guardian god , 

Bold Pol) bus, Agenor the divine , 

The brother-warriors of Antenor’s Ime : 

With youthful Acamas, whose beauteous face 
And fair proportion match’d the ethereal race 
Great Hector, cov er’d w ith his spacious shield, 

Plies all the troops, and orders all the field 
As the red star now show s his sanguine fires 
Through the dark clouds and now m night retires. 


e Red rfreyVr if Need "This phenomenon, if a mere fruit of thepcets t 
seem arbitrtrj or farfetched It is one. however, of ascertained reality, and oi ro unera -•a 
* . climate of Greece --Mure, i p m Cf Tasso, Gier Lib is 15 


occurrence iu the 1 


“ La tern iniecc del uotturr o Relo 
Bagnan rugiade tep de, e sanguigae 
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Thus through the ranks appear’d the godlike man, 
Plunged m the rear, or blazing in the van ; 

While streamy spaildes, restless as he flies, 

Flash from his arms, as lightning from the skies 
As sweating reapers m some wealthy field, 

Ranged m two bands, their ci ooked weapons wield, 
Bear down the furrows, till their labouis meet ,- 
Thick fall the heapy harvests at their feet 
So Gieece and Tioy the field of war divide, 

And falling ranks aie strow’d on every side 
None stoop’d a thought to base inglorious flight ;3 
But horse to horse, and man to man they fight, , 
Not rabid wolves more fierce contest their piey ; 
Each wounds, each bleeds, but none lesign the day. 
Discord with joy the scene of death descries, 

And dunks large slaughter at her sanguine eyes : 
Discord alone, of all the immortal tram, 

Swells the red horrois of this direful plain * 

The gods in peace their golden mansions fill, 
Ranged in bright older on the Olympian hill * 

But general murmurs told, their griefs above, 

And each accused the partial will of Jove 
Meanwhile apart, superior, and alone, 

The eternal Monarch, on his awful thione, 

Wrapt m the blaze of boundless glory sate , 

And fix’d, fulfill’d the just deciees of fate 
On earth he turn’d his all-considermg eyes, 

And maik’d the spot wheie Ilion’s towers aiise , 

The sea with ships, the fields with armies spread, 
The victor’s lage, the dying, and the dead 
Thus while the morning-beams, increasing bright, 
O’er heaven’s pure azure spread the glowing light, 
Commutual death the fate of war confounds, 

Each adverse battle gored with equal wounds 
But now (what trine in some sequester’d vale 
The weary woodman spreads lus sparing meal. 
When his fired arms refuse the axe to rear, 

And claim a respite from the sylvan war , 

But not till half the piostrate forests lay 
Stretch’d m long rum, and exposed to day) 

Then, nor till then, the Greeks’ impulsive might 
Pierced the black phalanx, and let m the light. 

Great Agamemnon then the slaughter led, 

And slew Bicnoi at his people’s head 
Whose squire 5 ileus, with a sudden spring, 

Reap’d from the chariot to revenge his king j 
But in his front he felt the fatal wound, 

3 “No thought of flight, 
r*one of retreat, no unbecoming deed 
^ That argued fear,"— Paradise Lost,." vi 236. 
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Which pierced his brain, and stretch’d him on the giound. 

Atrides spoil’d, and left diem on the plain 

Vam was their youth, their glittering armour i am . 

Now soil’d with dust, and naked to the skj, 

Their snowy limbs and beauteous bodies lie. 

Two sons of Puam ne\t to battle move, 

The product, one of marriage, one of love 4 
In the same car the brother-w amors ride , 

This took the charge to combat, that to guide 
Far other task, than when they wont to keep, 

On Ida’s tops, their father’s fleecy sheep 
These on the mountains once Achilles found, 

And captive led, with pliant osiers bound , 

Then to their sire for ample sums restored , 

But now to perish by Atrides’ sword 

Pierced in the breast the base-born Isus bleeds 

Cleft through the head his brothel’s fate succeeds. 

Swift to the spoil the hasty i ictor falls, 

And, stnpt, their features to Ins mind recalls. 

The Trojans see the j ouths untimely die. 

But helpless tremble "for themselves, and fly 
So when a lion ranging o’er the lawns, 

Finds, on some grassy lair, the couching fawns, 

Their bones he cracks, their iceking Mtals diaws. 

And grinds the qunermg flesh with blood) jaws ; 

The frighted hind beholds, and dales not stay, 

But swift through rustling thickets bursts her way , 

All drown’d m sweat, the panting mother flies, 

And the big tears loll trickling from her c) es 
Amidst the tumult of the routed train, 

The sons of false Antimachus were slam , 

He who for bribes his faithless counsels sold, 

And voted Helen’s stay for Pans’ gold 
Atrides mark’d, as these their safety sought. 

And slew the children for the father’s fault , 

Their headstrong horse unable to restrain, 

They shook w itli fear, and dropp’d the silken rein ; 

Then in the chariot on their knees they fall. 

And thus with lifted hands for mercy call 
“ O spare our youth, and for the life we owe, 

Antimachus shall copious gifts bestow' 

Soon as he hears, that, not m battle slain, 

The Grecian ships his captn e sons detain, 

Large heaps of brass in ransom shall be told, 

And steel well-tempered, and persuasive gold ’’ 

These words, attended wuth the flood of tears. 

The youths address’d to unrelenting ears 

4 One ef lore Although a bast-ird brother received only T sm ill portion of theinVentance, 
he was commonly \cry well treated Pnom appears to be the only one of whom pc y 
is directly isseited in the Iliad. Grote, \ol. u p 114, note 
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The vengeful monarch gave this stem reply . 

“ If fiom Antimachus ye spring, ye die j 
The daring wretch who once m council stood 
To shed Ulysses’ and my brother's blood, 

Foi proffer’d peace 1 and sues his seed for giace ? 

No, die, and pay the foifcit of youi race ” 

This said, Pisander from the car lie cast, 

And pieiced lus bieast supine he breathed his lash 
His brothei leap’d to earth , but ; as he lay, 

The tienchant falchion lopp’d his hands away ; 

His sever’d head was toss’d among the throng, 

And, rolling, drew a bloody tram along. 

Then, wheie the thickest fought, the victoi flew ; 

The king’s example all his Greeks pursue. 

Now by the foot the flying foot were slam, 

Horse trod by horse, lay foaming on the plain 
From the dry fields thick clouds of dust ar-ise, 

Shade the black host, and intercept the skies 
The biass-hoof’d steeds tumultuous plunge and hour d, 
And the thick thunder beats the labounng ground, 
Still slaughtering on, the king of men proceeds ; 

The distanced army w onders at Ins deeds, 

As when the Avmds with raging flames conspire, 

And o’er the forests loll the flood of fire. 

In blazing heaps the glove’s old honours fall/ 

And one refulgent rum levels all 
Before Atrides’ lage so sinks the foe, 

Whole squadrons vanish, and proud heads lie low. 
The steeds fly trembling from his waving sword. 

And many a car, now lighted of its lord, 

Wide o’er the field with guideless fury rolls, , 
Breaking their ranks, and crushing out their souls , 
While Ins keen falchion drinks the warriors’ lues ; 
More grateful, now, to vultures than their wives ’ 
Perhaps great Hector then had found his fate. 

But Jove and destiny pi clang’d Ins date 
Safe from the darts, the care of heaven he stood, 
Amidst alarms, and death, and dust, and blood 
Now past the tomb where ancient Hus lay, 

Through the mid field the louted urge their way • 
Where the wild figs the adjoining summit ciown, 

The path they take, and speed to reach the town. 

As swift, Atrides with loud shouts pursued. 

Hot with his toil, 'and bathed m hostile blood. 

Now near the beech-tiee, and the Scaean gates, 

The hero halts, and his associates waits 
Meanwhile on every side around the plain. 

Dispersed, disorder’d, fly the Trojan' tram 
So flies a herd of beeves, that hear dismay’d 
The lion’s roaring through the midnight shade j 
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On heaps they tumble with successless haste , 

The savage seizes, diaws, and rends the last. 

Not with less fury stem Atndes flew, 

Still piess’d the rout, and still the hindmost slew , 
Hull’d from their cars the bravest chiefs are kill’d, 
And tage, and death, and carnage load the field 
Now stoims the victoi at the Trojan wall , 

Suiveys the* towers, and meditates their fall 
But Jove descending shook the Idrean hills, 

And down tlieir summits pour’d a hundred nils 
The unkindled lightning in his hand he took. 

And thus the many-coloured maid bespoke 
“ Ins, with haste thy golden wings display, 

To godlike Hector this our word convey — 

While Agamemnon wastes the ranks around, 

Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the ground. 
Bid him give way , but issue forth commands, 

And trust the war to less important hands 
But when, or wounded by the spear or dart, 

That chief shall mount his chariot, and depai t, 

Then Jove shall string his arm, and fire his breast, 
Then to liei ships shall flying Greece be press’d, 

Till to the main the burning sun descend, 

And sacred night her awful shade extend ” 

He spoke, and Iris at his word obey’d , 

On wings of winds descends the various maid 
The chief she found amidst the lanks of war, 

Close to the bulwarks, on his glittering car 
The goddess then “ 0 son of Pnam, hear 1 
From Jove I come, and his high mandate bear 
While Agamemnon wastes the lanks around, 

Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the ground, 
Abstain from fight , yet issue forth commands, 

And trust the war to less important hands 
But when, or wounded by the speai or dart, 

The chief shall mount his chai lot, and depart, 

Then Jove shall string thy arm, and fire thy breast. 
Then to her ships shall flying Greece be press’d, 

Till to the mam the burning sun descend, 

And sacied night her awful shade extend" 

She said, and vanish’d Hector, with a bound, 
Springs from Ins chariot on the trembling ground. 

In clanging aims he grasps m cither hand 
A pointed lance, and speeds from band to band , 
Revives their ardour, turns their steps from flight, 

And wakes anew the dying flames of fight 
They stand to arms the Greeks tlieir onset dare, 
Condense their powers, and v\ ait the coming v\ ar 
New force, new spirit, to each breast returns , 

The fight renew’d with fiercer fury bums . 
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The king leads on • all fW on lum their eye, 

And learn from him to conquer, or to die 
Ye sacred nine 1 celestial Muses ' tell, 
mo faced him first, and by his piowess fell? 

The great Iphidamas, the bold and young, 

From sage Antenoi and Theano sprung ; 

Whom fiomhis youth his grandsire Cisseus bred, 

And nursed in Thiace where snowy flocks are fed. 

Scarce did the down his rosy cheeks invest, 

And early honour warm his geneiOus breast, 

When the kind sue consign’d his daughter’s charms 
(Theano’s sister) to his youthful arms 
But call’d by glory to the wars of Troy, 

He leaves untast&d the first fruits of joy ; 

From his loved bride depaits with melting eyes, 

And swift to aid his dearer country flies. 

With twelve black ships lie reach’d Pei cope’s strand. 
Thence took the long laborious march by land 
Now fierce for fame, before the lanks he springs, 
Towering in arms, and braves the king of kings. 

Atndes first discharged the missive spear ;> 

The Trojan stoop’d, the javelin pass’d in air 
Then near the corslet, at the monaich’s heart, 

With all his strength, the youth directs his dart : 

But the broad belt, with plates of silver bound, 

The point rebated, and repell’d the wound. 

Encumber’d with the dart, Atndes stands, 

Till, grasp’d with force, lie wiench’d it from his hands ; 

At once his weighty sword discharged a -wound 
Full on his neck, that fell’d him to the ground 
Stretch’d m the dust the unhappy warrior lies, 

And sleep eternal seals Ins swimming eyes 
Oh worthy better fate 1 oh early slam 1 
Thy country’s friend , and virtuous, though m vam 
No more the youth shall join his consort’s side, 

At once a virgin, and at once a bade ' 

No more with presents her embraces meet, 

Or lay the spoils of conquest at her feet, 

On whom his passion, lavish of his store, 

Bestow’d so much, and vainly promised more 1 
Unwept, uncover’d, on the plain he lay, 

While the proud victor bore Ins arms away. 

Coon, Antenor’s eldest hope, was nigh 
Tears, at the sight, came starting from his eye, 

While pierced with grief the much-loved youth he view’d, 
And the pale features now deform’d with blood. 

Then, with his spear, unseen, his time he took, 

Aim’d at the king, and near his elbow strook. 

The thrilling steel transpieiced the brawny part, 

And through his arm stood forth the barbed dart; 
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Surprised the monaich feels, yet void of fear 
On Coon rushes with his lifted spear 
His brother’s corpse the pious Trojan draws. 

And calls Ins country to assert Ins cause , 

Defends him breathless on the sanguine field, 

And o’er the body spreads his ample shield. 

Atndes, marking an unguarded pait, 

Transfix’d the warrior until Ins brazen dart j 
Prone on his brother’s bleeding breast he lay, 

The monarch’s falchion lopp’d his head away . 

The social shades the same dark journey go, 

And join each other m the realms below 
The vengeful victor rages round the fields, 

With every -weapon art or fury yields 
By the long lance, the sword, or ponderous stone, 
Whole ranks are broken, and whole troops o’ei thrown. 
Tins, while jet warm distill’d the purple flood , 

But when the wound grew stiff with dotted blood. 
Then grinding toitures his strong bosom rend, 

Less keen those darts the fierce Ilythite send 
(The powers that cause the teeming matron’s throes. 
Sad mothers of unutterable woes *) 

Stung -with the smart, all-pantmg with the pain, 

He mounts the car, and gives his squire the rein , 
Then with a voice which fury made more strong, 

And pam augmented, thus exhorts the throng 

“ O friends 1 O Greeks ! assert your honours won J 
Proceed, and finish what this arm begun 
Lo 1 angry Jove forbids youi chief to stay, 

And envies half the glories of the day ” 

He said ■ the driver whirls his lengthful thong; 

The horses fly , the chariot smokes along 
Clouds from their nostrils the fierce coursers blow. 
And from their sides the foam descends in snow , 

Shot through the battle in a moment’s space, 

The w'ounded monarch at his tent they place 
No sooner Hector saw the king retired, 

But thus his Trojans and his aids he fired : 

“ Hear, all ye Dardan, all ye Lycian race 1 
* Famed in close fight, and dreadful face to face : 

Now call to mind your ancient trophies w’on, 

Your great forefathers’ vutues, and your own 
Behold, the general flies 1 deserts lus powers 1 
Lo, Jovehims'elf declares the conquest ouis * 

Now on yon ranks impel your foaming steeds , 

And, sure of glory, dare immortal deeds ” 

"With words like these the fieiy chief alarms 
His fainting host, and every bosom warms 
As the bold hunter cheers his hounds to tear 
The brindled lion, or the tusky bear : 
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With voice and hand provokes their doubting heart, 

And springs the foremost with lus lifted dart . 

So godlike Hector prompts his troops to dare ; 

Noi prompts alone, but leads himself the wan 
On the black body of the foe he pours; 

As from the cloud’s deep bosom, swell’d with showers, 

A sudden storm the purple ocean sweeps, 

Drives the wild waves, and tosses all the deeps. 

Say, Muse 1 when Jove theTiojan’s glory crown’d. 

Beneath his arm what hei oes bit the ground ? 

Assams, Dolops, and Autonous died, 

Opites ne\t was added to their side , 

Then brave Hipponous, famed in many a fight, 

Opheltius, Orus,’ sunk to endless night ; 
yEsymnus, Agelatis j all chiefs of name , 

The rest weic vulgar deaths unknown to fame 
As when a western whulw md, charged with storms, 

Dispels the gather’d clouds that Notus forms . 

The gust continued, i lolent and strong, 

Rolls sable clouds in heaps on heaps along ; 

Now to the skies the foaming billows rears, 

Now breaks the surge, and wide the bottom bares : 

Thus, raging Hector, with resistless hands, 

O’ei turns, confounds, and scatters all tlicir bands. 

Now the last ruin the whole host appals , 

Now Greece had trembled m her w ooden Avails ; 

But wise Ulysses call’d Tydides forth, 

His soul rekindled, and awaked his worth. 

“ And stand we deedless, O eternal shame * 

Till Hector’s aim involve the ships m flame? 

Haste, let us join, and combat side by side ” 

The warrior thus, and thus the friend Tephed * 

“No martial toil I shun, no danger fear , 

Let Hector come , I wait Ins fuiy here 

But Jove with conquest ciowns the Trojan tram * „ 

And, Jove our foe, all human foice is vain" 

He sigh’d , but, sighing, raised lus vengeful steel, 

And from his car the proud Thymbraeus fell 
Molion, the charioteer, pursued Ins lord. 

His death ennobled by Ulysses’ sword 
Theie slam, they left them in eternal night, 

Then -plunged amidst the thickest lanks of fight 
So two wild hoars outstrip the following hounds, 

Then swift revert, and wounds return for wounds. 

Stern Hector’s conquests m the middle plain 
Stood check’d awhile, and Greece respired again. 

The sons of Merops shone amidst the w r ar , 

Towering they rode m one refulgent car 
In deep prophetic arts then father skill’d, 

Had warn’d his children from the Trojan field. 
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Fate urged them on the father warn'd in v?.«i - 
They rush’d to fight, and pensh d on the plain : 

Their "breasts no more the vital spirit warms ; 

The stem TviLdes striDS their shining arms. 
Hvplrochus by great Ulysses dies. 

And rich Hippodninus becomes h,s prize. 

Great Jot e from Ide with slaughter fills his sight. 
Add level hangs the doubtful scale.of fght. 

By Tvdeasf lance Agnstrophus was slain. 

The far-famed hero of Freeman strain ; 

Wing’d w»th his fears, on foot he strov e to fly. 

His steeds too distant, and the foe too nigh : 

Through broken orders swifter than the wind. 

He fled, bat dying left hts life behind. 

This Hector sees, as ins experienced eyes 
Traverse the files, and to the rescue fifes : 

Shouts, as he pass’d the crystal regions rend. 

And moving amies on Irs march attend 
Great Diomed himself was seized with fear. 

And thus bespoke his brother of the war .* 

** Mark how this way yon bending squadrons yield ! 
The storm rolls on, and Hector rules the field * * 

Here stand his utmost force." — Tne wamo- said : 
Swift at die word lus ponderous jr\ elm fled : 

Nor miss d its ami. bat where the plumage danced 
jRazed the smooth cone, and thence obliquely glanced. 
Safe in his helm (the gift of Phcebas hands) 

Without a wound the Trojan hero stands , 

But yet so stunn’d. that, staggering on the plain. 

His arm and knee his sinking bulk sustain . 

O’er his dun sight the misty vapours rise. 

And a short darkness shades his swimming ey es. 
Tydides followed to regain his lance . 

"While Hector rose, recov erd from the trance. 
Remounts his car, and herds arvdst the crowd : 

The Greek pursues him and exults aloud : 

** Once more thank Phcebus for thy forfeit breath 
Or thank that swiftness which outstrips the death 
Well by Apollo are thy prayers repaid, 

* And oft that partial power has lent ms aid 
Thou shall not long the death deserved withstand. 

If any god assist Tydides- hand 

Fly then, inglorious ! but thy night, this day. 

Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghosts shall pay,” 

Him, while he triumph’d. Paris eyed from for, 

(The spouse of Helen the fair cause of war .) 

Around the fields his feather’d shafts he sent. 

From ancient Hus’ rain’d monument : 

Behind die column placed, he bent his bow. 

And wing’d an arrow ?t the unwary foe ; 
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Just as lie stoop’d, Agastrophus’s crest 
To seize, and drew the corslet fiom his breast, 

The bowstring twang’d , nor flew the shaft m vam, 
But pierced his foot, and nail’d it to the plain. 

The laughing Trojan,' with a joyful spring, 

Leaps from his ambush, and insults the king. 

« He bleeds < (he cries ) some god has sped my dart/ 
Would the same god had Ax’d it m his heart » 

So Troy, relieved from that wide-wasting hand, 
Should breathe from slaughter and m combat stand ; 
Whose sons now tremble at his darted spear, 

Aa scatter’d lambs the lushing lion fear ” 

He dauntless thus “ Thou conqueior of the fair. 
Thou woman-warrior with the curling hair , 

Vam archer > trusting to the distant dart, 1 , 

Unskill’d m arms to act a manly part 1 
Thou hast but done what boys or women can , 

Such hands may wound, but not mcense a man 
Nor boast the scratch thy feeble arrow gave, v 
A coward’s weapon nevei hurts the biave 
Not so this dart, which thou may’st one day feel? 
Fate wings its flight, and death is on the steel 
Where this but lights, some noble life expires , 

Its touch makes orphans, bathes the cheeks of sires, 
Steeps earth m puiple, gluts the buds of air, 

And leaves such objects as distract the fair ” 

Ulysses hastens with a ti enabling heart, 

Before him steps, and bending draws the dait * 

Forth flows the blood , an eager pang succeeds ; 
Tydides mounts, and to the navy speeds. 

Now on the field Ulysses stands alone, 

The Greeks all fled, the Trojans pouring on ; 

But stands collected m himself, and whole, 

And questions thus his own unconquer’d soul 
“ What further subterfuge, what hopes remain ? 
What shame, mglonous if I quit the plain? 

What danger, singly if I stand the ground, 

My friends all scatter’d, all the foes around ? 

Yet whciefore doubtful ? let this truth suffice, 

The brave meets danger, and the coward flies. 

To die or conquer, proves a hero’s heart , 

And, knowing this, 1 know a soldier’s part.” 

Such thoughts i evolving m his caieful breast, 

Near, and more near, the shady cohorts press’d ; 
These, in the •warrior, their own fate enclose , 

And round him deep the steely circle grows. 

So fares a boar whom all the troop surrounds 
Of shouting huntsmen and of clamoious hounds ; 

He grinds lus ivory tusks ; he foams with ire , 

His sanguine eye-balls glare with living fire; 
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By these, by those, on e\ ery part is plied j 
And the red slaughter spreads on every side 
Pierced through the shoulder, first Deiopis fell; 

Next Ennomus and Thoon sank to hell , 
Chersidamas, beneath the navel thrust, 

Falls prone to earth, and grasps the bloody dust. 
Charops, the son of Hippasus, was near , 

Ulysses reach’d hnn with the fatal speai , 

But to his aid his brother Socus flies, 

Socus the brave, the generous, and the wise 
Near as he drew, the warrior thus began 
“_0 great Ulysses * much-enduring man ! 

Not deeper skill’d in every martial sleight, 

Than worn to toils, and active in the fight 1 
This day two bi others shall thy conquest giace, 

And end at once the great Hippasian race, 

Or thou beneath this lance must press the field ” 

He said, and forceful pierced his spacious shield 
Through the strong brass the ringing javelin thrown. 
Plough’d half his side, and bared it to the bone 
By Pallas’ care, the spear, though deep infix’d, 

' Stopp’d short of life, nor with his entrails mix’d 
The wound not mortal wise Ulysses knew, 

Then furious thus (but first some steps withdrew) 

“ Unhappy man 1 whose death our hands shall grace 1 
Fate calls thee hence and finish’d is thy race 
Nor longer check my conquests on the foe , 

But, pierced by this, to endless darkness go, 

And add one spectre to the realms below 1 ’ 

He spoke, w-hile Socus, seized with sudden fright. 
Trembling gave way, and turn’d lus back to flight ; 
Between his shoulders pierced the follow mg dart, 

And held its passage through the panttng heait • 
Wide in lus breast appear’d the grisly wound , 

He falls , Ins armour rings against the ground 
Then thus Ulysses, gazing on the slam 
“ Famed son of Hippasus 1 there press the plain ; 
There ends thy narrow span assign’d by fate, 

Heaven owes Ulysses yet a longei date 

Ah, wretch 1 no fathei shall thy corpse compose , 

Thy dying ej es no tender mother close , 

But hungry birds shall tear those balls away, 

And hovenng vultures scream around their prey. 

Me Greece shall honour, when I meet my doom. 

With solemn funerals and a lasting tomb ” 

Then raging w ith intolerable smart, 

He writhes his body, and extiacts the dart 
The dart a tide of spouting gore pursued, 

And gladden’d Troj with sight of hostile blood. 

Now' troops on troops the fainting chief imade, 
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Forced he recedes, and loudly calls for aid 
Thrice to its pitch his lofty voice he rears ; 

The well-known voice thuce Menelaus heais . 
Alarm’d, to Ajax Telamon lie cried, 

Who shaies his labouis, and defends his side : 

“O fuend 1 Ulysses’ shouts invade my eai ; 
Distressed he seems, and no assistance near ; 

Stiong as he is, yet one opposed to all, 

Oppiess’d by multitudes, the best may fall. 

Greece lobb’d of him must bid her host despair, 
And feel a loss not ages can repair.” 

Then, where the cry directs, his course he bends ; 
Great Ajax, like the god of wai, attends, 

The prudent chief m soic distress they found, 

With bands of funous Trojans compass’d round 3 * 5 
As when some huntsman, with a flying spear, 

From the blind thicket wounds a stately deer ; 
Down his cleft side, while fresh the blood distils, 

He bounds aloft, and scuds from hills to hills, 

Till lifers waim vapour issuing through the wound,-, 
Wild mountain-wolves the fainting beast surround * 
Just as their jaws his pi ostrate limbs mvade. 

The lion rushes through the woodland shade, 

The wolves, though hungry, scour dispersed away ; 
The lordly savage vindicates his prey. 

Ulysses thus, unconquer’d by his pains, 

A single warrior half a host sustains . 

But soon as Ajax; leaves his tow er-like shield, 

The scatter’d crowds fly frighted o’er the field ; 
Atrides’ aim the sinking hero stays, 

And, saved from numbeis, to his cai coni eys. 

Victorious Ajax plies the routed ciew ; 

And fiist Doiyclus, Puam’s son, he slew, 

On strong Pandocus next inflicts a wound. 

And lays Lysander bleeding on the ground. 

As when a torrent, swell’d with wintry rams, 

Pouis fiom the mountains o’ei the deluged plains, 
And pmes and oaks, from then foundations torn, 

A country’s ruins 1 to the seas are borne 
Fierce Ajax thus o’envhclms the yielding throng , 
Men, steeds, and chanots, roll m heaps along 
But Hector, fiom this scene of slaughtei far, 
Raged on the left, and ruled the tide of war 


3 9l rckd f° es as when a pache of bloodio jackals cling 

About a goodly palmed hart, hurt with a hunter’s bon 
Whose escape his nimble feet insure, whilst lus warm blood doth flow. 
And his light knees have pow cr to move but (maistred by his w ound) 
Embost within a shady hill, the jackals charge him round,, 

-And teare his flesh— w hen instantly fortune sends in the powers 
Of some sterne lion, with whose stghte they flie and he dei ours 
So they around Uljsscs prest Chapman 
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Loud groans proclaim lus progress through the plain, 
And deep Senmander swells with heaps of slam 
There Nestor and Idomeneus oppose 
The warrior's fun , theie the battle glows ; 

There fierce ott foot, 01 fiotn tlic chai lot’s height, 

His swotd dcfoitns the beauteous lanhs of fight 
The spou«c of Helen, dealing darts around, 

Had pierced Mnehaon with a distant wound 
In his right shouldci the bioad shaft appear’d, 

And trembling Greece for her physician fear’d. 

To Nestor then Idomeneus begun • 

“ Glor\ of Gicccc, old Nelcus’ \ ahant son * 

Ascend thy chariot, haste with speed away, 

And great Mnehaon to the ships comey, 

A w isc physician shill’d our w ounds to heal, 

Is more than armies to the public weal *’ 

Old Nestor mounts the scat , beside him rode 
The wounded offspring of the healing god 
He lends the lash , the steeds with sounding feet 
Shake the dry field, and thunder toward the fleet 
But now Cobrioncs, from Hector’s car, 

Suncy’d the \nnous fortune of the war 
“ While here (he cned) the flj mg Greeks are slam, 
Trojans on Trojans yonder load the plain. 

Before great Ajax see the mingled throng 
Of men and chariots driven m heaps along > 

I know him well, distinguish’d o’er the field 
By the broad glittering of the sevenfold shield 
Thither, O Hector, thither urge thy steeds, 

There danger calls, and theie the combat bleeds , 
There horse and foot in mingled deaths unite, 

And groans of slaughter mix w ith shouts of fight ” 
Thus having spoke, the driver’s lash resounds , 

Swift through the ranks the rapid chariot bounds , 
Stung by the stroke, the coursers scour the fields. 

O’er heaps of carcases, and hills of shields 
The horses’ hoofs arc bathed in heroes’ gore, 

And, dashing, purple all the cai before. 

The groaning axle sable drops distils, 

And mangled carnage clogs the rapid wheels 
Here Hector, plunging through the thickest fight, 
Broke the dark phalanx, and let in the light 
(By the long lance, the sword, or ponderous stone, 

The ranks he scatter’d and the troops o’erthrown ) 
Ajax he shuns, through all the dire debate, 

And fears that arm wiiose foicc he felt so late. 

But partial Jove, espousing Hector’s part, 

Shot hea\en-brcd horror through the Grecian’s heart ; 
Confused, unnerved in Hector’s presence grown, 
Amazed lie stood, -with terrors not his own 
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O’er Ins bioad back his moony shield he threw, 

And, glaiing round, by tardy steps withdrew'. 

Thus the grim lion Ins retreat maintains, 

Beset with watchful dogs, and shouting swains , 
Repulsed by numbers from the nightly stalls, 
Though'iage impels him, and though hunger calls, 

Long stands the showering darts, and missile (ires ; 
Then sourly slow the indignant beast 1 etires : 

So turn’d stem Aja\, by whole hosts repelled, 

While his sivoln heart at every step rebell’d 
As the slow beast, with heavy strength endued, 

In some wide field by troops of boys pursued, 

Though round his sides a wooden tempest ram, 

Crops the tall harvest, and lays waste the 'plain , 

Thick on his hide the hollow blows resound. 

The patient animal maintains his ground, 

Scarce from the field with all their efforts chased, 

And stirs but slowly when he stirs at last : 

On Ajax thus a weight of Trojans hung, 

The strokes redoubled on his buckler rung ; - 
Confiding now m bulky strength he stands, 

Now turns, and backward bears the yielding bands j 
Now stiff recedes, yet hardly seems to fly'. 

And threats his followers with retorted eye 
Fix’d as the bar between tw r o -warring powers, 

While hissing darts descend in iron showers : 

In his broad buckler many a weapon stood, 

Its surface bristled with a quivering wood ; 

And many a javelin, guiltless on the plain, 

Marks the dry dust', and thirsts for blood m vain 
But bold Eurypylus his aid imparts, 

And dauntless springs beneath a cloud of darts ; 
Whose eager javelin launch’d against the foe. 

Great Apisaon felt the fatal blow , 

From his torn hvci the led cunent flow’d, 

And lus slack knees desert their dying load 
The victoi rushing to despoil the dead, 

From Paris’ bow a vengeful anow fled , 

Fix’d m lus nervous thigh the weapon stood, 

Fix’d was the point, but bioken was the wood. 

Back to the lines the w ounded Greek retired, 

Yet thus retreating, lus associates fired 

“ What god, O Grecians 1 has youi hearts dismay’d ? 
Oh, turn to arms , ’tis Ajax claims your aid 
This hour he stands the mark of hostile rage, 

And this the last biave battle he shall wage 
Haste, join your foices , from the gloomy grave 
The wamor lescue, and y r oui country save ” 

Thus urged the chief a generous troop appears, 

Who spread their bucklers, and advance ,their speais 
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To guard llieir wounded friend while thus they stand 
With pious 1 care, gieat Ajax joins the band 
Each takes new courage at the hero’s sight , 

The hero 1 allies, and renews the fight 
Thus raged both aimies like conflicting fires, 

While Nestor’s chaiiot fai from fight retnes 
His courseis steep’d m sweat, and stain’d with goie, 
The Greeks’ picseiver, great Machaon, bore 
That hour Achilles, from the topmost height 
Of Ins proud fleet, o’ei look’d the fields of fight , 

His feasted ej es beheld around the plain 
The Grecian rout, tire slaying, and the slam 
His friend Machaon singled from the lest, 

A transient pity touch’d Ins vengeful breast 
Straight to Mencctius’ much-loved son he sent 
Giaceful as Mars, Patroclus quits his tent , 

In evil houi ! Then fate decreed his doom, 

And fix’d the date of all his w oes to come. 

“ Why calls my fnend ? thy loved injunctions lay j 
Whate’er thy will, Patioclus shall obey ” 

“ O first of friends ' (Pelides thus replied) 

Still at my heart, and ever at my side 1 
The time is come, when yon despamng host 
Shall learn the value of the man they lost 
Now at my knees the Gieeks shall .pour their moan. 
And proud Atndes tremble on lus throne 
Go now to Nestor, and fiom him be taught 
What tvounded W'arnor late his chariot bi ought 
Foi, seen at distance, and but seen behind, 

His form lecall’d Machaon to mv mind , 

Nor could I, through yon cloud, discern his face, 

The coursers pass’d me with so swift a pace ” 

The heio said. His friend obey’d with haste, 
Through intermingled ships and tents he pass’d , 

The chiefs descending from then car he found 
The panting steeds Eurymedon unbound. 

The w’arnors standing on the bieezy shore. 

To dry then sweat, and wash away the gore, 

Here paused a moment, w bile the gentle gale 
Convey’d that fieshness the cool seas exhale , 

Then to consult on farther methods went. 

And took their scats beneath the shady tent. 

The draught prescribed, fan Hccamcde prepares, 
Aismous’ daughter, graced with golden hairs 
(Whom to Ins aged arms, a roj al slat e, 

Greece, as the prize of Nestor’s wisdom gate ) ( 

A table first with azure feet she placed , 

Whose ample orb a brazen charger graced , 

Honey new-press’d, the sacicd flour of wheat, 

And wholesome garlic, crown’d the sat our) treat, 

P2 
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Next her while hand an antique goblet brings, 

A goblet sacred to the Pylian kings 

From eldest times : emboss’d with studs of gold. 

Two feet support it, and four handles hold ; 

On each bright handle, bending o’er the brink, 

In sculptured gold, two turtles seem to drink : 

A massy weight, yet heaved v ith case by him, 
When the brisk nectai overlook’d the brim. 
Temper’d m this, the nymph of form divine 
Pours a large portion of the Pinmninn wine ; 

With goat’s-milk cheese a flavourotis taste bestows. 
And last with (lour the smiling surface straws • 
This for the wounded prmcc the dame prepares . 
The cordial beverage reverend Nestor shares : 
Salubrious draughts the w amors’ thirst alia), 

And pleasing conference beguiles the day. 

Meantime Palroclus, by Achilles sent, 

Unheard approached, and stood before the tent. 

Old Nestor, rising then, the hero led 

To his high scat the chief lefuscd and said : ,■ 

“ ’Tis now no season for these kind dclajs ; 

The great Achilles with impatience stays 
To great Achilles this respect I owe ; 

Who asks, what hero, wounded by the foe, 

Was borne from combat by thy foaming steeds ? 
With grief I see the great Machaon bleeds. 

This to report, my hasty course I bend ; 

Thou know’st the fier\ temper of m> friend ” 

“ Can then the sons of Greece (the sage rejoin’d) 
Excite compassion m Achilles’ mind ? 

Seeks lie the sorrows of our host to know ? 

This is not half the story of our woe. 

Tell him, not great Machaon bleeds alone, 

Our bravest heroes in the navy gioan, 

Ulysses, Agamemnon, Diomcd, 

And stern Eurypylus, already bleed. 

But, ah 1 wliat flattering hopes I entertain f 
Achilles heeds not, but derides oui pain 
Even till the flames consume our fleet lie stays, 
And waits the rising of the, fatal blaze 
Chief after chief the raging foe destroys ; 

Calm lie looks on, and every death enjoys 
Now the slow couise of all-impairing time 
Unstrings my nerves, and ends my manly x primc ; 
Oh 1 had I still that strength my youth possess’d’ 
When this bold aim the Epeian powers oppress’d. 
The bulls of Elis in glad ti uimph led, 

And sti etch’d the -great Itymonaeus dead 1 
Then from my fury fled the trembling sivams. 

And ours was all the plunder of the plains . 
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Fifty white flocks, full fifty herds of swine. 

As many goats, -.as many lowing lane 
And thrice the number of unnvall’d steeds, 

All teeming females, and of generous breeds. 

These, as my first essay of arms, I won , 

Old Neleus gloried m lus conquering son - 
Thus Elis forced, her long arrears 1 estored, 

And sliaies weie parted to each Pylian lord 
The state of Pyle was sunk to last despair, 

When the proud Elians first commenced the war 
For Neleus' sons Alcides 5 rage had slam , 

Of twelve bold brothers, I alone lemam 1 
Oppress’d, we aim’d , and now this conquest gain’d, 
My sire tluee hundred chosen sheep obtain’d 
(That large reprisal lie might justly claim, 

For prize defrauded, and insulted fame, 

When Elis’ monaich, at the public course. 

Detain’d his chanot, and victorious horse ) 

The rest the people shaied , myself survey’d 
The just partition, and due victims paid 
Three days were past, when Elis rose to war, 

With many a courser, and with many a car , 

The sons of Actoi at their army’s head 
(Young as they w’ere) the vengeful squadrons led. 
JHigh on the rock fair Thryoessa stands. 

Our utmost frontier on the Pjhan lands 
Not far the sti earns of famed Alpliaeus flow 
The stieam they pass’d, and pitch’d then tents below. 
Pallas, descending in the shades of night, 

Alarms the Pylians and commands the fight 
Each burns for fame, and swells tvith martial pride, 
Myself the foremost , but my sire denied , 

Fear’d for my youth, exposed to stem alarms , 

And stopp’d my chanot, and detain’d my arms. 

My sue denied m vain on foot I fled 
Amidst our cliauots , for the goddess led 
“ Along fan Arena’s delightful plain 
Soft Minyas rolls his waters to the mam 
There, horse and foot, the Pylian troops unite, 

And sheathed m arms, expect the dawning light 
Thence, ere the sun advanced his noon-day flame, 

To great Alpliaeus’ sacred source we came 
There first to Jo\e our solemn rites were paid , 

An untamed heifei pleased the blue-ej cd maid , 

A bull, Alphaeus , and a bull w-as slam 
To the blue monarch of the watery main 
In arms we slept, beside the winding flood, 

While round the town the fierce Epeians stood 
Soon as the sun, with all-revealing ray, 

Flamed in the front of Heaven, and gave the day, 
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Bright scenes of aims, and works of war appear , 
The nations meet ; there Pylos, Elis here. 

The first who fell, beneath my javelm bled ; 

King Augias’ son, and spouse of Agamede 
(She that all simples’ healing vntucs knew, 

And every hetb that drinks the morning dew *) 

I seized Ins cai, the van of battle led , 

The Epeians saw, they trembled, and they fled 
The foe dispersed, their biavest warrior kill’d, 
Fieice as the whirlwind now I swept the field : 

Full fifty captive chariots graced my tiam ; 

Two chiefs from each fell bteathless to the plain 
Then Actor’s sons had died, but Neptune shiouds 
The youthful heroes m a veil- of clouds 
O’er heapy shields, and o’er the piostrate thiong, 
Collecting spoils, and slaughtering all along, 
Through rvide Buprasian fields we forced the foe? 
Wheie o’er the vales the Olenian locks aiose , 

Till Pallas stopp’d us wheie Alisium flows 
Even there the hindmost of the rear I slay, 

And the same aim that led concludes the day ; 

\ Then back to Pyle triumphant take my way 
There to high Jove were public thanks assign’d, 

As first of gods , to Nestor, of mankind 
Such then I w as, lmpell’d by youthful blood ; 

So proved my valoui foi my country’s good 
“ Achilles with unactive fury glow’s, 

And gives to passion what to Greece he owes 
How shall he grieve, when to the eternal shade 
Her hosts shall sink, nor his the powei to aid ' 

© friend 1 my memory recalls the day, 

When, gathering aids along the Giecian sea, 

I, and Ulysses, touch’d at Phthia’s port, 

And entered Peleus’ hospitable court 
A bull to Jove- he slew m sacrifice, 

And pour’d libations on the flaming thighs. 
Thyself, Achilles, and thy reverend sire 
Meneetius, turn’d the fragments on the fire. 
Achilles sees us, to the feast invites , 

Social we sit, and share the genial rites 
We then explained the cause on which we came, 
Urged you to arms, and found you fierce for fame. 
Your ancient fatheis generous precepts gave , 
Peleus said only this — ‘ My son ' be brave ’ ' 

- Meneetius thus ‘Though gieat Achilles shine 
In strength superior, and of lace divine, 

Yet cooler thoughts thy eldpr years attend , 

Let thy just counsels aid, and rule thy friend ’ 
Thus spoke your father at Thessalia’s court 
Words now forgot, though now' of vast import.' 
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Ah ! ti y the utmost that a friend can say 
Such gentle force the fiercest minds obey ; 

Some favouring god Achilles’ heart may move ; 
Though deaf to glory, he may yield to love 
If some dire oracle his breast alarm, 

If aught fiom Heaven withhold his saving arm, 
Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may shmc, 

If thou but lfead the Myrmidonian line f 
Glad m Achilles’ arms, if thou appear, 

Proud Troy may tremble, and desist fi om war , 
Press’d by fresh forces, her o’er-laboui J d tram 
Shall seek their walls, and Greece lespire again” 
This touch’d his generous heart, and fiom the tent 
Along the shoie with hasty strides lie went , 

Soon as he came, where, on the ciowded stiand. 
The public mart and courts of justice stand, 

Where the tall fleet of gieat Ulysses lies, 

And altais to the guardian gods arise , 

There, sad, he met the brave Evasion’s son. 

Large painful drops from all his members run , 

An arrow’s head yet rooted in his wound, 

The sable blood in cncles mark'd the ground 
As/aintly reding he confess’d the smart. 

Weak was his pace, but dauntless was his heart 
Divine compassion touch’d Patroclus' breast, 

Who, sighing, thus Ins bleeding fnend address’d 
“ Ah, hapless leaders of the Grecian host 1 
Thus must ye perish on a barbarous coast ? 

Is this your fate, to glut the dogs with gore, 

Far from your friends, and from your native shore? 
Say, great Euiypylus 1 shall Greece yet stand ? 
Resists she yet the raging Hector’s hand ? 

Or are her heroes doom’d to die with shame, 

'And this the period of our wars and fame ? 

Eurypylus replies “No moic, my friend , 

Greece is no more 1 this day liei glories end , 

Even to the ships victorious Troy pursues. 

Her force increasing as her toil renews 
Those chiefs, that used her utmost rage to meet, 

Lie pierced with wounds, and bleeding in the fleet. 
But, thou, Patroclus ' act a fnendly part, 

Lead to my ships, and draw this deadly dart , 

With lukewarm water wash the gore away , 

With healing balms the i aging smart allay, 

Such as sago Chiron, sire of phaimacy, 

Once taught Achilles, and Achilles tlicc 
Of two famed surgeons, Podalirius stands 
This hour surrounded by the Trojan bands , 

And great Macliaon, wounded m his tent, 

Now wants that succoui which so oft he lent ’ 
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To him the chief . “ Wliat then remains to do 
The event of things the gods alone can -view. 
Charged by Achilles’ great command I fly, 

And bear with haste the Pyhan king’s reply 
But thy distiess this instant claims relief.” 

' He said, and m his arms upheld the chief. 

The slaves their master’s slow approach survey’d 
And hides of o\en on the floor display’d : 

Theie stretch’d at length the wounded licio lay j 

Patroclus cut the foilcy steel away 

Then in* his hands a bitter root lie bruised ; 

The wound he wash’d, the styptic juice infused. 
The closing flesh that instant ceased to glow, 
The wound to toiturc, and the blood to now. 
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ARGUMENT 

THE BATTLE AT THE GRECIAN WALK 

The Greeks liaving retired into their intrenchments, Hector attempts to force them, but it 
proving impossible to piss the ditch, Po!} damns advises to quit their chariots, and manage 
the attack on foot The Trojans follow his counsel , and having divided their nrmj into fi\e 
bodies of toot, begin the assault. But upon the signal of an eagle Math a serpent in his 
talons, which appeared on the left hand of the Trojans, Poljdamas endeavours to withdraw 
them again This Hector opposes, and continues the attack, in which, after many actions, 
Sarpcdon makes the first breach in the trail Hector also, casting a stone of vast size, forces 
open one of the gates, and enters at the head of his troops, who victoriously pursue the 
Grecians even to then: ships 


While thus the hero’s pious cares attend 
The cure and safety of his w ounded friend, 
Troians and Greeks with clashing shields engage. 
And mutual deaths aie dealt with mutual rage. 
Nor long the trench or lofty walls oppose , 

With gods averse the ill-fated works arose , 

Their powers neglected, and no victim slam, 

The walls were raised, the trenches sunk m vain. 

Without the gods, how short a period stands 
The proudest monument of mortal hands 1 
This stood while Hector and Achilles raged. 
While sacred Troy the warring hosts engaged ; 
But when her sons were slam, her city bum’d, 
And what survived of Greece to Greece return’d ; 
Then Neptune and Apollo shook the shore, 

Then Ida's summits pour’d their w atery store , 
Rhesus and Rhodius then unite their nils, 

Caresus roaring down the stony lulls, 

ASsepus, Gramcus, with mingled force, 

And Xanthus foaming from his fruitful source , 
And gulfy Simois, rolling to the mam 1 


* StmtTs i rolling, ftc. 

"In those bloody fields 
■Where Simois rolls the bodies and the shields 
Of heroes,”— Drydcn’s Virgil, i 14s 
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Helmets, and shields, and godlike heroes ‘dam * 

These, turn’d by Phoebus from their wonted wajs, 

Deluged the ramphe nine continual days ; 

The weight of waters saps the yielding wall. 

And to the sea the floating bulwarks fall. 

Incessant cataracts the 'I hundcrcr pour*", 

And half the skies descend in ilutcy shower?. 

The god of ocean, marching stern before, 

With lus huge trident wounds the trembling shore, 

Vast stones and piles from thur foundation heaves, 

And whelms the smoky nun m the vwt.5 

Now smooth’d with sand, and lev elfd by’ the flood, 

No fragment tells wlicie once the v onder stood ; 

In their old bounds the riv ers roll again, 

Shine ’twivt the lulls, or wander o’er the plain. 2 

But this the gods m Inter times perform ; 

As yet the bulwark stood, and braved the storm ; 

The stiolccs yet echoed of contending powers ; 

War thunder’d at the gates, and blood distain’d the towers 
Smote by the arm of Jove with dire dismay*. 

Close by their hollow ships the Grecians lay : 

Hector’s approach m every wind they hear. 

And Hector’s fury every* moment fear 

He, like a whirlwind, toss’d the scattering throng, 

Mingled the troops, and arov c the field along. 

So ’midst the dogs and hunters’ daring bands, 

Fierce of his might, a boar or lion stands ; 

Arm’d foes around a dreadful circle forin, 

And lussmg javelins ram an iron storm . 

His powers untamed, their bold assault defy, 

And where he turns - the rout disperse or die : 

He foams, he glares, he bounds against them all, 

And if he falls, lus courage makes him fall 
With equal rage encompass’d Hector glows , 

. Exhorts his armies, and the trenches shows. 

The panting steeds impatient fury’ breathe, 

And snort and tremble at the gulf beneath ; 

Just at the brink they neigh, and paw the ground, 

And the turf trembles, and the skies resound 
Eager they v icwd the piospcct dark and deep. 

Vast was the leap, and headlong hung the steep ; 

The bottom bare, (a formidable show ’) 

And bristled thick with sharpen d stakes below 
The foot alonc'tlus stiong defence could force, 

And try the pass imperv ious to the horse 

s “ Where j on disorder d heap of ruin lies. 

Stones rent from stones, — where cloud*, of dust arise, — ' 

Amid that smother, Neptune holds his place, 

Below the avails foundation dmes his rri'-ce, 

.And heaves the building fioin the solid Lase " 

Dryden’s Virgil, « Sey 
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This saw Potydamas , who, wisely brave, 
Restrain’d gieat Hector, and this counsel gave . 

“ O thou, bold leader of the Trojan bands ! 

And you, confederate chiefs from foreign lands 1 
What entrance heie can cumbrous clianots find. 
The stakes beneath, the Giecian walls behind > 

No pass through those, without a thousand wounds, 
No space for combat m yon narrow bounds 
Pi oud of the faiours mighty Jove has shown, 

On certain dangeis we too rashly lun 
If ’tis his will our haughty foes to tame, 

Oh may this instant end the Grecian name 1 
Heie, far from Algos, let their heroes fall, 

And one great day destroy and bury all * 

" But should they turn, and here oppress our train, 
What hopes, what methods of ictrcat remain ? 



TOU DAMAS ADMSISG HECTOR 


Wedged in the trench, by our own troops confused, 
In one promiscuous cai nage crash’d and bruised. 
All Troy must perish, if their arms prciail, 

Nor shall a Trojan live to tell the talc 
Hear then, ye w arriors 1 and obey v ith speed , 
Back from the tranches let > our steeds be led ; 
Then all align ting, v. edged in firm arm). 

Proceed on foot, and Hector lead the wa) 

So Greece shall 'stoop before our conquering power, 
And this (if Jove consent) her fatal hour ’ 

This counsel pleased the godlike Hector sprung 
Swift from lus scat , his clanging armour rung 
The chiefs example follow’d b\ hts tram, 

Each quits lus car, and issues on the plain, 

By orders strict the charioteers enjoin A 
Compel the coursers to tlicir ranks behind 
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The forces part m five distinguish’d bands, 

And all obey their several chiefs’ commands.' 

The best and bravest m the first conspne, 

Pant for the fight, and threat the fleet with fire . 

Great Hector glonous m the van of these, 

Polydamas, and brave Cebriones 
Before the ne\t the graceful Paris shines. 

And bold Alcathous, and Agcnor joins 
The sons of Priam with the third appear, 

Deiphobus, and Helenas the seer ; 

In arms with these the mighty Asms stood, 

Who drew from Hyrtacus his noble blood, 

And whom Arisba’s yellow courseis bpre, 

The comseis fed on Sellc’s winding .shore 
Antenor’s sons the fouith battalion guide, 

And great ./Eneas, boin on fountful Ide 
Divine Sarpedon the last band obey’d, 

Whom Glaucus and Asteropieus aid. 

Next him, the bravest, at then army’s head, 

But he more brave than all the hosts lie led 
Now with compacted shields in close array, 

The moving legions speed then headlong way . 

Already in their hopes they fire the fleet, 

And see the Giecians gasping at then feet 
While eveiy Trojan thus, and every aid, 

The advice of wise Polydamas obey’d, 

Asms alone, confiding m his .car, 

His vaunted coursers urged to meet the war. 

Unhappy hero 1 and advised in vain , 

Those wheels returning ne’er shall mark the plain j 
No-more those coursers with triumphant joy 
Restore their master to the gates of Tioy > 

Black death attends behind the Giecian wall, 

And great Idomeneus shall boast thy fall • 

Fierce to the left he dnves, wheie from the plain 
The flying Grecians strove their ships to gam , 

Swift through the wall then hoise and chariots pass’d, 
The gates half-open’d to leceive the last 
Thither, exulting m his force, he flies 
His following host with clamours rend the skies 
To plunge the Giecians headlong m the mam, 

Such their proud hopes ; but all their hopes were vain ' 
To guard the gates, two mighty chiefs attend, 

Who from the Lapiths’ warlike race descend , 

This Polypcetes, great Pentlious’ heir, 

And that Leonteus, like the god of war. 

As two tall oaks, before the wall they rise ; 

Their roots m earth, their heads amidst the skies 
Whose spicadmg aims with leafy honouis crown’d 
Forbid the tempest, and protect the ground , ~ * 
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High on the hills appears their stately form, 

And their deep roots for ever brave the storm. 

So graceful these, and so the shock they stand 
Of raging Asms, and his furious band 
Orestes, Acamas, in front appear, 

And CEnomaus and Thoon close the rear 
In vam then clamours shake the ambient fields, 

In vam around them beat their hollow shields ; 

1 he fearless brothers on the Grecians call, 

To guard their navies, and defend the wall. 

Even when they saw Tioy’s sable troops impend, 
And Greece tumultuous from he? towers descend, 
Foith from the portals rush’d the intrepid pair, 
Opposed their breasts, and' stood themselves the war. 
So two wild boars spring funous from their den, 
Roused with the cries of dogs and voice of men , 

On every side the crackling trees they tear. 

And root the shrubs, and lay the forest bare , 

They gnash their tusks, with fire their eye-balls roll, 
Till some wide wound lets out their mighty soul 
Around their heads the whistling javelins sung. 

With sounding strokes their brazen targets rung , 
Fierce was the fight, while yet the Grecian powers 
Maintain’d the walls, and mann’d the lofty towers 
To save their fleet their last efforts they try, 

And stones and darts in mingled tempests fly 
As when sharp Boreas blow s abroad, and brings 
The dreary winter on his frozen wings , 

Beneath the low-hung clouds the sheets of snow 
Descend, and whiten all the fields below 
So fast the darts on either army pour, 

So down the lampires rolls the rocky shower 
Heavy, and thick, resound the batter’d shields, 

And the deaf echo rattles lound the fields 
With shame lepulsed, with grief and fury driven, 
The frantic Asms thus accuses Heaven 
“ In powers immortal who shall now believe ? 

Can those top flatter, and can Jove deceive? - 
What man could doubt but 1 Toy’s victorious power 
Should humble Greece, and this her fatal hour ? 

But like when wasps from hollow crannies drive, 

To guard the entrance of their common hive, 
Darkening the rock, while with unwearied wings 
They strike the assailants, and infix their stings , 

A race determined, that to death contend 
So fierce these Greeks their last retreats defend. 

Gods 1 shall two warriors only guard their gates, 

Repel an army, and defraud the fates ? " 

These empty accents mingled with the wind, 

Nor moved great Jove’s unalterable mind ; 
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To godlike Hector and his matchless might 
Was owed the glory of the destined fight. 

Like deeds of arms thiough all the forts were tried, 
And all the gates sustain’d an equal tide ; 

Thiough the long walls the ston> showers were heard, 
The blaze of flames, the flash of arms appear’d. 

The spirit of a god my bicast inspire, 

To laisc each act to life, and sing with fire * 

While Greece unconquer’d kept alive the w'ar, 

Secure of death, confiding in despan , 

And all her guardian gods, in deep dismay, 

With unassistmgnims deplored the day. 

Even yet the dauntless Lapitlue maintain 
The dreadful pass, and round them heap the slam. 

Fust Damasus, by Polypoctcs’ steel, 

Pierced thiough lus helmets biazcn visoi, fell j 
The weapon dranlc the mingled brains and gore 1 
The w r arrior sinks, tremendous now no more ! 

Next Ormcnus and Pylon \ield then breath 
Nor less Leonteus stiews the field with death ; 

Fust through the belt Hippomachus he gored, 

Then sudden waved his unresisted sword 
Antiphates, as through the lanks he broke. 

The falchion struck, and fate pursued the stroke : 
Iamenus, Oiestes, Mcnon, bled , 

And round him rose a monument of dead 
Meantime, the biavest of the Trojan crew, 

Bold Hector and Polydamas, pursue , 

Fierce with impatience on the woiks to fall, 

And wiap m rolling flames the fleet and wall 
These on the farthei bank now stood and gazed, 

By Heaven alarm’d, by prodigies amazed 
A signal omen stopp’d the passing host. 

Then martial fury m then wondei lost 
Jove’s bird on sounding pinions beat the skies j 
A bleeding serpent of enormous size, 

His talons tiuss’d , alive, and culling lound, 

He stung the bird, whose thioat received the wound . 
Mad with the smart, he drops the fatal prey. 

In airy circles wings his painful way, 

Floats on the wunds, and lends the hea\en with cries . 

Amidst the host the fallen serpent lies 

They, pale with terioi, mark its spues uni oil’d, . 

And Jove’s portent with beating hearts behold. 

Then fust Polydamas the silence broke, 

Long weigh’d the signal, and to Hector spoke 
“ How oft, my brother, thy lepioach I bear, 

For words well meant, and sentiments sincere ? 

True to those counsels which I judge the best, 

I tell the faithful dictates of my breast. 
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To speak his thoughts is eveiy fieeman’s tight, 

In peace, in war, m council, and m fight , < 

And all I move, deferring to thy stray, 

But tends to laisc that power which I obey. 

Then hear my w ords, nor may my words be vain ' 
Seek not this day the Giccian ships to gam , 

For sure, to warn us, Jove his omen sent, 

And thus my mind explains its clear event . 

The victor eagle, whose simstei (light 
Retards our host, and fills our lieaits with fright. 
Dismiss’d lus conquest in the middle skies, 

Allow’d to seize, but not possess the prize , 

Thus, though we gird with fires the Giccian fleet, 1 
Though these proud bulwalks tumble at our feet, 
Toils unforeseen, and fiercci, are decreed , 

Moic woes shall follow’, and moie heroes bleed. 

So bodes my soul, and bids me thus advise , 

For thus a skilful seer would read the skies ” 

To him then Hectoi with disdain leturtf’d 
(Fierce as lie spoke, his c>es with fury bum’d ) 

“ Are these the faithful counsels of thy tongue ? 

Thy will is partial, not thy reason -wrong 
Or if the purpose of thy heart thou vent, 

Sure heaven resumes the little sense it lent 
"What cowaid counsels w’ould thy madness move 
Against the word, the will reveal’d of Jove ? v 

The leading sign, the irrevocable nod, 

And happy thunders of the favouring god, 

These shall I slight, and guide my wavering mind 
By wandering birds that flit with every wind ? 

Ye vagrants of the sky 1 yout wings extend, 

Or where the suns ause, or where descend > 

To right, to left, unheeded take your way, 

While I the dictates of high heaven obey. 

Without a sign his sword the brave man draws, 

And asks no omen but lus country's cause 
But why sliould'st -thou suspect the war’s success ? 
None fears it more, as none promotes it less 
Though all our chiefs amidst 3 on ships'expue, 

Trust thy own cowaidice to escape their file 
Troy and her sons may find a general grave, 

But thou canst live, for thou canst be a slave 
Yet should the fears that wary mind suggests 
Spread, their cold poison thiough our soldiers breasts, 
My javelin can lcvenge so base a part. 

And free the soul that quivers in thy heart 
Furious he spoke, and, rushing to then wall, 

Calls on his host , lus host obey the call , 

With ardour follow where their leader flies 
Redoubling clamours thunder m the skies 
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Jove breathes a whnlwmd from the hills of Ide, 

And drifts of dust the clouded navy hide. 

He fills the Greeks with terror and dismay, 

And gives great Hector the predestined day. 

Strong m themselves, but stronger m his aid, 

Close to the works their rigid siege they laid 
In vam the mounds and massy beams defend, 

While these they undermine, and those they rend ; 
Upheaved the piles that pi op the solid wall , 

And heaps on heaps the smoky rums fall 
Greece on her ramparts stands the fierce alarms , 

The crowded bulwarks blaze with waving arms, 

Shield touching shield, a long refulgent row , 

Whence hissing darts, incessant, ram below 
The bold Ajaces fly from tower to towei, 

And rouse, with flame divine, the Grecian power 
The generous impulse every Greek obeys , 

Threats urge the fearful , and the valiant, praise. 

“ Fellows m arms 1 whose deeds are known to fame. 
And you, whose ardour hopes an equal name ' 

Since not alike endued with force or art , 

Behold a day when each may act his part 1 
A day to fire the brave, and warm the cold, 

To gam newglones, or augment the old 
Urge those who stand, and those who faint, excite ; - 
Drown Hector’s vaunts in loud exhorts of fight ; 
Conquest, not 'safety, fill the thoughts of all , 

Seek not your fleet, but sally from the wall , 

So Jove once more may drive their routed tram, 

And Troy lie trembling in her walls again.’ 

Their ardour kindles all the Grecian powers ; 

And now the stones descend in heavier showers. 

As when high Jove his sharp artillery forms. 

And opes his cloudy magazine of storms , 

In winter’s bleak uncomfortable reign, 

A snowy inundation hides the plain , 

He stills the winds, and bids the skies to sleep ; 

Then pours the silent tempest thick and deep ; 

And first the mountain -tops are cover’d o’er, 

Then the green fields, and then the sandy shore , 

Bent with the weight, the nodding woods are seen. 

And one bright waste hides all the works of men 
The circling seas, alone absorbing all, 

Drink the dissolving fleeces as they fall 
So from each side increased the stony ram, 

And the white rum nses o’er the plain 

Thus godlike Hector and his tioops contend 
To force the ramparts, and the gates to rend 
Nor Troy could conquer, nor the Greeks would yield. 
Till great Sarpedon tower’d amid the field , 
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For mighty Jove inspued with maitial flame 
His matchless son, and tuged lum on to fame. 

In arms he shines, conspicuous from afai, 

And beats aloft his ample shield m air , 

Within whose orb the thick bull-hides wcie loll'd, 
Ponderous with brass, and bound with ductile gold 
And while two pointed javelins arm his hands, 
Majestic moves along, and leads his Lycian bands 
So ptess’d with hunger, from the mountain's brow 
Descends a lion on the flocks below , 

So stalks the lordly savage o’er the plain, 

In sullen majesty, and stern disdain 
In vam loud mastiffs bay him from afar, 

And shephcids gall him with an iron w'ar , 
Regardless, furious, he pursues his way , 

He foams, he roars, he lends the panting prey. 

Resolved alike, divine Sarpedon glow's 
With generous rage that drives him on the foes 
He views the tow ers, and meditates then fall. 

To sure destruction dooms the aspuing wall , 

Then casting on lus friend an aulent look, 

Fired with the thirst of glory, thus he spoke 
“ Why boast we, Glaucus ! oui extended leign, 3 
Where Xanthus’ sticams~cnnch the Lycian plain, 
Our numerous ltcids that range the fruitful held, 

And hills where vines then piuple harvest yield, 

Our foaming bowls with puici nectar crowm’d, 

Out feasts enhanced with music’s sprightly sound ? 
Why on those shores are we with joy survey’d, 
Admired as lieiocs, and as gods obey’d, 

Unless great acts superior merit pro\e, 

And vindicate the bounteous poweis aboie ? 

’Tis ours, the dignity they give to giace , 

The first in valoui, as the first m place , 

That when with wondering eyes our martial bands 
Behold oui deeds transcending our commands, 

Such, they may ciy, deserve the soveieign stale, 
Whom those that envy dare not imitate 1 
Could all oui caie elude the gloomy giave, 

Which claims no less the fearful and the biave, 

For lust of fame I should not vamly-dare - 
In fighting fields nor uige thy soul to war. 

But since, alas 1 ignoble age must come, 


3 Why loast vie 


"Wherefore do I assume 
These royalties and not refuse to reign, 
Refusing to accept is great a share 
Of hazard ns of honour, due alike to him 
Who reigns, and so much to lum due , 

Of hazard more, as he above the rest 
High honour'd sits “ Paradise Lost,” u 450 
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Disease, and death’s inexoiablc doom 
The life, which olheis pay, let us bestow, 

And give to fame what we to nature owe , 

Biave though we fall, and honour’d jf ivc live. 

Or let us glory gam, or glory give !” 

He said , his woids the listening chief inspire 
Willi equal warmth, and louse the w amor’s fne; 

The troops puisue then lcadcis with delight, 

Rush to the foe and claim the promised fight. 

Mencsthcus fiom on high the storm beheld 
Threatening the fort, and blackening m the field 
Around the walls he gazed, to new fiom far 
What aid appear’d to avcit the approaching war, 

And saw where Tcuccr with the Ajaccs stood, 

Of fight insatiate, prodigal of blood 
In vam he calls , the dm of helms and shields 
Rings to the skies, and echoes through the fields, 

The biazcn hinges flj, the walls resound, 

Heaven ti emblcs, 1 oar the mountains, thunders all the ground 
Then thus to 'Ihoos “ Hence with speed (he said), 

And urge the bold Ajaccs to orn aid ; 

Their strength, united, best ma> help to bear 
The bloody labours of the doubtful war 
Hither the Lycian princes bend their com sc, 

The best and biavest of the hostile force. 

But if too fiercely there the foes contend, 

Let Telamon, at least, oui towers defend, 

And Tcucci haste with his unerring bow- 
To shaic the danger, and lcpel the foe ” 

Swift, at the word, the lieiald speeds along 
The lofty rampaits, through the maitial throng, 

And finds the heiocs bathed m sweat and gore. 

Opposed in combat on the dusty slioie. 

“ Ye valiant leadeis of our warlike bands * 

Your aid (said Thoos) Peteus’ son demands , 

Your stiength, united, best may help to beai 
The bloody labours of the doubtful w ar 
Thither the Lycian pnnces bend their course. 

The best and biavest of the hostile force 
But if too fiercely, here, the foes contend, 

At least, let Telamon those towers defend. 

And Teucer haste with Ins unerring bow 
To share the dangei, and repel the foe ” 

Straight to the fort great Ajax turn’d his caie, 

And thus bespoke his brothers of the war 
“ Now, valiant Lypomede 1 exert your might, 

And, brave O ileus, prove your foice m fight , 

To you I tiust the fortune of the field, 

Till by this arm the foe shall be repell’d 
That done, expect me to complete the day 
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Then withjus sevenfold shield he strode away. 

With equal steps bold Teucer piess’d the slioie, 
Whose fatal bow the strong Pandion bore 
High on the walls appear’d the Lycian powers, 

Like some black tempest gathering 1 ound the towers • 
The Greeks, oppress’d, their utmost force unite, 
Prepared to labour m the unequal fight 
The war lenews, mix’d shouts and gioans arise. 
Tumultuous clamour mounts, and thickens m the skies 
Fierce Ajax fiist the advancing host invades, 

And sends the brave Epiclcs to the shades, 

Sarpedon’s friend Acioss the warrior’s way, 

Rent from the walls, a rocky fragment lay , 

In modern ages not the strongest swam 

Could heave the unwieldy buidcn from the plain 

He poised, and swung it round , then toss’d on high. 

It flew with force, and labour’d up the sky , 

Full on the Lycian's helmet tlumdeung down, 

The ponderous ruin ciush’d his batter’d crown 
As skilful divers from some airy steep 
Headlong descend, and shoot into the deep. 

So falls Epicles , then in gioans expiies, 

And murmuring to the shades the soul retires. 

While to the rampaits daring Glaucus diew. 

From Teucer’s hand a winged an ow flew , 

The beaided shaft the destined passage found. 

And on his naked arm inflicts a wound. 

The chief, who fear’d some foe’s insulting boast 
Might stop the piogrcss of his warlike host. 

Conceal’d the wound, and, leaping from his height. 
Retit ed reluctant from the unfinish’d fight 
Divine Sarpedon with i egret beheld 
Disabled Glaucus slowly quit the field , 

His beating breast with gencious ardoui glows, 

He springs to fight, and flies upon the foes 
Alcmaon first was doom’d lus force to feel , 

Deep in his bieast he plunged the pointed steel. 

Then fiom the yawning wound with fuiy tore 
The spear, pursued by gushing stieams of gore 
Down sinks the warrioi with a thundering sound, 

His brazen armour rings against the ground 
Swift to the battlement the victor flies, , 

Tugs with full force, and every neive applies 
It shakes , the ponderous stones disjointed yield ; 

' 1 The rolling mins smoke along the field 

A mighty bleach appears , the walls lie bare , 

And, like a deluge, rushes in the wai 
At once bold Teucer draws the twanging bow. 

And Ajax sends his javelin at the foe , 

Fix’d in Ins belt the feather’d weapon stood, 
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' And tluough his buckler drove the trembling wood j 
But Jove was present in the dire debate, 

To shield his offspnng, and avert his fate. 

The puncc gave back, not meditating flight, 

But urging vengeance, and severer fight , 

Then laiscd with hope, and fired with glory s charms, 

His fainting squadrons to new fury warms. 

“O where, ye Lycians, is the stiengfh you boast? 

Your foimci fame and ancient virtue lost * 

The bieach lies open, but jour chief m vain 
Attempts alone the guarded pass to gam . 

Unite, and soon that hostile fleet shall fall . 

The force of powciful Union conquers all " 

This just rebuke inflamed the Ljcian trew ; 

They join, they thicken, and the assault renew : 

Unmoved the embodied Greeks their fury dare, 

And fix’d support the weight of all the war ; 

Noi could the Greeks repel the Lycian powers, 

Noi the bold L> cians force the Grecian towers. 

As on the confines of adjoining grounds, 

Two stubborn swains with blows dispute their bounds; 

They tug, they sw'cat , but ncithci gam, nor yield. 

One foot, one inch, of the contended field ; 

Thus obstinate to death, they fight, thej fall ; 

Nor these can keep, nor those can wan the wall. 

Their manly bicasts arc pierced with many a wound, 

Loud strokes are heard, and rattling arms i esound , 

The copious slaughter covei s all the shore, 

And the high ramparts drip with human gore. 

As when two scales are chaigcd with doubtful loads, 

From side to side the trembling balance nods, 

(While some laborious matron, just and pool. 

With nice exactness weighs her w r oolly store,) 

Till poised aloft, the lcstmg beam suspends 
Each equal weight ; noi this, noi that, descends : * 

So stood the war, till Hector’s matchless might, 

With fates prevailing, turn’d the scale of fight 
Fierce as a whirlwind up the w’alls he flies, 

And fires his host with loud repeated cries 
“ Advance, ye Trojans 1 lend your valiant hands, 

Haste to the fleet, and toss the blazing brands * ” 

They hear, they run ; and, gathering at his call, 

Raise scaling engines, and ascend the wall 
Aiound the works a wood of glittering spears 
Shoots up, and all the nsing host appeal s. 

A pondeious stone bold Hcctoi heaved to throw, 

Pointed above, and lough and gross below 

* Each equal weight 

“ Long time in e\ cn scilc 
Tho battle hung Pandisc Lost," vi a 15, 
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Not two strong men the enormous weight could raise, 
Such men as live m these degenerate days 
Yet this, as easy as a swam could bear 
The snowj fleece, he toss’d, and shook m air , 

For Jo\e upheld, and lighten’d of its load 
The unwteld) lock, the labour of a god 
Thus arm’d, before the folded gates he came, 

Of massy substance, and stupendous frame; 

With iron bars and brazen hinges strong, 

On lofty beams of solid timber hung 

Then thundering through the planks with forceful sway. 

Drives the sharp rock , the solid beams gi\e way, 

The folds are shatter’d , from’fhe crackling door 
Leap the resounding bars, the flying hinges roar 
Now rushing m, the furious chief appears, 

Gloomy as night 1 5 and shakes tw 0 shining spears . 

A dreadful gleam from Ins bnght armour came, 

And from his ej e-balls flash’d the living flame 
He motes a god, resistless m his course, 

And seems a match for moie than mortal force 
Then pouring after, through the gaping space, 

A tide of Trojans flows, and fills the place ; 

The Greeks behold, they tremble, and they fly , 

The shore is heap’d with death, and tumult rends the sky. 

5 " He on his impious foes right onward droic, 

Gloctti ast rg/ti "Pandisc Lost,” vi S31 
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When now the Thunderer on the sea-bent coast 
Had fiv’d great Hector and his conquering host. 

He left them to the fates, in blood} fray 
To toil and struggle through the well-fought daj 
Then turn’d to 1 hracia from the field of fight 
Those eyes that shed insufferable light, 

To where the Mysians prove their martial force. 

And hardy Thracians tame the sat age horse ; 

And where the far-famed Hippomolgian stra}s, 

Renown’d for justice and for length of dajs ,* 

1 Renown d for justice and for length of da}s Amin dc Exp A' (A p ey>, 
also speaks of the independence of these people which he regards as the re- dt of their 
poverty and uprightness Some authors have regarded the phrase *' Hippamolsun," * f 
“milking their mares,” ns an epithet applicable to numerous mins since the oldest of <he 
Samatian nomads made their mares* milk one of their chief articles of diet The epithet 
hfiluv or a’/Ehuv, in this passage, has occasioned much discussion It ma\ mean, according as 
ave read it, either " long lived,” or "bowless,” the latter epithet indicating that thej d d net 
depend upon archer} for subsistence 
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Thrice happy race » that, innocent of blood 
From milk, innoxious, seek then siiilpfo food . 

Jove sees delighted , and avoids the scene 
Of, guilty Ti oy, of arms, and dying men 
No aid, he deems, to either host is given, 

While his high law suspends the powers of Heaven. 

Meantime the monarch of the watery mam 
Observed the Thunderer, noi observ ed m v am 
In Samothracia, on a mountain's blow 
Whose waving woods o’erhung the deeps below. 

He sat , and round him cast his azuie eves 
Where Ida’s nnsty tops confusedly rise ' 

Below, fair Ilion’s glittering spires wen/seen , 

The crowded ships and sable seas between 
There, fiom the crystal chambers of the mam 
Emerged, he sat, and mourn’d his Argn-es slam- 
At Jove incensed, with grief and fury stung, 

Prone down the rocky steep he rush’d along , 

Fierce as he paas’c?, the forty mountains nocf, 

The forest shakes , earth trembled as he tiod. 

And felt the footsteps of the immortal god 
From realm to realm three ample strides lie took, 
And, at the fourth, the distant JE gae shook 
Far in the bay his shining palace stands, 

Eternal frame 1 not raised by mortal hands 
This having reach’d, his brass-koofd steeds he rems, 
Fleet as the winds, and deck’d with golden manes 
Refulgent arms his mighty limbs infold, 

Immortal arms of adamant and gold. 

He mounts the cai, the golden scorn gc applies, 

He sits superior, and the chariot flics 

His whirling wheels the glassy surface Sweep , 

The enormous monsters rolling o’er the deep 
Gambol around him on the watery way, 

And heavy whales in awkwaid measures play , 

The sea subsiding spreads a level plain, 

Exults, and owns the monarch of the main , 

The parting waves before lus coursers , 

The wondering waters loav e his axle dry 
Deep in the liquid regions lies a cav c, 

Between where Tenedos the surges lave, 

And rocky Imbrus breaks the rolling wave 
There the gicat ruler of the azure round 
Stopp’d his swift chariot, and his steeds unbound, 
Fed with ambrosial herbage from his hand, 

And link’d then fetlocks with a golden bind, 
Infrangible, immortal there they stav 
The father of the floods pursues his wav 
Where, like a tempest, darkening heaven around, 

Or fiery deluge that dev ours the ground, 
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The impatient Trojans, in-a gloomy throng, , 
Embattled idl’d, as Hector rush’d along 
To the loud tumult and the baibarous cry 
The heaiens 1 e-echo, and the shores reply : 

They vow destruction to the Grecian name, 

And m their 'hopes the fleets already flame. 

But Neptune, rising from the seas profound. 

The god whose earthquakes lock the solid ground, 
Now weais a mortal form , like Calclias seen, 
Such his loud voice, and such his manly mien , 

His shouts incessant every Gieek inspire, 

But most the Ajaces, adding fire to fire. , - 

“’Tis yours, O wainors, all our hopes to laise 
Oh lecollect jour ancient worth and praise 1 
’Tis yours to save us, if you cease to fear , 

Flight, more than shameful, is destructive here. 



NEPTUNE RISING FROM THE SEA 


On othci works though Troy with fury fall, 

And pour her aimies o’er our batter’d wall 

There Gieece has stiength but this, this part o’erthrown, 

Her strength were vain , I diead for you alone . 

Here Hector rages like the force of fire, 

Vaunts of Ins gods, and calls high Jove his sue 
If jet some heavenly povci j'our breast excite. 

Breathe m your hearts, and string your arms to fight, 
Greece yet may live, her threaten’d fleet maintain . 

And Hector’s force, and Jove’s own aid, be vain” 

Then with lus sceptre, that the deep controls, 

He touch’d the chiefs, and steel’d their manly souls • 
Stiength, not then own, the touch divine imparts, - 
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Prompts their light limbs, and swells their daring hearts. 
Then, as a falcon fiom the rocky height, 

Her quarry seen, impetuous at the sight, 
Forth-springing instant, daits herself from high, 

Shoots on the wmg, and skims along the sky 
Such, and so swift, the power of ocean flew , 

The wide Iionzon shut lnm from their view. 

The inspiring god Oileus’ actue son 
Perceived thehist, and thus to Telamon 
“ Some god, my friend, some god in human form 
Favouring descends, and wills to stand the storm. 

* Not Calchas this, the venerable scei , 

Short as he turned, I saw the power appear . 

I mark’d his parting, and the steps he trod , 

His own blight evidence reveals a god. 

Even now some energy divine I share, 

And seem to walk on wings, and tread in air 
u With equal ardour (Telamon returns) 

My soul is kindled, and my bosom bums , 

New rising spirits all my force alarm, 

Lift each impatient limb, and brace my arm. 

This ready arm, unthinking, shakes the dart ; 

The blood pours back, and fortifies my heait 
Singly, methinks, yon.towenng chief I meet. 

And stretch the dreadful Hector at m> feet ” 

Full of the god that urged their burning breast, 

The heroes thus then mutual warmth express’d 
Neptune meanwhile the routed Greeks inspired. 

Who, breathless, pale, with length of labours tired, 

Pant in the ships , while Troy to conquest calls, 

And swarms victonous o'er their yielding walls 
Trembling before the impending storm they he, 

While teais of rage stand burning m their eje 
Greece sunk they thought, and this their fatal hour ; 

But breathe new courage as they feel the pow er. 

Teucer and Leitus Hist his w ords excite , 

Then stern Peneleus rises to the fight , 

Thoas, Dcipyrus, m arms len own’d, 

Ard Merion next, the impulsive furj found j 
Last Nestor’s son the same bold ardour takes, 

While thus the god the marlial fire awakes . 

ie Oh lasting infamy, oh dire disgrace 
To chiefs of vigorous 1 outh. and manly race 1 
I trusted m the gods, and j on, to see 
Brave Greece Victonous, and her nai y free * 

Ah, no — the glorious combat jou disclaim, 

And one black day clouds all her former fame 
Heavens 1 what a prodigy these eyes sune', 

Unseen, unthought, till this amazing da\ 1 

Fly we at length from Troy’s oft-conquer’d b'u*ds ? 
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And falls oui fleet by such inglonous hands ? 

A loufundisciplmed, a straggling tram, 

Not born to glories of the dusty plain , 

Like frighted fawns from hill to hill pursued, 

A prey to erveiy savage of the wood 
Shall these, so late who tiembled at your name, 
Invade your camps, involve your ships m flame? 

A change so shameful, say, what cause has wrought ? 
The soldiers’ baseness, or the geneial’s fault ? 

Fools 1 will ye pensh for your leader’s vice , 

The purchase mfamy, and life the price ? 

’JTis not youi cause, Achilles’ injured fame • 

Another’s is the crime, but yours the shame 
Grant that our chief offend through rage or lust, 

Must you be cowaids, if youi king’s unjust ? 

Prevent this evil, and your country save 
Small thought retrieves the spirits of the brave. 
Think, and subdue 1 on dastaids dead to fame 
I waste no anger, for they feel no shame * 

But you, the pnde, the flowei of all our host. 

My heart weeps blood to see your glory lost ! 

Nor deem this day,' this battle, all you lose ; 

A day more black, a fate moie rule, ensues 
Let each reflect, who pnzes fame or breath. 

On endless infamy, on instant death 
For, lo 1 the fated time, the appointed shore 
Hark < the gates burst, the brazen barneis roai ! 
Impetuous Hectoi thunders at the wall ; 

The houi, the spot, to conquei, or to fall ” 

These words the Giecians’ fainting heaits inspire, 
And listening armies catch the godlike fire 
Fix’d at Ins post was each bold Ajax found, 

With well-ianged squadions strongly circled lound : ' 
So close their order, so disposed their fight, 

As Pallas’ self might view with fix’d delight , 

Or had the god of war inclined his eyes, 

The god of war had own’d a just surprise 
A chosen phalanx, firm, lesolved as fate, 

Descending Hector and Ins battle wait 
An iron scene gleams dreadful o’er the fields, 

Armoui in armour lock’d, and shields m shields, 
Spears lean on speais,.on targets targets throng, 
Helms stuck to helms, and man diove man along 
The floating plumes unnumbei’d wave above, 

As when an earthquake stirs the nodding grove ; 

And levell’d at the skies with pointing rays, 

Their brandish’d lances at each motion blaze 
Thus bieathmg death, m teinble array, 

The close compacted legions urged their- way : 

Fierce they drove on, impatient to destroy , 
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Allied the warrior to the lnwr- of *i *) 
lo'Irnj, when glory call'd lu’ army he r yw', 

And match’d the brateti of h*t th.a in fame: 
With Piiam’n ions a guardian ot it,* tw^v, 

He hud, beloved mat honur'd ,/ ft'*, ot o. 
llim Icttccr pierced bclwvc,, Ow thro. 5 an i c v : 

He groans btn&i'h th< *.p n 

As from some fat- t n noun: i.h' »J*y cm vn, 
Subdued h> m 1, a t v li tend *- die n, 

And soils tv. u.td tut ire w' mi tf «* y*<. i* d ; 

So falls the youth , h._ arm* if - fAl it vmA 
Then Tetteer nt .hioj; to d* spo l ?5, r * d*"'!, 

J'rom Hcrmr’s hind t *hS.'iti, j / f*ti f** 1 1 
lie saw, and shunn’d the dc ah ; tl.» f >'fH 4 din 
Sung on, and jncrent Ampbin. ,cfa>^ ha'*t # 

Ctcatu-.’ son, of Nip tun < fmtuiJ »»? c : 

Vam was hi.. eoangv, iml hi, i.ur df.tr,': * 

Pro .tratc he fills , Ins cl -ryui/ am/ ft* v t.rt. 

And hit. brCfd bu* U* v r thend'-r-r on tie rr * tr-d 
To seize Ins beams helm the s i to* tin , 

And just h ul fa* tu‘cd on t { <e d "he.v p* it-. 

When Ajax* manly arm a jasthn {hoy , 

Full on the shield’* tr t:nd !«»»•*, the v c 'por, rtreg j 
H e felt the shock, nor tan u.is doe n’«l t > fict. 
Secure m mad, and sh«*nh\l m ‘luwt.ij 4 w*l 
Repulsed lie yield*. , the s u,tor UrevV. ob'alrt 
The spoils contested, and bear t>:f tin dam. 

Between the leaden of the Athenian line, 

(Sticluus the brasc, Merit theus the dtu.'O,) 
Deplored Amphimachus, <ad object ' ht 4 ; 

Imbrius remains the fierce Ajtro* pr'.o- 
As two grim lioas bear across the lam, 

Snatch’d ftom de\ curing hounds, a *1 utghte^d fjirr, 
In their fell jaws high-lifting through the wood, 

And spi mhling all the shrubs v ith drop* of btood; 
So these, the chief’ great Ajax: from the dead 
Strips lus height anus , 0 ileus lops hi* herd * 

Toss’d like a ball, and whirl’d m -ur away, 

At Hector’s feet the gory visage lay. 

The god of ocean, fired with stern disdain. 

And pierced with sorrow for lus grandson slam, 
Inspires the Grecian hearts, conhrms their hand*. 
And breathes destruction on the 'I rojan bands. 

Swift as a whirlwind rushing to the fleet, 

He finds the lance-famed 'Idomcn of Crete, 

His pensive brow the gcncious care express'd 
With which a wounded soldier touch’d his breast. 
Whom m the chance of war a ja\elm tore, 

And his sad comrades from the battle bore ; 

Him to the suigeons of the camp he sent i 
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That office paid, he issued fiom his tent 
Fierce for the fight . to whom the gcd begun, 

In Thoas' voice, Andrcemon’s valiant son, 

Who luled where Caly don’s white rocks arise, 

And Pleuron’s chalky cliffs emblaze the skies . 

“Where’s now the imperious vaunt, the daring boast, 

Of Greece victonous, and proud Ilion lost?" 

To whom the king “ On Greece no blame be thrown ; 
Aims are her trade, and war is all her own 
Her hardy heroes from the well-fought plains 
Nor fear withholds, nor shameful sloth detains 
’Tis heaven, alas 1 and Jove’s all-powerful doom. 

That far, far distant fiom our native home 
Wills us to fall inglorious 1 Oh, my friend > 

Once foremost m the fight, stillprone to lend 
Or arms or counsels, now perfoim thy best, 

And what thou canst not singly, urge the rest.” 

Thus he • and thus the god whose force can make 
The solid globe’s eternal basis shake 
“ Ah ! never may he see his native land. 

But feed the vultuics on this hateful strand, 

Who seeks ignobly m his ships to stay. 

Nor dares to combat on this signal day ' 

For this, behold • in homd aims I slime. 

And urge thy soul to rival acts with mine. 

Together let us battle on the plain , 

Two, not the worst , nor even this succour vain 
Not vam the weakest, if their force unite , 

But ours, the biavest have confess’d in fight ” 

This said, he rushes where the combat bums ; 

Swift to his tent the Cretan king leturns 
From thence, two javelins glitteimg in his hand, 

And clad in anns that lighten’d all the strand. 

Fierce on the foe the impetuous hero drove, 

Like lightning bursting from the arm of Jove, 

Which to pale man the w r rath of heaven declares, 

Or terrifies the offending world with wars , 

In streamy sparkles, kindling all the skies, 

From pole to' pole the trail of glory flies 
Thus nis bright armour o’er the dazzled throng 
Gleam’d dreadful, as the monarch flash’d along 

Him, near his tent, Meriones attends , 

Whom thus he questions “ Ever best of friends 1 
O say, m every art of battle skill’d, ' 

What holds thy courage fiom so brave a field ? 

On some important message art” thou bound, , 

Or bleeds my friend by some unhappy wound ? 

Inglorious here, my soul abhors to stay, 

And glows with prospects of th’ approaching day." 

“ O pnnee 1 (Menones replies) whose care 
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Leads forth the embattled sons of Crete to war , 

This speaks my gnef this headless lance I wield ; 

The rest lies rooted in a Trojan shield ” 

To whom the Cretan “ Enter, and receive. 

The wonted weapons ; those my tent can give j 
Spears I have store, (and Trojan lances all ) 
lhat shed a lustre lound the illumined wall, 

Though I, disdainful of the distant war, 

Nor trust the dart, nor aim the uncertain spear, 

Yet hand to hand I fight, and spoil the slam , 

And thence these trophies, and these aims I gam. 

Enter, and see on heaps the helmets roll’d, 

And high-hung spears, and shields that flame with gold ” 
“Nor vam (said Mcnon) are our martial toils ; 

We too can boast of no ignoble spoils * ( - 

But those my ship contains , whence distant far, 

I fight conspicuous m the van of war, 

What need I more ? If any Greek theie be 
Who knows not Menon, I appeal to thee.” 

To this, Idomeneus “ The fields of fight 
Have proved thy valour, and unconquer’d might 
And were some ambush for the foes design’d, 

Even theie thy courage would not lag behind : % 

In that sharp service, singled from the rest. 

The fear of each, or valour, stands confess’d 
No force, no firmness, the pale coward shows , 

He shifts his place . his colour conies and goes . x _ 
A dropping sweat creeps cold on e\ ery part ; 

Against his bosom beats his quivering heart , . 

Terror and death lit his wild ej e-balls staie ; _ 

With chattering teeth he stands, and stiffening hair,' 
And looks a bloodless image of despan 1 
Not so the brave — still dauntless, still the same, 
Unchanged his colour, and unmoved his frame 
Composed his thought, determined is his eje. 

And fix’d his soul, to conquer or to die 
If aught disturb die tenoui of his bieast, 

’Tis but the wish to strike before the rest. 

* In such assays thy blameless worth is known, 

And every, art of dangerous w ar thy own 
By chance of fight whatev ei w ounds j^ou bore, 

Those wounds were glorious all, and all before , 

Such as may teach, ’twas still thy brave delight 
T’ oppose thy bosom where thy foremost fight 
But why, like infants, cold to honour’s charms, 

Stand we to talk, when glory calls to arms ? 

Go— from my conquer’d spears the choicest take, 

And to their ow ners send them nobly back ” 

Swift at the woid hold Menon snatch’d a'spean 
And, breathing slaughtei, follow’d to the war. 
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So Mars ai impotent invades the plain, 

(The wide destroyer of the race of man,) 

Terroi, his best-beloved son, attends his com sc, 

Arm’d with stern boldness, and enormous force , 

The pride of haughty wainors to confound, 

And lay the strength of tyrants on the ground 
From Thrace they fly, call’d to the dire alarms 
Of warring Phlegyans, and Ephyrian aims , 

Invoked by both, lelentless they dispose, , 

To these glad conquest, murderous lout to those 
So march’d the leadeis of the Cretan tiam, 

And their bright arms shot horror o’er the plain 
Then first spake Mcnon “ Shall we join the light, 
Or combat m the centre of the fight ? 

Or to the left our wonted succour lend ? 

Hazard and fame all parts alike attend ” 

“ Not in the centre (Idomen leplied ) 

Our ablest chieftains the mam battle guide , 

Each godlike Aja\ makes that post his care, 

And gallant Tcucei deals destruction there, 

Skill'd or with shafts to gall the distant field. 

Or bear close battle on the sounding shield 
These can the rage of haughty Hector tame 
Safe in then arms, the navy feais no flame/ 

Till Jove himself descends, his bolts to shed, 

And hurl the blazing’ rum at our lifead 
Great must he be, of more than human birth. 

Nor feed like mortals on the fruits of earth 
Him neither locks can crush, nor steel can wound, 
Whom Ajax fells not on the ensanguined giound. 

In standing fight he mates Achilles’ force, 

Excell’d alone m swiftness in the course. 

Then to the left our ready arms apply, 

And live with glory, or with glory die ” 

He said and Menon to lli’ appointed place, 

Fierce as the god of battles,' uiged his" pace 
" Soon as the foe the shining chiefs beheld 
Rush like a fiery tonent o’er the field, 

1 Their force embodied 111 a tide they pour , 

The nsing combat sounds along the shore 
As wairing winds, m Sirius’ sultry reign, 

' From different quarters sweep the sandy plain , 

On every side the dusty whirlwinds rise, 

And the dry fields are lifted to the slues 
Thus by despair, hope, rage, together driven. 

Met the black hosts, and, meeting, darken’d heaven 
All dreadful glared the iron face of war, 

Bristled with upright spears, that flash’d afai , 

Dire was the gleam of breastplates, helms, ard shields, 
And polish’d anns emblazed the flaming fields 
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Tremendous scene * that general horror ga\ e, 

But touch’d with joy the bosoms of the brave. 

Saturn’s great sons m fierce contention vied. 

And crowds of heroes m their anger died. 

The sire of earth and heaven, by Thetis won 
To crown with glor> Peleus’ godlike son, 

Will’d not destruction to the Grecian powers, 

But spared awhile the destined Trojan towers , 

-While Neptune, rising from his azure mam, 

Warr’d on the king of heaven with stem disdain, 

' And breathed revenge, and fired the Giecian tiam. 

Gods of one source, of one ethereal race, _ - * 

Alike divine, and heaven their native place j 
But Jo\e the greater , first-bom of the skies. 

And more than men, or gods, supremely wise. 

For this, of Jove’s superior might afraid, 

Neptune in human form conceal’d his aid. 

These powers enfold the Greek and Trojan ‘ram 
In war and discord’s adamantine chain, 

Indissolubly strong • the fatal tie 
Is stretch’d on both, and close compell’d they die 
Dreadful in arms, and grown in combats grey, 

The bold Idomeneus controls the day 
First by his hand Othryoneus -was slain, 

Swell’d with false hopes, with mad ambition vain ; 

Call’d by the \ oice of war to martial fame, 

From high Cabesus’ distant walls he came , 

Cassandia’s lo\ e he sought, with boasts of power 
And promised conquest was the proffer’d dower. 

The king consented, b) his \ aunts abused , 

The king consented, but the fates refused 
Proud of himself, and of the imagined bride, 

The field he measured with a larger stride. 

Him as he stalk’d, the Cretan javelin found ; 

Vam was his breastplate to repel the wound 
His dream of glory lost, he plunged to hell , 

His arms resounded as the boaster fdl 
The great Idomeneus bestrides the dead , 

1 And thus (he cries) behold thy promise sped I 
Such is the help thy arms to Ilion bring, 

And such the contract of the Phrygian king 1 
Our offers now, illustrious prince 1 receive ; 

For such an aid what wall not Argos give ? 

To conquer Troy, wath ouis thy forces join, 

. And count Atrides’ fairest daughter thme. 

Meantime, on further methods to adusey 
Come, follow to the fleet thy new allies , 

There hear what Greece has on her part to say.” 

s P°ke, and dragg’d the goiy corse away. 

This Asms viewed, unable to contain. 

Before his chariot warring on the plain 
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(His ciowcled couiscis, to his squnc consign’d, 
Impatient panted on his neck behind ) 

'1 0 vengeance rising with a sudden spring, 

He hoped the conquest of the Cretan king 
The waiy Cretan, as his foe drew near, 

Full on his throat discharged the foiceful spear * 
Beneath the chin the point was seen to glide, 

And glitter’d, extant at the further side 
As when the mountain-oak, or poplai tall, 

Or pine, fit mast foi some great admiral, 

Groans to the oft-heaved axe, with many a wound. 
Then spreads a length of nnn o’er the giound 
So sunk pi oud Asms in that dreadful day, 

And stretch’d before his much-loved coursers lay 
He grinds the dust distain’d with streaming gore, 
And, fierce in death, lies foaming on the shore. 
Depnved of motion, stiff with stupid fcai, 

Stands all aghast Ins trembling charioted, 

Noi shuns the foe, not- tuins the steeds away, 

But falls tiansfix’d, an unresisting prey 
Pierced by Anlilochus, he pants beneath 
The statelj cai, and labours out his bieath 
Thus Asms’ steeds (their mighty mastei gone) 
Remain the prize of Nestor’s jouthful son 
Stabb’d at the sight, Deiphobus diew nigh, 

And made, with foice, the vengeful weapon fly 
The Cictan saw , and, stooping, caused to glance 
From his slope shield the disappointed lance 
Beneath the spacious targe, (a blazing round, 

Thick with bull-hides and biazen orbits bound, 

On his laiscd arm by two stiong biaces stay’d,) 

He lay collected m defensive shade 
O’er his safe head the javelin idly sung, 

And on the tinkling verge moie faintly lung 
Even then the spear the vigorous aim confess’d. 

And pierced, obliquely, king Hypsenor’s breast 
Warm’d m his liver, to the giound it bore 
The chief, his people’s guaichan now no moie 1 
“ Not unattended (the proud Trojan cries) 

Nor umevenged, lamented Asms lies 
Foi thee, thiough hell’s black portals stand display'd, 
This mate shall joy thy melancholy shade ” 
Heart-piercing anguish, at the haughty boast, 
Touch’d evciy Greek, but Nestor’s son the most 
Grieved as he was, his pious aims attend, 

And his broad buckler shields his slaughter’d friend 
Till sad Mecistheus and Alastor boie 
His honour’d body to the tented shore 
Nor yet fiom fight Idomencus withdraws , 

Resolved to perish m his country’s cause, 

R 
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Or find some foe, whom heaven and he shall doom 
To wail his fate in death’s eternal gloom 
He sees Alcathous m the fiont aspire 
Gieat /Esyetes was thelieio’s sue , 

His spouse Hippodame, divinely fair, 

Anchises’ eldest hope, and dailmg care 
Who charm’d her parents’ and her husband’s heait 
With beauty, sense, and every work of ait 
He once of llion’s youth the loveliest boy, 

The fairest she of all the fair of Troy 
By Neptune now the hapless hero dies, 

Who covers with a cloud those beauteous 'eyes, 

And fetters every limb yet bent to meet 

His fate he stands , nor shuns the lance of Ciete. 

Fix’d as some column, or deep-rooted oak, 

While the winds sleep , Ins bieast received the stroke 
Before the ponderous stioke lus corslet yields, 

Long used to ward the death m fighting fields 
The riven armour sends a jarring sound ; 

His labouring heart heaves with so strong a bound, 

The long lance shakes, and vibrates m the woun ’ 

Fast flowing from its source, as prone he lay, 

Life’s purple tide impetuous gush’d away 
Then Idomen, insulting o’er the slam . 

“ Behold, Deiphobus 1 nor vaunt m vam . 

See 1 on one Gieek tluee Trojan ghosts attend ; 

This, my thud victim, to the shades I send 
Approaching now thy boasted might approve, 

'And try the prowess of the seed of Jove 
From Jove, enamour’d of a moital dame. 

Great Minos, guardian of bis countiy, came 
Deucalion, blameless prince, was Minos’ lieir , 

His first-born I, the third from Jupiter 

O’er spacious Ciete, and her bold sons, I reign, 

And thence my ships transport me through the mam : 

Lord of a host, o’er all my host I shine, 

A scourge to thee, thy father, and thy line ” 

- The Trojan heard , uncertain or to meet, 

Alone, with ventuious arms the king of Crete, 

Or seek auxiliar foice ; at length decreed 
To call some heio to partake the deed, 

Foithwith /Eneas nses to his thought 
For him m Troy’s remotest lines he sought, 

Where he, incensed at partial Pnam, stands, 

And sees superior posts m meaner hands 
To him, ambitious of so great an aid, 

The bold Deiphobus approach’d, and said 
“ Now, Trojan prince, employ thy pious arms, 

If e’er thy bosom felt fair honour’s charms. 

Alcathous dies, thy brother and thy friend ; 
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Come, and the warnors loved remains defend 
Beneath his cares thy early 3 outh was train’d. 

One table fed you, and one loof contain’d. 

This deed to fierce Idomcnens we owe , 

Haste, and levenge it on th’ insulting foe” 

/Eneas heard, and for a space lesign’d 
To tendei pity all his manly mind , 

Then using m his lagc, he bums to fight 
The Gicck awaits him with collected might 
As the fell boat, on some rough mountains head. 
Aim’d with wild terrois, and to slaughter bred, 

When the loud rustics use, and shout fiom far, 
Attends the tumult, and c\pects the war , 

O’er his bent back the bristly horrors use , 

Fires stream in lightning fiom his sanguine c\es, 

His foaming tusks both dogs and men engage , 

But most Ins hunters rouse his mighty rage 
So stood Idomeneus, Ins javelin shook, 

And met the Trojan with a lowering look 
Antilochus, Deipyrus, were near. 

The 3 outliful offspring of the god of war, 

Merion, and Apharcus, m field renown’d 
To these the wainor sent his voice around 
Fellows m aims 1 3 our timely aid unite , 

Lo, great ./Eneas rushes to the fight 

Sprung from a god, and more than nioital bold ; 

He fresh in 3 outh, and I in arms giown old 
Else should this hand, this hour decide the strife, 

The great dispute, of glory, or of life ” 

He spoke, and all, as with one soul, obey’d , 

Their lifted bucklers cast a dreadful shade 
Around the chief /Eneas too demands 
Th’ assisting forces of his natn e bands , 

Pans, Detphobus, Agenor, join , 

(Co-aids and captains of the Trojan line ,) - 
- In order follow all th’ embodied train, 

Like Ida’s flocks proceeding o’er the plain, 

Before his fleecy care, eiect and bold, 

Stalks the proud ram, the father of the bold 
With joy the swain sun ei s them, as he leads 
To the cool fountains, thiough the well-known meads . 
So J03 s ./Eneas, as Ins native band 
Moves on in lank, and stretches o’er the land 
Round dread Alcathous now the battle rose , 

On every side the steely circle grows , 

Now batter’d breast-plates and hack’d helmets ring, 
And o’er then heads unheeded javelins stng 
Above the rest, two towering chiefs appear, 

There great idomeneus, ./Eneas here 
Like gods of w'ar, dispensing fate, the) stood. 
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And brnn’d to diench the ground with mutual blood. 

The Trojan weapon whizz’d along in an , 

The Cietan saw, and sliunn’d the brazen spcai 
Sent from an arm so strong, the missive w ood 
Stuck deep m earth, and quiver’d where it stood. 

But CEnomas leceived the Ci elan’s stioke , 

The forceful spear his hollow coislet broke, 

It ripp’d his belly with a ghastly wound, 

And roll’d the smoking entiails on the ground 
Sti etch’d on the plain, he sobs away his breath, 

And, furious, grasps the bloody dust m death 
The victor fiom lus breast the weapon teais , 

His spoils he could not, for the shower of spears 
Though now unfit an actn e \\ ai to wage, 

Heavy with cumbrous arms, stiff with cold age, 

His listless limbs unable for the couise, - 
In standing fight he yet maintains kis foice ; 

Till faint with laboui, and by foes lepell’d, 

His tired slow' steps he drags fiom off the field. . 
Deiphobus beheld linn as lie pass’d, 

And, fired with hate, a parting javelm cast 
The javelin err’d, but held its couise along, 

And' pierced Ascalaplms, the brave and young * 

The son of Maisfell gasping on the giound, 

And gnash’d the dust, all bloody w ith lus w'ound. 

Nor knew the furious fatliei of his fall , 

High-tlnoned amidst the gieat Olympian hall, 

On golden clouds th’ immoital synod sate , 

Detain’d from bloody wai by Jove and Fate 
Now, where m dust the breathless heio lay, 

For slam Ascalaphus commenced the fray, 

Deiphobus to seize lus helmet Hies, 

And from Ins temples lends the ghtteung pnze ; 

Valiant as Mais, Meuoncs diew near, 

And on lus loaded arm dischaiged his speai • 

He diops the weight, disabled with the pam , 

The hollow helmet lings against the plain 
Swift as a vultuie leaping on Ins piey, 

From lus toin arm the Gieciau rent away 
The reeking javelm, and rejoin’d Ins friends. 

His wounded brother good Polites tends ; 

Around lus waist lus pious arms he tlnew, 

And from the lage of battle gently diew 
Hnn his swuft coursers, on his splendid cai, 

Rapt from the lessening thunder of the war , 

To Troy they drove him, groaning ham the shore, 

And sprinkling, as he pass'd, the sands with gore 
Meanwhile fresh slaughter bathes the sanguine ground, 
Heaps fall on heaps, and heaven and earth lesound 
Bold Apliaieus.by gieat Ahieas bled , 
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That shook the ponderous lance, m act to thiow j 
And this stood adverse with the bended bow . 

Full on his breast the Trojan airow fell, 

But haimless bounded from the plated sfccl 
Asson some ample barn’s well-haiden’d floor, 

(The winds collected at each open dooi,) 

While the broad fan with foice is whirl’d around, 

Light leaps the golden giam, lesultmg fiom the ground. 
So from the steel that guaids Alrides’ hcait, 

Repell’d to distance flies the bounding dart 
Atndes, watchful of the unwary foe, 

Pierced with his lance the hand that grasp’d the bow, 

And nailed it to the yew the wounded hand 
Trail’d the long lance that mark’d with blood the sand : 
But good Agenor gently from the wound 
The spear solicits, and the bandage bound , 

A sling’s soft wool, snatch’d from a soldier’s side, 

At once the tent and ligature supplied 
Behold 1 Pisandei, urged by fate’s decree, 

Springs through the ranks to fall, and fall by thee, 

Great Menelaus 1 to enchance thy fame 
High-towering in the front the warrior came 
First the sharp lance was by Atndes tin own ; 

The lance far distant by the winds was blown. 

Nor pierced Pisan der thiough Ati ides’ shield 
Pisandei ’s spear fell shiver’d on the field 
Not so discouraged, to the future blind, 

Vam dreams of conquest sw r ell his haughty mind ; , 

Dauntless he rushes where the Spaitan lord 
Like lightning brandish’d Ins far beaming sword. 

His left arm high opposed the shining shield 
His light beneath, the cover’d pole-axe held ; 

(An olive’s cloudy giain the handle made, 

Distinct with studs, and brazen was the blade ,) 

This on the helm discharged a noble blow , 

The plume dropp’d nodding to the plain below, 

Shorn from the crest Atndes ivai ed his steel 

Deep through his front the w eighty falchion fell , 

The crashing bones before its force gave w r ay , ~ 

In dust and blood the gioamng heio lay 
Forced from their ghastly oibs, and spouting goic, 

The clotted eye-balls tumble on the shoic 
And fierce Atndes spurn’d him as he bled, 

. Tore off his arms, and, loud-exulting, said 

“ Thus, Trojans, thus, at length be taught to fcai , 

O race peifidious, who delight m war 1 
Already 'noble deeds je have perfoim’d , 

A princess laped transcends a navy stonn’d 
In such bold feats your impious might appiove, 

Without th’ assistance, or the fear of Jove 
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The violated rites, the ravish’d dame , 

Our heroes si lU'.hterM and our ships on flame, 

Ci mu: hcapd on crimes, shall bend jour glory down, 
And whdm m rums j on flagitious town 
O thou, gre it f-uhu 1 lord of earth and shies, 

Above the thought of man. supremely wise 1 
If from thv hand the fates of mortals flow, 

From whence this favoui loan impious foe? 

A godless ctcw. abandon’d and unjust, 


Dicn the sweet charms of sacred numbers lire 


Hut Troy for e\er reaps a due delight 
In thirst of slaughter and m lust of fight ” 

1 1ns said, he seized (while yet the carcase heated) 
The blood j armour, which Ins tram received 
Then sudden mix'd among the warring crew. 

And the bold son of Pvlaancncs slew 


Harpnlion hid through Asia travcll’d far, 

Follow mg his nnrtul father to the war 
Through filial love he left his name shore, 
Never, ah, ncvci to behold it more * 

Ills unsuccessful spent he chanced to flmg 
Agmist the target of the Spartan king , 

Tims of lus lance disirni d, fiom death he flics, 
And turns around lus apprehensive ejes. 

Hun, through the hip transpiercing as he fled, 
The shaft of Merton mingled with the dead 
Jkneath the bone the glancing point descends, 
And, driving down, the swelling bladdei rends 
bunk m his sad companions’ amis he lav 1 -, 

And in short pamings sobb’d Ins soul awaj , 
(Like some \ lie worm extended on the ground ,) 
\\ hdc life’s red torrent gush’d from out the wound 

Ilim on Ins car the Paphligonian tram 
In slow procession bore from off the plain 
The pensn c father, father now no more ' 

Attends the mournful pomp along the shore , 

And unavailing terns profusely shed , 

And, unrevenged, deplored lus offspring dead. 

Pans from far the moving sight beheld, 

With pit) soften’d and with finy swell’d . 

His honour’d host, a jouth of matchless giace, 
And loved of nil the Paphlagonian race • 

With his full strength he bent his angry bow, 

And wing’d the feather’d vengeance at the foe 
A chief there was, the brave Euchenor named, 
For riches much and mote for virtue famed. 
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Who held his seat m Corinth’s stalely town , 

Polydus’ son, a seei of old renown 
Oft had the father told his eaily doom, 

By aims abioad, or slow disease at home * 

He climb’d Ins vessel, piodigal of bicat h. 

And chose the certain glonotis path to death 
Beneath lus ear the pointed anow went , 

The soul came issuing at the narrow vent 
His limbs,' unnerved, diop useless on the giotind, 

And eveilasting darkness shades lnm lound 
Nor knew gi<?at I-Iectoi how Ins legions yield, 

(Wiapp’d in the cloud and tumult of the field ) 

Wide on the left the force of Greece commands, 

And conquest hovers o’er th’ Achaian bands , 

With such a tide supcnor virtue sway’d, 

And he that shakes the solid eailh gave aid 
But in the centie Hectoi fi\’d remain’d, 

Whcie first the gates weie forced, and buluaiks gam’d , 
There, on the margin 1 of the hoary deep, 

(Then naval station wheie the Ajaces keep 
And where low walls confine the beating tides, 

Whose humble barrier scarce the foe divides , 

Where late in fight both foot and horse engaged, 

And all the thunder of the battle raged,) 

There join’d, the whole Boeotian strength remains, 

The pioud Iaomans with their sweeping trains, 

Locnans and Phtluans, and th’ Epaean foice ; 

But join’d, lepel not Hector’s fieiy course. 

The flower of Athens, Sticliius, Phidas, led , " 

Bias and great Menestheus at their head 
Meges the strong the Epsean bands conti oil’d, 

And Dracius prudent, and Amplnon bold 
The Phthians, Medon, famed for martial plight, 

And brave Podaices, active in the fight 
This drew from Phylacus lus noble line , 

Iphiclus’ son and that (Qileus) thine 
(Young Ajax’ biotliei, by a stolen embrace , 

He dwelt fai distant from Ins native place, 

By lus fieice step-dame from his father’s reign 
Expell’d and exiled foi hei bi other slam ) 

These rule the Phthians, and then arms employ, 

Mix’d with Boeotians, on the shores of Iroy. 

Now side by side, with like unwearied care, 

Each Ajax labour’d through the field of wai 
So -when two lordly bulls, with equal toil, 

Force the bright ploughshare through the fallow soil. 

Join’d to one yoke, the stubborn eaith they teai, 

And trace large funows with the slunmg shaic , 

O’er their huge limbs the foam descends in snow, 

And streams of sweat down their sour foieheads flew. 
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A tram of heroes followed through the field, 

Who bore by turns great Ajax’ sevenfold shield , 
Whene'er he breathed, remissive of his might, 
Tired with the incessant slaughters of the fight 
No following troops Ins brave associate grace 
In close engagement an unpractised race, 

The Locnan squadrons nor the javelm wield, 

Nor beat the helm, nor lift the moony shield , 

But skill’d from fai the fljmg shaft to wing, 

Oi whirl the sounding pebble fiom the sling, 
Dexteious with these they aim a certain wound. 

Or fell the distant warrioi to the ground 
Thus in the van the T el am on 1 an train. 

Throng'd in bright arms, a pressing fight maintain 
Far in the rear the Locnan .ucliers lie, 

Whose stones and anows intercept the ski, 

The mingled tempest on the f oes they pom , 
lioy’s scattering oiders open to the shower 
Now had the Gieeks eternal fame acquired, 

And the gall d Ilians to their walls letncd , 

But sage Polydamas, discreetly biave, 

Address’d great Hectoi, and this counsel gave 
“ Though great m all, thou seem’st averse to lend 
Impartial audience to a faithful friend , 

To gods and men thy matchless worth is known, 
And eveiy art of glorious war thy own , 

But in cool thought and counsel to excel, 

How- wudely diffeis this from w airing well 1 
Content with w hat the bounteous gods have given, 
Seek not alone to engi oss the gifts of Heaven 
To some the powers of bloody war belong, 

To some sweet music and the charm of song , 

To few', and wondrous few, has Jove assign’d 
A wise, extensive, all-consideung mind , 

Their guardians these, the nations round confess, 
And towns and empires foi their safet) bless 
If Heaven have lodged this virtue in my breast, 
Attend, 0 Hectoi ! what I judge the best, 

See, as tliou mov'st, on dangeis dangers spread, 

And war’s whole fury burns around thy head 
Behold 1 distress’d within )on hostile wall, 

How many Trojans )icld, disperse, or fall ' 

What troops, out-numbePd, scarce the vvai maintain 1 
And what brave heioes at the ships lie slam 1 
Here cease thy fuij and, the chiefs and kings 
Convoked to council, weigh the sum of things 
Whether (the gods succeeding our desires) 

To >on tall ships to bear the Trojan files , 

Or quit the fleet, and pass unhurt avva>, 

Contented with the conquest of the da). 
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' I fear, I feai, lest Greece, not yet undone, 

Pay the large debt of last revolving sun ; 

Achilles, great Achilles, y et remains 
On yonder decks, and yet o’erlooks the plains ' ” 
The counsel pleased , and Hector, with a hound, 
Lcap’d from his chariot on the trembling ground'; 
Swift as he leap'd his clanging arms resound. 

“ To guard this post (he cried) thy art employ. 

And here detain the scatter'd y outh of Troy , 
Where yondei herpes faint, I bend my way, 

And hasten back to end the doubtful day ” 

This said, the towering chief prepares to go, 
Shakes his white plumes that to the breezes flow', 
And seems a moving mountain topp’d wuth snow. 
Through all his host, inspiring force, he flies. 

And bids anew the martial thunder use 
To Panthus’ son, at Hector’s high command 
Haste the bold leaders of the 1 rojan band 
But round the battlements, and round the plain. 
For many a chief he look’d, but look'd m vain ; 
Deiphobus, nor Helenus the seer, 

Noi Asms’ son, nor Asms self appear 
For these were pierced with many a ghastly wound, 
Some cold in death, some groaning on the ground , 
Some low r m 'dust, (a mournful object) lay ; 

High on the wall some breathed their souls away. 

Far on the left, amid the throng he found 
(Cheering the troops, and dealing deaths around) 
The graceful Paris whom, with fury moved, 
Opprobrious thus, th’ impatient chief reproved • 

“ Ill-fated Pans 1 slav e to w omankmd, 

As smooth of face as fraudulent of mind * 

Where is Deiphobus, where Asms gone? 

The godlike fathei, and th’ intrepid son 5 
The force of Helenus, dispensing fate , 

And great Othryoneus, so fear’d of late ? 

- Black fate hangs o’er thee from th’ avenging gods, 
Imperial Troy fiom her foundations nods , 

Whelm’d m thy country^ rum shalt thou fall, 

And one devouring vengeance swallow all ” 

When Paris thus “ Sly brother andmy fnend, 
Thy warm impatience makes thy tongue offend, 

In other battles I deserv ed thy blame, 

Though then not deedless, nor unknown to fame . 
But since yon rampart by thy arms lay low, 

I scatter’d slaughter from my fatal bow 
The chiefs you seek on y onder shore lie slam ; 

Of all those heroes, two alone remain , 

Deiphobus, and Helenus the seei. 

Each now disabled by a hostile spear. 
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Go then, successful, where thy soul inspires 
This heart and hand shall second all thy hies . 

What with this arm I can, prepare to know, 

Till death for death be paid, and blow foi blow 
But ’tis not ours, with foices not our own 
To combat strength is of the gods alone ” 

These words the hero’s angry mind assuage 
Then fierce they mingle where the thickest rage. 
Around Polydamas, distam’d with blood, 

Cebnon, Phalces, stern Orthceus stood, 

Palmus, with Polypcetes the divine. 

And two bold brothers of Hippotion’s line 
(Who reach’d fair Ilion, from Ascamafai, 

The former day , the ne\t engaged m wai) 

As when fiom gloomy clouds a whirlwind springs. 

That bears Jove’s thunder on its dieadful wings. 

Wide o’er the blasted fields the tempest sweeps , 

Then, gather’d, settles on the homy deeps , 

The afflicted deeps tumultuous mi\ and loar , 

The w'a\ es behind impel the wa\ es before, 

Wide rolling, foaming high, and tumbling to the shore : 
Thus rank on tank, the thick battalions throng,- 
Ghief urged on chief, and man dro\e man along. 

Far o’ei the plains, m dreadful order blight. 

The brazen arms reflect a beamy light 
Full m the blazing van great Hectoi shined, 

Like Mais commission d to confound mankind. 

Before him flaming Ins enormous shield. 

Like the bioad sun, illumined all the field , 

His nodding helm emits a streamy ray , 

His piercing ejes through all the battle stray, 

And, while beneath his targe he flash’d along, 

Shot terrors round, that wither’d e’en the strong 
Thus stalk’d he, dreadful , death was m his look 
Whole nations fear’d , but no't an Aigive shook 
The towering Aja\, with an ample stride, __ 

Advanced the first, and thus the chief defied 
“ Hector 1 come on , thy emptj threats forbear , 

’Tis not thy arm, ’tis thundering Joi e we fear . 

The skill of war to us not idly gnen, 

Lo * Greece is humbled, not by Troy, but Hern en 
Vain me the hopes that liaughtv mind imparts, 

To foice our fleet the Greeks lime hands and hearts. 
Long ere m flames oui lofty na\y fall, 

Your boasted city, and ioui god-built wall, 

Shall sink beneath us, smoking on the ground , 

And spread a long unmcasuied rum round 
The time shall come, when, chased along the plain, 

Ei en thou slialt call on Tove, and call m 1am , 

Ei en thou shalt wish, to' aid thy desperate couisc. 
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The wings of falcons for thy flying hoise ; 

Shalt run. foigetful of a Warner’s fame, 

While clouds of fuendly dust conceal thy shame” 

As thus he spoke, behold, in open view, 

On sounding wings a dcxtei eagle flew 
To Jove’s glad omen all the Grecians use, 

And hail, with shouts, his pi ogress tlnough the skies . 
Far-cclioing clamouis bound fiom side to side , 

They ceased , and thus the chief of Troy replied 
“ From whence this menace, this insulting strain ? 
Enormous boaster 1 doom’d to vaunt m vam. 

So may the gods on Hector life bestow, 

(Not that short life which moitals lead below', 

But such as those of Jove’s high lineage boin, 

The blue-eyed maid, or he that gilds the morn,) 

As this decisive day shall end the fame 
Of Gieece, and Argos be no moie a name' 

And thou, impel 1011s 1 if thy madness wait 
The lance of Hector, thou shalt meet thy fate 
That giant-corse, extended on the shore, 

Shall largely feast the fowls with fat and goie” 

He said , and like a lion stalk d along 
With shouts incessant earth and ocean rung, 

Sent from Ins following host the Grecian tram 
With answering thundeis fill’d the echoing plain ; 

A shout that tore heaven’s concave, and, above, 

Shook the fix’d splendouis of the tin one of Jove. 
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His Mounded eyes the scene of sorrow knew ; 

Dire disarray ’ the tumult of the fight, 

The uall m ruins, and the Greeks m flight 
As when old occzin/s silent suifhce sleeps^ 

The wav es just heaving on the purple deeps * - 
While vet the expected tempest hangs on high, 
Weighs dow n the cloud, and blackens m the sky, 

Ihe mass of waters will no wind obey , 
jove sends one gust, and bids them loll away 
While m avering counsels thus his mind engage, 
Fluctuates m doubtful thought the Pyhan sage, 

To join the host, 01 to the geneial haste , 

Debating long, he fixes on the last 

Yet, as he moves, the sight his bosom waims, - 

The field ungs dreadful with the clang of aims , 

The gleaming falchions flash, the javelins fly 
Blows echo blows, and all 01 kill 01 die 

Him, in his maich, the w'ounded princes meet, 

By tardy steps ascending from the fleet . 

The king of men, Ulysses the divine, 

And who to Tydeus owes lus noble line . 3 
f Their ships at distance from the battle stand. 

In lines advanced along the shelving stiand . 

Whose bay, the fleet unable to contain 
At length , beside the margin of the mam, 

Rank above rank, the crowded ships they mooi : 
Who landed first, lay highest on the slioie) 
Supported on the spears, they took their way, 

Unfit to fight, but anxtous for the day. 

Nestor’s approach alarm’d each Giecian breast, 
# \Vhom thus the general of the host address’d : 

* > “ O grace and gloiy of the Achaian name , 

JaYliat drives thee, Nestor, from the field of fame? 
\J* 5 all then proud Hector sec his boast fulfill’d, 

^)’ur fleets m ashes, and our heroes kill’d ? 

Such was his threat, ah < now too soon made good. 
On many a Grecian bosom writ m blood. 

Is every heart inflamed with equal rage 
Against jour king, nor will one chief engage? 

And have 1 lived to see with mournful ej r cs 
In every Greek a new Achilles use ?” 

Gcreman Nestor then “ So fate has will’d 
And all-confirming tunc lias fate fulfill’d. 

Not he that thunders from the auial bowei, 

Not Jove himself, upon the past has power 
The wall, our late inviolable bound, 

And best defence, lies smoking on the ground * 

Ev cn to the ships their conquering arms extend, 
And groans of slaughter’d Greeks to heaven ascend. 

3 ts TyJet s owrt, t e. Diomcd. 
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On speedy measures then employ j our thought 
In such distiess 1 if counsel profit aught 
Arms cannot much though Mars our souls incite, 
These gaping wounds withhold us from the fight ” 
To him the monarch “ That our army bends. 
That Troy triumphant our high fleet ascends, 

And that the rampart, late our surest trust 
And best defence, lies smoking m the dust , 

All this from Jove’s afflictive hand we bear, 

Who, far from Argos, wills our rum here. 

Past are the days when happier Greece was blest. 
And all his favour, all his aid confess’d , 

Now heaven averse, our hands from battle ties, 

And lifts the Trojan glory to the skies. 

Cease we at length to waste our blood m vain. 

And launch what ships lie nearest to the mam ; 
Leave these at anchor, till the coming night 
Then, if impetuous Troy forbear the fight. 

Bring all to sea, and hoist "each sail for flight 
Better from evils, well foreseen, to run. 

Than perish m the danger we may shun ” 

Thus he The sage Uly sses thus replied. 

While anger flash’d from his disdainful ey cs 
“ What shameful words (unkmgly as thou art) 

Fall fiom that trembling tongue and timorous heart . 
Oh were thy sway the curse of meaner powers. 

And thou the shame of any host but ours » 

A host, bv Jove endued with martial might, 

And taught to conquer, or to fall m fight 
Adventurous combats and bold wars to wage, 
Employ’d our y r outh, and yet employs our age. 

And wait thou thus desert the Trojan plain ? 

And have whole streams of blood been spilt in v am ? 
In such base sentence if thou couch thy fear, 

Speak it m whispers, lest a Greek should hear. 

< Lives there a man so dead to fame, who dares 
To think such meanness, or the thought declares ? 
And comes it even from him whose sovereign sway 
The banded legions of all Greece obey ? 

Is this a general's voice that calls to flight, 

While war hangs doubtful, while his soldiers fight 5 
What more could Troy ? What y et their fate denies 
Thou giv est the foe all Greece becomes their pnze 
No more the troops (our hoisted sails in view, 
Themselves abandon’d) shall the fight pursue , 

But thy ships flying, with despair shall see ; 

And owe destruction to a prince like thee " 

“ Thy just reproofs (Atrides calm replies) 

Like arrow s pierce me. for thy' w ords are wise. 
Unwilling as I am to lose the host. 
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I force not Giccce to quit this hateful coast ; 

Glacl I submit, whoe’er, 01 young, or old, 

Aught, moie conducive to our weal, unfold ** 

1 ydidcs cut him short, and thus began . 

« Such counsel if you seek, behold the man 
Who boldly gives it, and what he shall say, 

Young though he be, disdain not to obey . 

A youth, who from the mighty Tydeus springs. 

May speak to councils and assembled kings. 

Hear then in me the great Ginnlcs’ son, 

Whose honour’d dust (lus race of glory run) ' 

Lies whelm’d m ruins of the *1 lieban wall , 

Brave in lus life, and glorious m his fall. 

With thiee bold sons was generous Pmthous bless’d, 
Who Pleuron’s walls and Calydon possess d ; 

Melas and Agnus, but (who tar surpass’d 
The lest m courage) GIncus was the last. 

Fiom him, my sire 1'iom Calydon expcll’d, 

He pass’d to Argos, and m e\ile dwell’d , 

The monarch’s daughter thcic (so Jo\c oidainkl) 

He w'on, and flemish’d whcic Adrastus reign’d ; 
Theie, lich m foitune’s gilts, lus acres till’d, 

Beheld lus vines then liquid lian est y leld, 

And numerous flocks that whiten’d all the field. 

Such Tydeus was, the foremost once m fame » 

Nor lives m Giccce a strangei to lus name 

Then, what for common good my thoughts inspiic. 

Attend, and in the son lcspect the sue 

Though sore of battle, though with wounds oppress’d, 

Let each go forth, and animate the rest, 

Advance the gloiy which lie cannot sliate, 

Though not partaker, witness of the war. - 
But lest new wounds on wounds o’erpower us quite, 
Beyond the missile javelin’s sounding flight, 

Safe let us stand , and, fi om the tumult far, 

Inspire the ranks, and rule the distant war” 

He added not the listening kings obey, 

Slow moving on , Atudes leads the way r .* 

The god of ocean (to inflame then lage) 

Appears a varrtoi fun owed o’er with age , 

Press’d m lus o\\ n, the general’s hand he took. 

And thus the \ enerablc lici o spoke 
“Atudes 1 3o 1 with what disdainful eye 
Achilles sees lus country's foices fly , 

Blind, impious man 1 whose angei is lus guide. 

Who glones in unutterable pude 
So may he peush, so may Jo\e disclaim 
The wretch relentless, and o’eru helm with shame 1 
• But Heaven forsakes not thee o’er y ondci sands 
Soon shalt thou \ lew the scatter’d Trojan bands 



THE ILIAD 


257 


Book XIV ] 

FI> diverse ; while pioud kings, and chiefs renown’d, 
Drnen heaps on heaps, with clouds involved around 
Of rolling dust, their winged wheels employ 
To hide their ignominious heads m Troy” 

He spoke, then rush’d amid the w'amor crew*, 

And sent his \ oice before him as he flew, 

Loud, as the shout encountering armies yield 
When twice ten thousand shake the labouring field*, 
Such was the \ oicc, and such the thundering sound 
Of lum whose trident rends the solid ground 
Each Argn c bosom beats to meet the fight, 

And grisly war appears a pleasing sight 
Meantime Saturma from Olympus’ brow*, 
High-tlironcd m gold, beheld the fields below' 5 
With joy the glorious conflict she sun ey’d, 

Where lici great bi other gave the Grecians aid 
"But placed aloft, on Ida’s shady height 
She secs her Jove, and tiemblcs at the sight. 

To\c to deceit c, what methods shall she try, 

Wlnt arts, to blind his ali-beholdtng e>e ? 

At length she trusts her power , resoh cd to proie 
The old, yet still successful, cheat of lo\e , 

Against lus wisdom to oppose her charms, 

And lull the lord of thundcis m hci arms 
Swift to her bright apartment she repairs. 

Sacred to dress and beaut} ’s pleasing caies 
With skill divine had Vulcan form’d the bow'er. 

Safe from access of each mtiuding power. 

Touch’d with her secret key, the doors unfold 
Self-closed, behind her shut the vahes of gold 
Here first she bathes , and lound her body poms 
Soft oils of fragrance, and ambrosial showers 
The w mds, perfumed, the balmy gale convey 
Through licaien, through earth, and all the aerial way : 
Spirit divine 1 whose exhalation greets 
The sense of gods w itli more than mortal sweets 
Thus while she breathed of heaven, with decent pnde 
Her artful hands the radiant tresses tied , 

Part on her head m shining ringlets roll’d, 

Part o’er her shoulders waved like melted gold. 

Around her next a heavenly mantle flow’d, 

That rich with Pallas’ laboured colours glowd : v 
Large clasps of gold the foldings gather’d xxnnvk 
A golden zone her swelling bosom bound. 

Far-beaming pendants tremble m her caw 
Each gem illumined with-a triple star. , 

Then o’er her head she cast a veil mows V- 
Than new-fallen snow, and dazzling a$ 

Last her fair feet celestial sand il* 

Thus issuing radiant with majestic p VN' 
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Forth from ihc dome the unpen il godtW.'; mote 1 ., 

And calls the mother of the smiles and love*. 

« How long (to Venus tints apart :hc rued; 

Shall human strife celestial minds divide? 

Ah yet, w ill Venus aid Saturnta’s joy, 

And set aside the cause of Greece and 1 ro> t 
“Let hcav cn's dread empress (Cvthera.a said) 

Speak her request, and deem her v d! obey’d ” 

“ Then grant me (said the queen) thmc conquering charms. 
That power, which mortals and immortals w’vrms, 

That love, which melts mankind in fierce dourer, 

And burns the sons of heaven with sacred fires ' 

“ For Io » I haste to those 1 emote abodes, 

Where the great parents, (sacred source of gods I) 

Ocean and Tcthvs their old empire keep, 

On the last limits of the land and deep. 

In their kind arms mv tender yc.it* were pas’, j 
What time old Saturn, from Olymptn cn*:, 

Of upper heaven to Jove resign'd the ruga* 

Whelm’d under the huge mass of earth and main. 

For strife, I hear, has made the union cease, 

Which held so long that ancient pair in peace. 

What honour, and what love, shall 1 obtain, 

If I compose those fata! feuds again ; 

Once more their minds in mutual tics engage, 

And, what m> south lias owed upas tliur age !” 

She said With awe divine, the queen of love 
Obey’d the sister and the wife of Jovl ; 

And from her fragrant breast the zone embraced, 1 
With various skill and high embroider) graced. 

In this was ever) art, and every charm, 

To win the wisest, and the coldest warm 
Fond love, the gentle vow, the gav desire. 

The kind deceit, the still-rev mng* fire, 

Persuasive speech, and the more persuasive sighs, 

Silence that spoke, and eloquence of eves 
This on her hand the Cyprian Goddess* laid : 

“ Take this, and with it all thy wish she said 
With smiles she took the charm ; and smiling press’d 
The powerful cestus to her snow) breast 
Then Venus to the courts of Jove witltdiev. ; 

Whilst from Olympus pleased Saturnia flew 
O’er high Plena thence her coui sc she bore. 

O’er fair Ematlua’s cv ei -pleasing shore, 

O’er Hemus’ hills with snows eternal crown’d ; 

3 Compare lasso — 

Tenen sdegm, e phcidc, e tnnnuille 
Repulse, e can \ czn, c ltcte pact, 

Somsi, parolctte, c dolct stdlc 
Di pianto, o sospir tronchi, e molU baci " 

Gicr Lib xvi 05 
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Not once her flying foot approach’d the ground. 

1 hen taking wing from Athos’ lofty steep, 

She speeds to Lemnos o’er the rolling deep, 

And seeks the cave of Death’s half-brother, Sleep. 4 

tl Sweet pleasing Sleep 1 (Saturnia thus began) 
Who spnnd’st thy empire o'er each god and man , 

If e’et obsequious to thy Juno’s will, 

O power of slumbers 1 hear, and favour still 
Shed thy soft dews on Jo\c’s immortal eyes, 

W hile sunk in lov e’s entrancing joj s he lies 
A splendid footstool, and a throne, that shine 
With gold unfading, Somnus, shall be tlune. 

The work of Vulcan , to indulge tliy case, 

When wine and feasts thy golden humours please” 

“ Imperial dame (the balmy power replies), 

Great Saturn’s heir, and empress of the skies 1 
O’er other gods I spread my easy chain , 

’ The sire of all, old Ocean, owns my leign, 

And his hush’d wav cs he silent on the main 
lint how, unbidden, shall I daie to steep 
Jo\c’s awful temples m the dew of sleep ? 

Long since, too venturous, at thy bold command. 

On those eternal lids I laid my hand , 

What time, deserting Ilian’s wasted plain, 

Ills conquering son, Alcides, plough’d the main 
When lo > the deeps arise, the tempests roar, 

And drive the licio to the Coan shore 
Great Jo\e, awaking, shook the blest abodes 
With rising wrath, and tumbled gods on gods. 

Me chief he sought, and from the realms on high 
Had hurl’d indignant to the nethei sky, 

But gentle Night, to whom I fled for aid, 

(The friend of caith and heaven,) her wings display’d ; 
lmpowcr’d the wrath of gods and men to lame, 

Even Jove revered the venerable dame” 

“ Vain aic thy fears (the queen of heaven replies, 
And, speaking, rolls her laigc majestic eyes) , 

Think’st thou that Tioy has Jove’s high favour won, 
Like great Alcidcs, lus all-conquenng son ? 

Heat, and obey the misticss of the skies, 

Noi for the deed expect a vulgar pnze j 
Foi know, thy loved-one shall be evei thine, 

The youngest Giace, Pasitlme the divine” 5 

“ Swear then (lie said) by those tremendous floods 
That loar thioughhell, and bind the invoking gods 

/ Comptro the description of the dwelling of Sleep in Orhndo Funoso, bk vi 
S “Tw ice scicn, the clnrming daughters of the mun — 

Around my person wut, md bear my trim 
Succeed my w ish, md second my design, 

Ihc Purest, Deiopcn, shall bo thmc " 

Dry den’s Virgil, JEn i 107, seq 
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Let the great parent-earth one hand sustain, 

And stretch the other o’er the sacied mam 
Call the black Titans, that with Chronos dwell, 

To hear and witness from the depths of hell ; 

That she, my loved-one, shall be ever mine, 

The youngest Grace, Pasithae the divme ” 

The queen assents, and from the infernal bowers 
Invokes the sable subtartarcan poweis, 

And those who rule the inviolable floods, 

Whom mortals name the dread Titaman gods. 

Then swift as wind, o’er Lemnos’ smoky isle 
They wmg their wny, and Imbrus’ sea-beat soil. 



SLEEP ESCAPING FROM THE WRATH OF JUPITER 


Through air, unseen, involved m darkness glide, 
And light on Lectos, on the point of Ide 
(Mother of savages, whose echoing hills 
Aie heaid resounding with a hundred nils > ) 

Fair Ida trembles underneath the god , 
Hush’d_are her mountains, and her foiests nod. 
There on a fir, whose spiry branches nse 
To join its summit to the neighbouring skies ; - 
Dark m embowenng shade, conceal’d from sight, 
sleep, m likeness of the bird of night 
(Chalcis his name by those of heavenly birth, 

■but call’d Cymmdis by the race of earth ) 
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To Ida’s lop successful Juno flics ; 

Great Jove surveys her with desiring eyes • 

The god, whose lightning sets the heavens on fire, 
Tlnough all his bosom feels the fierce desire , 

Fieice as when first by stealth he seized her charms, 
Mix’d with liei soul, and melted in her arms 
Fix’d on her eyes he fed lus eagei look, 

Then press’d her hand, and thus with transport spoke { 
“ Why comes my goddess from the ethereal sky, 

And not her steeds and flaming chariot nigh ? ” 

Then she — “ I haste to those remote abodes 
Wheie the great patents of the deathless gods, 

The reverend Ocean and gray Tethys, reign, 

On the last limits of the land and mam 
I visit these, to whose indulgent cares 
I owe’ the nuismg of my tender years 
For strife, I hear, has made that union cease 
' Which held so long that ancient pair in peace. 

The steeds, piepared my chanot to convey 
O’er earth and seas, and through the aerial way, 

Wait under Ide of thy supenor power 
To ask consent, I leave the Olympian bower , 

Nor seek, unknown to thee, the sacred cells 
Deep undei seas, where hoary Ocean dwells." 

“ For that (said Jove) suffice another day ! 

But eager love denies the least delay 
Let softer cares the present hour employ, 

And be these moments sacred all to joy 
Ne’er did my soul so strong a passion piove. 

Or for an earthly, or a heavenly love 
Not when I press’d Ixion’s matchless dame, 

Whence lose Pmthous like the gods in fame . 

Not w'hen fair Danae felt the showier of gold 
Stream into life, whence Perseus brave and bold. 

Not thus I burn’d for either Theban dame 
(Bacchus from this, from that Alcides came ) 

Nor Phoenix’ daughtei, beautiful and young, 

Whence godlike Rhadamanth and Minos sprung. 6 
Not thus I burn’d for fair Latona’s face, 

Nor comeher Ceres’, more majestic grace 
Not thus even for thyself I felt desire, 

As now my veins receive the pleasing fire ” 

He spoke , the goddess with the charming eyes 


6 And Minos " By Homer, Minos is described as the son of Jupiter, and of the daughter 
cf Phoenix, whom all succeeding authors name Europe , and he is thus earned bach into the 
remotest period of Cretan antiquity known to the poet, apparently as a native licro, illustrious 
enough for a divine parentage, and too ancient to allow his descent to be traced to any other 
source But in a genealogy recorded by later waiters, he is likewise the adopted son ol 
■Astcmls, as descendant of Doras, the son of Helen, and is thus connected with a colony 
said to have been led into Creta by Tentamus, or Tectamus, son of Doras/ w ho is related 
either to have crossed over from Thessaly, or to have embarked at Malea after having lea Jus 
followers by land into Laconia Ihirlwall, p. 136, seq 
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Glows with celestial red, and thus replies * 

« Is this a scene for love ? On Ida's height, 

Exposed to mortal and immortal sight 1 
Our joys profaned by each familiar cj e ; 

The sport of heaven, and fable of the «hy : 

How shall I e’er review the blest abodes, 

Or mix among the senate of the gods? 

Shall I not think, that, with disoiderd charms, 

All heaven beholds me recent from thj arms ? 

With skill duine has Vulcan form'd thy bower, 

Sacred to lo\ c and to the genial houi ; 

If such thy will, to that recess retire, ^ 

In secret there indulge thy soft desire/' 

She ceased ; and, sm lhng with superior Jove, 

Thus answer’d mild the cloud-compelling Jove . 

“ Nor god nor mortal shall our jojs behold, 

Shaded with clouds, and circumfused m gold , 

Not even the sun, who darts through heaven his rajs, 
And whose broad eye the extended earth surveys." 

Gazing he spoke, and, kindling at the view', 

His eager arms around the goddess threw. 

Glad Earth perceives, and from her bosom pours 
Unbidden herbs and voluntary flowers - 
Thick new-born violets a soft carpet spread, 

And clustering lotos swell’d the rising bed, 

And sudden hyacinths the turf bestrovv, 7 
And flamy crocus made the mountain glow 
There golden clouds conceal the heavenly pair, 
Steep’d in soft jojs and circumfused with air , 
Celestial dews, descending o’er the ground, 

Perfume the mount, and breathe ambrosia round . 

At length, with love and sleep’s soft power oppress d, 
The panting thunderer nods, and sinks to rest 
Now to the navy borne on silent wings, 

To Neptune’s ear soft Sleep lus message brings ; 
Beside him sudden, unperceived, he stood, 

And thus with gentle w ords address'd the god 
“Now, Neptune 1 now T , the important hour emplov, 
To check a while the haughty hopes of Troj * 

While Jove jet rests, while jet mj vapours shed 
The golden vision lound his sacred head , • 

For Juno’s love, and Somnus’ pleasing ties, 

Have closed those awful and eternal eves ” 

Thus having said, "the power of slumber flew, 

On human lids to drop the balmy dew 
Neptune, with zeal increased, lenews his care, 

' Wilton has emulated this passage, in describing the couch of our first parents 
“ Underneath the violet 
Crocus, and hyacinth n ith rich tnlaj , 

'Broider’d the ground "• — “ Paradise Lost,” i\ 700. 
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And towering m the foremost ranks of war, 

Indignant thus “ Oh once of martial fame » 

O Greeks 1 if yet ye can deserve the name * 

This half-recover’d day shall Troy obtain? 

Shall Hector thunder at your ships again ? 

Lo 1 still he vaunts, and threats the fleet with fires. 
While stein Achilles in his wrath retires 
One hero’s loss too tamely you deplore. 

Be still yourselves, and ye shall need no more. 

Oh yet, if glory any bosom warms, 

Brace on your firmest helms, and stand to arms 
His strongest spear each valiant Grecian wield. 

Each valiant Grecian seize his broadest shield , 

Let to the weak the lighter arms belong, 

The ponderous targe be wielded by the strong 
Thus arm’d, not Hector shall our presence stay , 
Myself, ye Greeks 1 myself will lead the way ” 

The troops assent , their martial arms they change . 
The busy chiefs their banded legions range. 



GREEK SHIELD 

The kings, though wounded, and oppress’d with pain, 
With helpful hands themselves assist the tram 
The strong and cumbrous ai ms the valiant wield, 
The weaker warrior takes a lighter shield 
Thus sheath’d m shining brass, m bright array 
The legions march, and Neptune leads the way 
His brandish’d falchion flames before their eyes, 

Like lightning flashing through the frighted skies 
Clad in his might, the earth-shaking power appears , 
Pale moitals tremble, and confess their fears 
Troy’s gicat defender stands alone unawed. 

Arms his proud host, and dares oppose a god 
And lo » the god, and wondi ous man, appear 
The sea’s stern ruler there, and Hector here 
The roaring main, at her great master’s call, 

Rose in huge ranks, and form’d a watery \v all 
Around the ships seas hanging o’er the shores, 

Both armies join earth thunders, ocean roars 
Not half so loud the bellowing deeps resound. 

When stormy winds disclose the dark profound , 
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Less loud the winds that from the Aiolian hall 
Roat through the woods, and make whole forests fall ; 
Less loud the woods, when flames m torrents pour, 
Catch die dry mountain, and its shades devour . 

With such a rage the meeting hosts are driven, 

And such a clamour shakes the sounding heaven 
The first bold javfchn, uiged by Hector’s force, 

'Dnect at Ajax’ bosom winged its course'; 

But theie no pass the ciossing belts afford^ 

(One braced ms shield, and one sustain’d his swoid ) 
Then back the disappointed Trojan drew, 

And cuisedthe lance. that una\ ailing flew : 

But ’scaped not Ajax ; his tempestuous hand 
A pondeious'stone upheaving from.the sand, 

(Where heaps laid loose beneath the warrior’s feet, 

' Or served to ballast, or to prop the fleet,) 

Toss’d round and round, the missive marble flings ; 

On the lazed shield the fallen rum rings, 

Full on his breast and throat with force descends ; 

Nor deaden’d there its giddy fury spends. 

But whirling on, with many a fiery round, 

Smokes m the dust, and ploughs into the ground. 

As when the bolt, red-hissing from above, 

Darts on the consecrated plant of Jove, 

The mountain-oak m flaming rum lies, 

Black from the blow, and smokes of sulphur rise , 

Stiff with amaze the pale beholders stand, 

And own the tenors of the almighty hand ! 

So lies great Hector prostrate on the shoie ; 

His slacken’d hand deserts the lance it bore ; 

His following shield the fallen chief o’erspread , - 
Beneath his helmet dropp’d his fainting head , 

His load of armour, sinking to the ground, 

Clanks on the field, a dead and hollow sound. 

Loud shouts of triumph fill the ciowded plain ; 

Greece sees, m hope, Troy’s great defender slam 
All spnng to seize him , storms of arrows fly, 

And thicker javelins intercept the sky 
In vam an iron tempest hisses round ; 

He lies protected, and without a wound 8 
Polydamas, Agfinor the divine, „ 

The pious warrior of Anchises’ line, 

And each bold leader of the Lycian band, 

With covering shields (a friendly circle) stand. 

s He lies frotfetrd 

" Forthwith on all sides to hts aid was run 
Ky angels many md strong, who interpos’d 
Defence, -while others bore him on th<nr shields 
Knelt to his chariot, where it stood retir’d 
From off the files of war , there they him laid, 

Gnashing for anguish, and despite, and shame ” 

. “Paradise Lost," vi 33s, seq 
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His mournful followers, with assistant care, 

The groaning hero to his chariot bear ; 

His foaming coursers, suiftci than the wind, 

■Speed, to the town, and leave the war behind 
When now they touch’d the mead s cn.imdl'd sub, 
Where gentle Xanlhus rolls his eas) tide, * 

With watery drops the chief the) sprinkle round. 
Placed on the margin of the flower) ground 
Raised on Ins knees, he now ejects the gore ; 

Now famts anew’, low -sinking on the shore , 

By fits he breathes, half news the fleeting sk ic r , 

And seals again, by fits, his swimming c>cs 
Soon as the Greeks the chief’s retreat beheld, 

With double fury each 1 m adcs the field 
Oilean Ajax first lus jav elm sped, 

, Pierced by whose point the son of Fnops bled ; 
(Satmus the brave, whom beauteous Nci9 bore 
Amidst her flocks on Salmo's sih er shore ,'j 
Struck through the bell) ’s run, the warrior hes 
Supine, and shades eternal \ eil lus e> cs 
An arduous battle rose around the dead , 

By turns the Greeks, by turns the Trojans bled 
Fired with revenge, Pol) damns drew near. 

And at Piothoenor shook the trembling speir , 

The driving javelin through bis shoulder tbni<t, 

He sinks to earth, and grasps the bloodv dust 
“Lo thus (the victor cries) wc rule the fkVl. 

And thus their arms the race of Panthtts v ic'd 
From this unerring hand there flies no dirt 
But bathes its point within a Grecian bent 
Propp’d on that spear to which thou owc~t l.t 
Go, guide thy darksome steps to Pluto** d w 
He said, and sorrow touch'd each Atpi.e hi 
The soul of Aia\ burn’d above the rest. 
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Mark well 1ns port ' his figure and Ins face 
Nor speak him vulgar, nor of vulgar race j 
Some lines, methinks, may make his lineage known, 
Antenor’s brother, or perhaps his son ” 

He spake, and smiled severe, for well he knew 
The bleeding youth Ti oy sadden’d at the view 
But fuiious Acamas avenged his cause , 

•As Promachus his slaughter’d bi other draws, 

He pierced lus heart “ Such fate attends you all, 

Proud Argives * destined by our arms to fall 
Noff Troy alone, but haughty Greece, shall share 
The toils, the sorrows, and the wounds of war. 

Behold your Piomaclius deprived of breath, 

A victim owed to my brave brother’s death. 

Not unappeased he enters Pluto’s gate, 

Who leaves a brother to revenge his fate ” 

Heart-piercmg anguish struck the Grecian host, 
But touch’d the breast of bold Peneleus most , 

At the proud boaster he directs his course ; 

The boaster flies, and shuns superior force. 

But young Ilioneus received the spear , 

Ilioneus, his father’s only care 
(Phorbas the rich, of all the Trojan tram 
Whom Heimes loved, and taught the arts of gam :) 
Full m his eye the weapon chanced to fall, 

And from the fibres scoop’d the rooted ball, 

Drove through the neck, and hurl’d him to the plain j 
He lifts his miserable aims m vain ! 

Swift his bioad falchion fierce Peneleus spread, 

And from the spouting shoulders stiuck his head ; 

To earth at once the head and helmet fly ; 

The lance, yet sticking through the bleeding eye, 

The victor seized , and, as aloft he shook 
The gory visage, thus insulting spoke 
u Trojans ' your great Ilioneus behold 1 
Haste, to his father let the tale be told . 

Let his high roofs resound with fi antic woe, 

Such as the house of Promachus must know , - 

Let doleful tidings greet his mother’s ear, , 

Such as to Promachus’ sad spouse we beai, 

When we victorious shall to Gieece return, 

And the pale matron m our triumphs mourn.” 

Dreadful he spoke, then toss’d the head on high j 
The Tiojans hear, they tremble, and they fly 
Aghast they gaze around the fleet and wall, 

And dread the rum that impends on all 
Daughters of Jove 1 that on Olympus shine, 

\ e all-beholding, all-recording nine 1 
O say, when Neptune made proud Ikon yield, 

What chief, what hero first embmed the field ? 
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Of all the Grecians what immortal name, 

And whose bless’d trophies, will ye raise to fame ? 

Thou first, great Ajax ' on the unsangiuncd plain 
Laid Hyrtius, leader of the Mysian tiam. 

Phalces and Mermcr, Nestor’s son o’ertlucw, 

Bold Merion, Morys and Hippotion slew 
Strong Pcriphcetes and Prothoon bled 
By Teucer’s arrows mingled with the dead, 

Pieiced in the flank by Menclaus’ steel, 

His people’s pastor, Hypercnor fell , 

Eternal darkness wrapp’d the warnoi round, 

And the fierce soul came rushing through the wound 
Blit stretch’d m heaps before Oilcus’ son, 

Fall mighty numbers, mighty numbers run ; 

Ajax the less, of all the Grecian race 
Skill’d in pursuit, and sw iftcst m the chase. 


« 7 
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ARGUMENT 

THE FIFTH BAt'tLE AT THE SKIPS , A1.D THE ACTS Or ajaa 

l 

Jupiter, awaking, sees tlie Trojans repulsed from the trenches. Hector m o' swoon, and 
Neptune at the head of the Greeks he is highly incensed at the artifice of Juno, who ap- 
peases him by her submissions , she is then sent to Ins and Apollo Juno, repainng to the 
assembly of the gods, attempts, with extraordinary address, to incense them against Jupiter, 
in particular she touches Mars with a violent resentment , he Is ready to take arms, but is 
pre\ ented by Minerva. Ins and Apollo obey the orders of Jupiter , Ins commands Neptune 
to leave the battle, to wrhich, after much reluctance and passion, he consents Apollo re- 
inspires Hector with vigour, bnngs him back to the battle, marches before him with his 
aegis, and turns the fortune of the fight He breaks down great part of the Grecian wall 
the Trojans rush in, and attempt to fire die first line of the fleet, but are, as yet, repelled by 
the greater Ajax with a prodigious slaughter 


Now m swift flight they pass the trench profound. 
And many a chief lay gasping on the ground * 
Then stopp’d and panted, where the chariots he -• „ 
Fear on their cheek, and horror in their eye 
Meanwhile, awaken’d from his dream of love, 

On Ida’s summit sat imperial Jove < - 
Round the wide fields he cast a caieful view, 

There saw the Tiojans fly, the Greeks pursue ; 
These proud m arms, those scatter’d o’er the plain 
And, ’midst the war, the monarch of the mam. 

Not far, great Hectoi on the dust he spies, 

(His sad associates round with weeping eyes,) 
Ejecting blood, and panting yet for breath, 

His senses wandering to the verge of death. 

The god beheld him with a pitying look, 

And thus, incensed, to fraudful Juno spoke * 

“ O thou, still adverse to the eternal will, 

For ever studious in promoting ill ' 

Thy arts have made the godlike Hector yield, 

And driven his conquering squadrons from the field, 
Canst thou, unhappy* m thy wiles, withstand 
Our powei immense, and brave the almighty hand ? 
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Hast thou foigot, when, bound and fi\’d on high, 
From the vast concave of the spangled sk}, 

I hung thee trembling in a golden chain, 

And all the raging gods opposed in vain ? 

Headlong I hurl’d them from the Olympian- hall, 
Stunn’d in the whirl, and breathless with the fall. 

For godlike Hercules these deeds were done. 

Nor seem’d the vengeance woitky such a son 
When, by thy wiles induced, fierce Boreas toss’d 
The shipwreck'd hero on the Coan coast. 

Him through a thousand forms of death I bore, 

And sent to Argos, and his nati\e shore 
Hear this, remember, and oui fury dread, 

Nor pull the unwilling vengeance on thy head ; 

Lest arts and blandishments successless prove, 

Thy soft deceits, and well-dissembled love ” 

The Thunderer spoke imperial Juno mourn’d, 
And, trembling, these submissive w ords return’d . 

“ By every oath that powcis immortal tics. 

The foodful earth and all-mfoldmg skies , 

By thy black waves, tremendous Stj \ ! that flow 
Through the drear realms of gliding ghosts below , 

By the dread honours of th> sacred head, 

And that unbroken vow, oui \ irgm bed 1 
Not by my arts the ruler of the mam 
Steeps Troy m blood, and langcs round the plain 
By his own ardour, Ins own pil> sway’d, 

To help his Greeks, he fought and disobey’d • 

Else had thy Juno better, counsels given, 

And taught submission to the sire of heaven ” 

“ Think’st thou with me ? fair empress of the skies ! 
(The immortal fatlici w ith a smile replies ,) 

Then soon the haughty sea-god shall obej, 

Nor dare to act but when we point the way 
If truth inspires thy tongue, proclaim our will 
To yon bright synod on the 01} mpinn lull , 

Our high decree let vnuous Iris know, 

And call the god that bears the silver bow. 

Let her descend, and from the embattled plain 
Command the sea-god to his water} reign . 

While Phoebus hastcs'great Hector to prepare 
To rise afresh, and once more wake the war . 

His labouring bosom rc-inspircs with breath, 

And calls lus senses from the verge of deatl^ 

Greece chased bv lro\, even to Achilles’ iLei, 

Shall fall b} thousands at the hero’s ftet. 

He, not untouch’d with pitv, to the phn ^ 

Shall send Patroclus, but shall «cmi in \ air 
What }ouths he slaughters unde* Ihon’s v ’ 

Even my loved s>n, divine Sanction, His 
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Vanquish'd at last by Hector’s lance he hes. 

Then, nor till then, shall great Achilles rise * 

And lo ’ that instant, godlike Hector dies 
Fiona that great hour the tsar’s whole fortune turns, 
Pallas assists, and lofty Ilion burns 
Not till that day shall Jos e relax his rage, 

Nor one of all the heavenly host engage 
In aid of Greece. The promise of a god 
I gas e, and seal'd it svitli the almightj nod, 

Ach. lies’ glors to the stars to raise , 

Such was our word, and fate the word obess ” 

The trembling queen (the almighty older given) 
Ssvift from the Idaian sumrint shot to heaven. 

As some v. as faring man, who wanders o'er 
In thought a length of lands he trod before, 

Sends forth his actis e mind from place to place, 
Joins hill lo dale and measures space with space . 

So s>sift flew Juno to the bless d abodes, 

If thought of man can match the speed of gods 
There sat the powers in ass ful ssnod placed ; 

They bow’d, and made obeisance as she pass’d 
Through all the brazen dome 1 with goblets crossm’d 
The) hail her queen , the nectar streams around 
Fair Themis first presents the golden bowl, 

And anxious asks what cares disturb her soul ? 

To whom the white-arm d goddess thus replies : 

“ Enough thou knoss *st the t> rant of the skies, 
Severely bent his purpose to fulfil, 

L nmoved lus mind, and unrestram’d his will 
Go thou, the feasts of hea\ cn attend th> call , 

Hid the crown’d nectar circle round the hall * 

But Jo\e shall thunder through the ethereal dome 
S»ch stem decrees, such thioaten’d woes to come, 

As soon shall freeze mankind with dire surprise, 

\nd dtmp the eternal banquets of the skies.” 

* I it A l*rf\ MVI/1 Pllll/- «t I kn H k 
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Behold Ascalaplius I behold hun die, 

But daie not murmui, dare not vent a sigh ; 

Thv own lo\ed boasted offspung lies o’erthrown, 

If that loved boasted offspring be thy own ” 

Stem Mars, with anguish foi his slaughter’d son, 
Smote his lcbelhng breast, and fierce begun 
Thus then, immortals 1 thus shall Mars obey ; 

F orgive me, gods, and yield my vengeance way 
Descending first to yon forbidden plain, 

The god of battles dares avenge the slam , 

Dares, though the thundei bursting o’er my head 
Should hurl me blazing on those heaps of dead " 
With that he gives command to Fear and Flight 
To join his rapid courseis foi the fight 
Then grim m amis, with hasty vengeance flies j 
Arms that reflect a radiance through the skies 
And now had Jove, by bold rebellion driven, 
Discharged lus wrath on half the host of heaven ; 
But Pallas, springing through the bright abode, 
Starts fiom her azuie throne to calm the god 
Struck for the immortal race with timely fear, 

From frantic Mars she snatch’d the shield and spear 
Then the huge helmet lifting from his head, 

Thus to the impetuous homicide she said 
“ By what wild passion, furious ' art thou toss’d ? 
Slriv’sl thou with Jove ? tliou ait already lost 
Shall not the Thunderer’s dread command rcstiam, 
And was imperial Juno heard in vain ? 

Back to the skies wouldst thou with shame be driven, 
And m thy guilt involve the host of heaven? 

Ilion and Greece no more should Jove engage, 

The skies would yield an ampler scene of rage 
Guilty and guiltless find an equal fate 
And one vast min whelm the Olympian state 
Cease then thy offspring’s death unjust to call , 
Heroes as great have died, and yet shall fall 
Why should heaven’s law with foolish man comply 
Exempted fiom the race qi darn’d to die ? " 

This menace fix'd the warnor to Ins throne , 

Sullen he sat, and curb’d the rising groan 
Then Juno call’d (Jove's orders to obey) 

The winged Ins, and the god of day 
4 Go w’ait the Thundei er’s will (Saturma cried) 

On >on tall summit of the fountful Ide 
There in the father’s awful presence stand, 

Receive, and execute his dread command ” 

She said, and sat , the god that gilds the day, 

And vanous Iris, wing their airy way 
Swift as the wmd, to Ida’s lulls they came, 

(Fair nurse of fountains, and of savage game) 
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There sat the eternal f he whose nod controls 
The trembling world, and shakes the steady poles. 

Veil’d in a mist of fragrance him they found, 

With clouds of gold and pm pie ended round. 

, Well-pleased the Thunderer saw their earnest caic, , 

And piompt obedience to the queen of air , 

Then (while a smile serenes lus awful brow) 

Commands the goddess of the showery bow 
“ Ins * descend, and what we licic ordain, 

Report to yon mad tyrant of the mam. 

Bid him from fight to his own deeps repair, 

Or breathe fiom slaughter m the fields of air. 

If he refuse, then let him timely weigh 
Our elder birthright, and superior sway. 

How shall his rashness stand the dire alaims, 

If heaven’s omnipotence descend m arms ? 

Strives he with me, by whom hts power was given. 

And is there equal to the loid of heaven 
The all-mighty spoke , the goddess wing’d her flight 
To sacred Ilion from the Idacan height. 

Sw'ift as the rattling hail, or fleecy snows, 

Drive through the skies, when Boreas fiercely blows j 
So from the clouds descending Iris falls. 

And to blue Neptune thus the goddess calls 
“Attend the mandate of the sire above 1 
In me behold the mosscngei of Jove 
He bids thee from forbidden w’ais repair 
To thine own deeps, or to the fields of air 
This if refused, he bids thee timely weigh 
His elder birthright, and superior sway 
How shall thy rashness stand the dire alarms 
If heaven’s omnipotence descend m arms ? 

Stnv’st thou with lum by whom all powei is given ? 

And art thou equal to the lord of heai en ?’’ 

“ What means the haughty sovereign of the skies? 

(The king Of ocean thus, incensed, replies ,) 

Rule as he will his portion’d realms on iugli • 

No vassal god, nor of his tram, am I 
Three bi other deities from Saturn came, 

And ancient Rhea, eai til’s immortal dame . 

Assign’d by lot, oui triple rule we know , 

Infernal Pluto sways the shades below j 
O’er the wide clouds, and o’er the starry plain, 

Ethereal Jove extends his high domain ; 

My court beneath the hoary waves I keep, 

And hush the roarings of the sacred deep , 

Olympus, and this earth, in common lie 
What claim has heie the tyrant of the sky ? 

Far in the distant clouds let him control, 

And awe the younger brothers of the pole ,* 
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Tiieie to Ins children his commands be given, 

The trembling, servile, second race of heaven ” 

And must I then (said she), O sire of floods ' 

Bear tins fierce answer to the king of gods ? 

Correct it yet, and change thy lash intent , 

A noble mind disdains not to repent 
To elder biotheis guardian fiends are given, 

To scouige the wretch insulting them and heaven/’ 
ic Great is ithe profit (thus the god rejoin’d) 

When ministers aie blest with piudent mind 
AVain’d by thy words, to poweiful Jove I yield, 

And quit, though angiy, the contended field 
Not but his threats with justice I disclaim, 

The same our honours, and our bnth the same 
If yet, forgetful of his pionnse given 
To Hermes, Pallas, and the queen of heaven, 

To favom Ilion, that peifidious place, 

He breaks lus faith with half the ethereal race ; 

Give him to kn'ow, unless the Grecian tiam 
Lay yon proud structures level with the plain, 

Howe’ei the offence by othci gods be pass’d, 

The wiath of Neptune shall foi ever last ” 

Thus speaking, fiuious from the field he strode, 

And plunged into the bosom of the flood 
The loid of thunders, from his lofty height 
Beheld, and thus bespoke the souicc of light 
“ Behold 1 the god whose liquid arms arc hurl’d 
Around the globe, whose earthquakes rock the world. 
Desists at length his lcbel-war to wage, 

Seeks his own seas, and trembles at om rage , 

Else had my wiath, heaven’s thrones all shaking round, 
Burn’d to the bottom of his seas piofound ; 

And all the gods that lound old Saturn dwell 
Had heard the thunders to the deeps of hell. 

Well was the crime, and well the vengeance spared , 

Even power immense had found such battle hard 
Go thou, my son « the trembling Greeks alarm, 

Shake my broad regis on thy active arm. 

Be godlike Hector thv peculiar care, 

Swell his bold heart, and urge his strength to war 

Let Ilion conquer, till the Achaian tram 

Fly to their ships and Hellespont again 

Then Greece shall breathe from toils ” The godhead said ; 

His will divine the son of Jove obej’d 

Not half so swift the sailing falcon flies, 

That dnves a turtle through the liquid skies, 

As Phoebus,- shooting from the Idaian brow, 

Glides down the mountain to the plain below 
Theie Hector seated b> the stream lie sees, 

His sense letummg with the coming breeze , 
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Again his pulses beat, Ins spnits use 
Again his loved companions meet his eyes ; 

Jove thinking of his pains, they pass’d away, 

To whom the god who gives the golden day • 

“ Why sits great Iiectoi fiom the field so far ? 

What grief, what wound, withholds thee fiom the war?” 

The fainting hero, as the vision blight 
Stood shining o’ei him, half unseal’d his sight 
“What blest immortal, with commanding bi’eath, 
Thus wakens Hcctoi fiom the sleep of death ? 

Has fame not told, how, while my trusty sword 
Bathed Greece in slaughtei, and liei battle goied, 

The mighty Aja\ with a deadly blow 
Had almost sunk me to the shades below ? 

Even yet, methmks, the gliding ghosts I spy, 

And hell’s black honors swim befoie my eye.” * 

To him Apollo “ Be no more dismay’d , 

See, and be strong 1 the Thundeiei sends thee aid. 
Behold 1 thy Phoebus shall his aims employ, 

Phoebus, propitious still to thee and Troy 
Inspire thy warriors then with manly 'force. 

And to the ships impel thy lapid hoise 
Even I will make thy fiery couisers way, 

And dnve the Grecians headlong to the sea.” 

Thus to bold Hector spoke the son of Jove, 

And breathed immortal ardorn from above 
As when the pamper’d steed, with reins unbound, 
Breaks from his stall, and pouis along the ground j 
With ample stiokes he rushes to the flood, 

To bathe his sides, and cool his fiery blood ; 

His head, now freed he tosses to the skies , 

His mane dishevell’d o’er Ins shoulders flies * 

He snuffs the females m the well-known plain, 

And spnngs, exulting, to his fields again 
Urged by the voice divine, thus Hector flew, 

Full of the god ; and all Ins hosts pm sue 
As when the force of men and dogs combined 
Invade the mountain goat, oi branching hmd , 

Far from the hunter’s rage secure they lie 
Close in the lock, (not fated yet to die) 

When lo 1 a lion shoots across the way > 

They fly at once the chasers and the piey 
So Greece, that late in conquenng troops pursued,’ 

_ And mark’d their progress through the lanks m blood, 
Soon as they see the furious chief appeal. 

Forget to vanquish, and consent to feai 

Thoas with grief observed his dreadful couise, ~ 
Thoas, the bravest of the ALtohan foice , 

Skill’d to direct the javelin’s distant flight, 

And bold to combat m the standing fight, 
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Not more in councils famed foi solid sense 
Than winning words and heavenly eloquence 
* Gods i what portent (he cried) these eyes invades? 
Lo 1 Hector rises from the Stygian shades 1 
We saw him, late, by thundenng Ajax kill’d 
What god restoies him to the flighted field , 

And not content that half of Greece he slam 
Pouis new destruction on hei sons again ? ’ 

He comes not, Jove 1 without thy powerful will , 

Lo 1 still he lives, pursues, and conquers still 1 
Yet hear my counsel, and his worst withstand 
The Greeks’ main body to the fleet command , 

But let the few whom brisker spirits warm, 

Stand the first onset, and provoke the storm 
Thus point your arms , and when such foes appear, 
Fierce as he is, let Hector learn to fear” 

The warrior spoke , the listening Greeks obey, 
Thickening their ranks, and form a deep array 
Each Ajax, Teucer, Menon gave command, 

The valiant leader of the Cretan band , 

And Mars-like Meges these the chiefs excite, 
Appioach the foe, and meet the coming fight. 

Behind, unnumber’d multitudes attend, 

To flank the navy, and the shores defend 
Full on the fiont the pressing Trojans bear, 

And Hector first came towering to the war. 

Phoebus himself the rushing battle led , 

A veil of clouds involved his radiant head • 

High held before him, Jove’s enormous shield 
Poitentous shone, and shaded all the field , 

Vulcan to Jove the immortal gift consign’d, 

To scatter hosts and terrify mankind, 

The Greeks expect the shock, the clamours rise 
From diffeient parts, and mingle in the skies. 

■ Dire was the hiss of darts, by heroes flung, 

And ariows leaping from the bow-string sung; 

These drink the life of generous wamors slam 
Those guiltless fall, and thirst for blood m vam. 

As long as Phoebus bore unmoved the shield, 

Sat doubtful conquest hovering o’er the field , 

But when aloft he shakes it in the skies, 

Shouts m then ears, and lightens m llieir ejcs, 

Deep horror seizes every Giccian breast, 

Their force is humbled, and their fear confess d 
So flies a herd of oxen, scatter’d wide, 

No swam to guard them, and no da} to guide, 

When two fell lions from the mountain come, 

And spread the carnage through the shadi gloom. 
Impending Phoebus pours around them fear, 

And Troy and Hector thunder in the rear. 


T2 



276 THE ILIAD. . IBook XV. 

Heaps fall on heaps the slaughtei Hectoi leads, 

Fust great Arcesilas, then Sticlnus bleeds ; 

One to the bold Boeotians ever dear, 

And one Menestheus’ friend and famed compeer. 

Medon and Iasus, ./Eneas sped , 

This sprang from Phelus, and the Athenians led ; 

But hapless Medon from 0 ileus came ; 

Him Ajax honour’d with a brother’s name, - 
Though bom of lawless love fiom home expell’d, 

A banish’d man, in Phylacfc he dwell’d, 

Press’d by the vengeance of an angry wife , 

Troy ends at last his labours and his life 
Mecystes next Polydamas o’ei threw 5 
And thee r brave Clomus, gieat Agenoi slew. 

By Paris, Deiochus inglorious dies, 

Pierced through the shoulder as he basely flies. 

Polites’ arm laid Echius on the plain ; 

Stretch’d on one heap, the victors spoil the slam. 

The Greeks dismay’d, confused, dispei se or fall. 

Some seek the trench, some skulk behind the wall 
While these fly ti enabling, others pant foi bieath, 

And o’er the slaughter stalks gigantic death 
On rush’d bold Hector, gloomy as the night ; 

Forbids to plunder, animates the fight, 

Points to the fleet - " For, by the gods ' who flies, 9 
Who daies but lingei, by this hand he dies , 

No weeping sistei his cold eye shall close, 

No friendly hand his funeral pyie compose - 
Who stops to plunder at this signal hour, 

The birds shall tear lnm, and the dogs devour” 

Fiuious he said , the sinai ling scouige resounds , 

The couisers fly , the smoking chariot bounds , 1 

The hosts rush on , loud clamouis shake the slioie ; 

The hoises thunder, earth and ocean roar 1 
Apollo, planted at the trench’s bound, 

Push’d at the bank down sank the enormous mound : 

Roll’d m the ditch the heapy ruin lay , 

A sudden road 1 a. long and ample way. 

O’er the dread fosse (a late impervious space) 

Now steeds, and men, and cars tumultuous pass. _ 

The wondering crowds the downwaid level trod ; 

Before them flamed the .shield, and march’d the god. 

Then with his hand he shook the mighty wall ; - 

8 For, by iht gods I who flies Observe the hold ellipsis of “he cries,” and the transition 
f’om the direct to the oblique construction So in Milton — 

“Thus it their shady lodge arriv’d} both stood. 

Both turn’d, and under open shy ador'd 

The God that made both sky, air, earth, and heaven, " 

Which they beheld, the moon's resplendent globe, 

And starry pole rhou also mad’st the night, 

Maker omnipotent, and thou the day ” 

Milton, “ Paradise Lost," Booh iv 
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And lo 1 the turrets nod, the bulwarks fall • 

Easy as when ashore an infant stands, 

And draws imagined houses m the sands ; 

The sportive wanton, pleased with some new play, 
Sweeps the slight works and fashion’d domes away : 
Thus vanish’d at thy touch, the towers and walls , 
The toil of thousands m a moment falls 
The Grecians gaze around with wild despair, 
Confused, and weary all the powers with prayer 
Exhort their men, with praises, threats, commands ; 
And urge the gods, with voices, eyes, and hands. 
Experienced Nestor chief obtests the skies, 

And weeps his country with a father’s eyes 
“ O Jove 1 if evci, on lus native shore, 

One Greek enrich’d thy shrine with offer’d gore ; 

If e’er, in hope our country to behold, 

We paid the fattest firstlings of the fold , 

If e’er thou sign’st our washes with thy nod , 
Perform the promise of a gracious god 1 
This day presen e our navies from the flame, 

And save the relics of the Grecian name ” 

Thus prayed the sage the eternal gave consent, 
And peals of thunder shook the firmament 
Presumptuous Troy mistook the accepting sign. 

And catch’d new fury at the voice di\ me 

As, when black tempests mix the seas and skies, 

The roaring deeps m watery' mountains rise. 

Above the sides of some tall ship ascend, 

Its womb they deluge, and its ribs they rend 
Thus loudly roaring, and o’erpowenng all, 

Mount the thick Trojans up the Grecian wall ,* 
Legions on legions from each side arise 
Thick sound the keels , the storm of airows flies 
Fierce on the ships above, the cars below, 

These wueld the mace, and those the javelin throw. 

" While thus the thundei of the battle raged, 

And labouring armies round the w orks engaged, 
Still m the tent Patroclus sat to tend 
The good Eurypylus, his w ounded friend 
He sprinkles healing balms, to anguish kind, 

And adds discourse, the medicine of the mind. 

But when he saw, ascending up the fleet, 

Victonous Troy ; then, starting from his seat, 

With bitter groans his sorrows he expiess’d. 

He wrings hs hands, he beats his manly breast 
-“Though yet thy r state require redress (he cries) 
Depart I must what horrors strike my eyes 1 
Charged with Achilles’ high command I go, 

A mournful witness of this scene of woe , 

I haste to urge him by his country’s care 
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To use in arms, and slime again in war. 

Perhaps some favouung god his soul may bend , 

The voice is powerful of a faithful,fnend.” 

He spoke , and, speaking, swifter than the wind 
Sprung from the tent, and left the war behind. 

The embodied Gieeks the fierce attack sustain, 

But strive, though numerous, to lepulse in vain . 

Nor could the Trojans, thipugh that firm array, 

Force to the fleet and tents the impervious way 
As when a shipwright,' with Palladian art, 

Smooths the rough wood, and levels every part j 
With equal hand he guides his whole design, 

By the just rule, and the dn cctmg line 
The martial leaders, with like skill and care, 
Preserved their line, and equal kept the wai. 

Brave deeds of arms through all the ranks were tried. 
And every ship sustained an equal tide. * 

At one proud bark, high-lowering o’er the fleet, 

Ajax the great, and godlike Hector meet , 

For one bright prize the matchless chiefs contend 
Nor this the ships can fue,,nor that defend 
One kept the shoie, and one the vessel trod , 

That fix’d as fate, this acted by a god 
The son of Clylius m his daring hand, 

The deck appioaching, shakes a flaming brand ; 

But, pierced by Telamon’s huge lance, expires 
Thundering' he falls, and drops the cxtmguish’d'fircs. 
Great Hector view’d him with a sad survey, 

As stretch’d m dust before the stein he lay 
“ Oh 1 all of Trojan, all of, Lycian lace 1 
Stand to your arms, maintain this aiduous space . 

Lo 1 where the son of royal Clytius lies , 

Ah, save Ins arms, secuie lus obsequies 1 ” 

This said, his eager javelin sought the foe : 

But Ajax shunn’d the meditated blow 
Not vainly yet the forceful lance was thrown , 

It stretch’d in dust unhappy Lycophion'. 

An exile long, sustain’d at Ajax’ boaid, 

A faithful seivant to a foieign loid , 

In peace, and war, for ever at his side," 

Near his loved master, as he lived, he died. 

From the high -poop he tumbles on the sand, 

And lies a lifeless load along the land 
With anguish Ajax views the piercing sight. 

And thus inflames his brothei to the fight 
“ Teucer, behold 1 extended on the shore 
Oui friend, our loved companion * now no more 1 
Dear as a parent, with' a patent’s care 
To fight our wars he left his native air 
This death deploied, to Hector’s lage we owe j 
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Revenge, revenge it'on the ciuel foe. 

Where are those darts on which the fates attend ? 
And where the bow which Phoebus taught to bend 

Impatient Teucer, hastening to his aid, 

Before the chief his ample bon display’d , 

The well-stoi ed'qmver on his shoulders hung 
Then hiss’d'his arrow, and the bowstring sung 
Clytus, Pisenor’s son, renown’d in fame, 

(To thee, Polydamas an honour’d name) 

Drove through the thickest of the embattled plains 
The startling steeds, and shook lus eager lems 
As all on glory lan his aident mind, 

The pointed death arrests him from behind . 
Through his fair neck the thrilling arrow flies ; 

In youth’s first bloom reluctantly he dies 
. Hurl’d from the lofty seat, at distance far, 

The headlong coursers spurn his empty car , 

Till sad Polydamas the steeds restrain’d, 

And gave, Astynous, to thy careful hand , 

Then, fired to vengeance, rush’d amidst the foe ' 
'Rage edged lus sword, and strengthen’d eveiy blow. 

Once more bold Teucer, in his country’s cause, 

At Hector’s breast a chosen arrow draws 
And had the weapon found the destined way, 

Thy fall, great Trojan * had renown’d that day 
But Hector was not doom’d to perish then 
The all-wase disposer of the fates of men 
(Imperial Jove) lus present death withstands ; 

Nor was such glory due to TeucePs hands 
At its full stretch as the tough string he drew, 

^Struck by an arm unseen, it burst in two , 

Down dropp’d the bow the shaft with brazen head 
Fell innocent, and on the dust lay dead 
The astonish’d archer to great Ajax cries ; 

“ Some god prevents our destined enterprise 
Some god, propitious to the Trbjan foe, 

Has, from my arm' unfailing, struck the bow T , 

And broke the none my hands had twined with art, 
Strong to impel the flight of many a dart ” 

“ Since heaven commands it (Ajax made reply ) 
Dismiss the bow, and lay thy arrows by 
Thy arms no less suffice the lance to wield, 

And quit the qun er for the ponderous shield. 

In the first ranks indulge thy thirst of fame, 

Thy brai e example shall the rest inflame 
Fierce as they are, by long successes vam ; 

To force our fleet, oi eien a ship to gain, 

Asks toil, and sweat, and blood their utmost might 
' Shall find its match — No more 'tis ours to fight ” 

Then Teucer laid his faithless bow aside : 
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The fourfold buckler o’er his shoulder tied ; 

On his brave head a crested helm he placed. 

With nodding horse-hair formidably giaced ; 

A dart, whose point with brass refulgent shines, 

The warrior wields , and his great brother joins. 

This Hector saw, and thus express’d his joy . 

“Ye troops of Lycia, Dardanus, and Tioy 1 
Be mindful of youi selves, your ancient fame, 

And spread your glory with the navy’s flame 
Jove is with us , 1 saw Ins hand, but now, 

From the pioud archei strike his vaunted bow : 
Indulgent Jove 1 how plain thy favours shine, 

When happy nations beat the marks divine 1 
How easy then, to see the sinking state 
Of realms accursed, deserted, leprobate ’ 

Such is the fate of Greece, and such is ours 
Behold, ye warriors, and exert your powers 
Death is the woist , a fate which all must try ; 

' And for our country, ’tis a bliss to die 
The gallant man, though slam in fight he be, 

Yet leaves his nation safe, his children free j - 
Entails a debt on all the grateful state , 

His own brave friends shall glory m Ins fate , 

His -wife live honour’d, all Ins race succeed, 

And late posterity enjoy the deed ' ” 

This roused the soul in every Trojan breast . 

The godlike Ajax next Ins Greeks address'd 
“ How long, ye warriors of the Argivc race, 

(To generous Algos what a dire disgrace ') 

How long on these cursed confines will ye lie, 

Yet undetermined, or to live or die ? 

What hopes remain, what methods to letne, 

If once your vessels catch the Trojan file ? 

Make how the flames approach, how near they fall. 
How Hector calls, and lioy obeys his call 1 
.Not to the dance that dreadful voice invites, 

It calls to death, and all the lage of fights. 

’Tis now no time for wisdom oi debates ; 

To your own hands are trusted all your fates ; 

And better far in one decisive strife, 

One day should end our labour or our life. 

Than keep this hard-got inch of barren sands, 

Still press’d, and piess’d by such inglorious hands.” 

The listening Grecians feel their leader’s flame. 
And every kindling bosom pants for fame 
Then mutual slaughteis spread on either side , 

By Hector here the Phocian Schcdius died , 

There, pierced by Ajax, sunk Laodamas, 

Chief of the foot, of old Antenor’s race 
Poly damns laid Otus on the sand, 
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The fierce commander of the Epeian band. 

Ills lance bold Mcgcs at the victor threw , 

The victor, stooping, from the death w ithdrew ; 

(That valued life, O Phoebus ! was thy care) 

But Crocsmus* bosom took the fl> mg spear • 

His corpse fell bleeding on the slippery shore ; 

His radiant arms triumphant Mcgcs bore 
Do! ops, the son of Lnmpus, rushes on, 

Sprung from the race of old Lnomedon, 

And famed for prowess in a well-fought field, 
lie pierced the centre Df his sounding shield - 
But Mcgcs, Phvlcus’ ample breastplate wore, 

(Well-known m fight on Sclll's winding shore , 

For king Euphetes gave the golden mail, 

Compact, and firm with main a jointed scale) 

Which oft. in cities storm'd, and battles won, 

Had sated the father, and now saves the son 
Full at the Trojan’s head he urged lus lance, 

Where the high plumes abo\c the helmet dance, 

Kcw t ting’d with Tjnan dje in dust below, 

Shorn fiom the crest, the purple honouis glow. 

Meantime their fight the Spartan king sunej’d, 

And stood bj Mcgcs’ side a sudden aid. 

Through Dolops’ shoulder urged Ins forceful dart, 

Which held us passage through the panting heart, 

And issued at lus bre isL With thundering sound 
T he warrior falls, extended on the ground. 

In rush the conquering Greeks to spoil the slam . 

But Hector's xoice excites his kindred train , 

The hero most, from liict'aon spuing. 

Fierce Mchmppus, gallant, bra\e, and joung 
lie (ere to Troy the Grecians cross’ll the mam) 

Fed Ins large oxen on Percoti’ s pi un . 

But when oppress’d, hit countrv claim’d lus care, 
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With equal ardorn Melamppus glows . 

Then Ajax thus— “ 0 Greeks ' respect your fame, 
Respect youiselves, and learn an honest shame 
Let mutual revcience mutual ivarmth inspire, 

And catch from breast to breast the noble fire. 

On valour's side the odds of combat lie , 

The brave live gloiious,~or lamented die ; 

The ivretcli that trembles m the field of fame, 

Meets death, and noise than death, eternal shame.” 

His generous sense he not m vain imparts , 

It sunk, and rooted in the Grecian hearts 
They join, they throng, they thicken at his call. 

And flank the navy with a brazen w r all ; 

Shields touching shields, in older blaze above, 

And stop the Trojans, though impell’d by Jove. 

The fiery Spartan first, with loud applause, 

Warms the bold son of Nestor m his cause. 

“ Is there (he said) m arms a youth like you, 

So strong to fight, so active to puisue ? 

Why stand you distant, nor attempt a deed 7 
Lift the bold lance, and make some Tiojan bleed.” 

He said , and backward to the lines retired , 
Forth rush’d the youth with martial fury fired, 

Bej ond the foremost lanks, Ins lance he threw, 
And round the black battalions cast Ins view. 

The troops of Troy recede with sudden fear. 

While the swift javelin hiss’d along m air 
Advancing Melanippus met the dart 
With his bold breast, and felt it in his heart 
Thundenng he falls , his falling anns resound. 

And lus bioad buckler nngs against the ground 
The victor leaps' upon his prostrate prize • 

Thus on a roe the well-breath’d beagle flies, 

And rends his side, fresh-bleeding with the dart 
The distant hunter sent into his heart. 

Observing Hector to the rescue flew , 

Bold as he w r as, Antilochus withdiew 
So when a savage, langing o’ei the plain, - 
Has torn the shepherd's dog, or shepheid’s swam, 
While conscious of the 'deed, he glares mound, 

And heais the gathering multitude .resound, 

Timely he flies the yet-untasted food, ' 

And gams the friendly shelter of the wood . s 
So fears the youth , all Troy with shouts pursue, 
While stones and darts m mingled tempest flew , 
But enter’d m the Grecian ranks, he turns 
His manly breast, and with new' fury burns 
Now on the fleet the tides of Trojans drove, 
Fierce to fulfil the stem decrees of Jove . ~ 

The sire of gods, confirming Thetis’ pia) er, 



THE ILIAD. 


Book XV.] 


The Grecian ardour quench'd m deep despair ; 

But lifts to glory Troys prevailing bands, 

Swells all their hearts, and strengthens ail their hands. 
On Ida’s top he waits with longing eyes, 

'1 o \iew the navj blazing to the shies ; 

Then, nor till then, the scale of war shall turn, 

The Trojans 11s, and conquer’d Ihon bum. 

These fates revoh cd m his almighty mind, 

He raises Hector to the work design'd, 

Bids him with more than moital fury glow, 

And drives lnm, like a lightning, on the foe. 

So Mars, when human crimes for vengeance call, 
Shakes his huge javelin, and whole armies fall. 

Not with more rage a conflagration rolls, 

Wraps the vast mountains and mvolv es the poles. 

He foams with wrath ; beneath Ins gloomy brow 
Like ficr> meteors his red e> c-balls glow 
The radiant helmet on his temple bums, 

Waves when he nods, and lightens as he turns * 

Foi Jove his splendour round the chief had thrown, 
And cast the blaze of both the hosts on one 
Unhappy glories ! foi his fate was near, 

Due to stern Pallas, and Pehdes’ spear . 

Yet Jove deferr’d the death he was to pay, 

And gave what fate allow’d, the honours of a day ! 

Now all on fire for fame, Ins breast, his c>es 
Burn at each foe, and single every prize , 

Still at the closest ranks, the thickest fight, 

He points lus ardour, and exerts his might.* 

The Grecian phalanx, moveless as a tower. 

On all sides batter'd, jet resists his power : 

So some tall rock o’ci hangs the hoarj main, 3 
B> winds assail’d, bj billows beat in vain, 

Unmoved it hears, above, the tempest blow. 

And sees the watery mountains break below 
Girt m surrounding flames, he seems to fall 
Like fire fiom Jove, anti bursts upon them all . 

Bursts as a wav e tint from the cloud impends, 

And. c \\ dl'd with tempests, on. the ship descends; 
White arc the deck* with foam , the winds aloud 
Howl o'er the masts, and sing through even shroud . 
Pale, trembling, tired, the sailor! freeze with fears , 
And mstaat deariv m cvcrv wave appear* 

Ho pi ! e the Greeks the c> cs of Hector meet. 

Tin* chief *o thi ndi-s. and <n shakes the flee* 


2S 3 



284 


THE ILIAD . 


[Book XV. 


As when a lion, rushing from his den, 

Amidst the plain of some wide-water’d fen, 

(Where numerous oxen, as at ease they feed, 

At large expatiate o’er the ranker mead) 

Leaps on the herds before the herdsman’s eyes , 

The trembhng herdsman far to distance flies , 

Some lordly bull (the lest dispersed and fled) 

He singles but , arrests, and lays him dead 
Thus from the rage of Jove-like Hector flew 
All Greece in heaps \ but one he seized, and slew . 
Mycenian'Periphes, a mighty name, 

In wisdom great, in arms well known to fame ; 

The minister of stem Eurystheus’ ire 
Against Alcides, Copr eus was his sire . 

The son redeem’d the honours of the race, 

A son as generous as the sire was base , 

O’er all his country’s youth conspicuous far 

In every virtue, or of peace or war 

But doom’d to Hector’s stronger force to yield ! 

Against the margin of his ample shield 
He struck his hasty foot his heels up-sprung ; 

Supine he fell ; his brazen helmet rung 
On the fallen chief the invading Trojan press’d, 

And plunged the pointed javelin in his breast 
His circling friends, who strove to guard too late 
The unhappy hero, fled, or shared his fate 
Chased from the foremost line, the Grecian tram 
Now man the next, receding toward the mam 
"Wedged in one body at the tents they stand, 

- Wall’d round with sterns, a gloomy, desperate band. 
Now manly shame forbids the inglorious flight , 

Now fear itself confines them to the fight 
Man courage breathes m man ; but Nestor most 
("The sage preserver of the Grecian host) 

Exhorts, adjures, to guard these utmost shores , 

And by their parents, by themselves implores. 

“ Oh friends 1 be men your generous breasts inflame 
Wth mutual honour, and with mutual shame ! 

Think of your hopes, your fortunes ; all the care 
Your wives, your infants, and your patents share : 

Thmk of each living father’s reverend head , 

Think of each ancestor with glory dead j 
Absent, by me they speak, by me they sue, 

They ask their safety, and their fame, from you 
The gods their fates on this one action lay, 

And all are lost, if you desert the day ” 

He spoke, and round him breathed heroic fires j 
- Minerva seconds what the sage inspires. 

The mist of darkness Jove around them threw 
She clear’d, restoring all the war to view ; 
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A sudden raj shot beaming o’er the plain, 

And showed the shores, the navj, and the main : 
Hector they saw, and all who fly. or fight. 

The scene u ide-opemng to the blaze of light, 

First of the field great Aja.\ strikes their ejes, 

His port majestic, and his ample size . 

A ponderous mace with studs of non crown’d, 

Full t\\ enty cubits long, he swings around , 

Nor fights, like others, fix’d to certain stands 
But looks a moving toner above the bands ; 

High on the decks with vast gigantic stride, 

_The godlike hero stalks from side to side 
So when a horseman from the watery mead 
(Skill’d in the manage of the bounding steed) 

Dmes four fair coursers, practised to obey. 

To some great city through the public waj , 

Safe in his art, as side by side they run, 

He shifts Ins seat, and \aults from one to one ; 

And now to tins, and now to that he flies , 

Admiring numbers follow with their ejes 
From ship to ship thus Aja\ swiftlj fleiv, . 

No less the wonder of the warring crew 
As furious, Hector thunder’d threats aloud, 

And rush’d enraged before the Trojan crowd ; 

Then swift mtades the ships, whose bcakj prores 
Laj rank'd contiguous on the bending shores ; 

So the strong eagle from lus airj height, 

Who mirks the swans’ or cranes’ embodied flight, 
Stoops down impetuous, while the) light for fo6d, 
And, stooping, darkens with his wings the flood 
Joieleids him on with 1 ns almighty hand. 

And breathes fierce spirits in his follov mg bind 
The warring mtions meet, the battle roirs. 

Thick beats the combit on the sounding prores 
Thou w ouldst have thought so furious w as their fire, 
No force could tame them, and no toil could tire , 
As if new vigour from new fights they w on, 

And the long battle was but then begun 
Greece, \et unconquer’d, kept nine the war, 

Secure of death, confiding m despair * 

Trov in proud hopes already \ jew'd the main 
Bright with the blaze, and fed with heroes «Iain 
Like strength is felt from hope, and from despair, 
And eich contends, is his w ere all the war 
’Twas thou, bold Hector ’ whose resistless hand 
F’rst seized a ship on that contested slnnd ; 
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The first that touch’d the unhappy Tiojan shoie • 1 
For ' thi s m arms the waning nations stood, 

And bathed their generous breasts with mutual blood. 
No 100m to poise the lance or bend the bow , 

But hand to hand, and man to man, they glow • 
Wounded, they wound , and seek each other’s heails 
With falchions, axes,, swords, and shorten’d daits. 

The falchions ring, shields rattle, axes sound, 

Swords flash in air, 01 glittei on the ground , „ 

With streaming blood the slippeiy shores arc dyed, 
And slaughter’d heroes swell the dreadful tide 
Still lagmg, Hector with his ample hand 
Giasps the high stern, and gives this loud command 
“ Haste, bnng'the flames 1 that toil of ten long years 
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Is finished ; and the day desned appears 1 
This happy day with acclamations gieet, 

Bright with destruction of yon hostile fleet. 

The coward-counsels of a timorous thi ong 
Of reverend dotards check’d our glory long 
Too long Jove lull’d us with letliaigic charms. 
But now m peals of thunder calls to arms • 

In this great day he crowns our full desires, 
Wakes all our force, and seconds all our flies ” 
He spoke — the warriors at his fierce command 
Pour a new deluge on the Grecian band. 

Even Ajax paused, (so thick the javelins fly,) 
Stepp’d back, and doubted or to live or die. 

Yet, w ^ ere 0ars arc placed, he stands to wait 
What chief approaching dares attempt his fate : 
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'Even to the last lus naval charge defends. 

Non” shakes his spear, now lifts, and now protends ; 
E\ en 3 et, the Greeks with piercing shouts inspires. 
Amidst attacks, and deaths, and darts, and fires 
“ O friends 1 O heroes 1 names for ever dear. 
Once sons of JMars, and thunderbolts of war 1 
Ah » j et be mindful of \ our old renown 
Your great forefathers’ \ irtues and 3 our own 
What aids expect you m this utmost strait ? 

What bulwarks rising between 30U and fate ? 

No aids, no bulwarks j our retreat attend, 

.No friends to help, no city to defend 
This spot is all 3 ou ha\e, to lose or keep ; 

There stand the Trojans, and here rolls the deep 
’Tis hostile ground 3 ou tread , 3 our native lands 
- Far, far from hence 3’our fates are m 3 our hands.” 
Raging he spoke , nor further ■wastes his breath. 
But turns Ins jaiehn to the work of death 
Whate'er bold Trojan arm d his danng hands. 
Against the sable ships, w’lth flaming brands, 

So well the chief his naval weapon sped, 

The luckless warrior at his stem lay dead 
Full twelve, the boldest, m a moment fell. 

Sent by great Ajax to the shades of hell. 
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ARGUMENT 

THE Sivrit BATTLE , THE ACTS AND DEATH Or PATKOCLUS. 

Patroclus (in pursuance of the request of Nestor in the eleventh bool) entreats Achilles to 
suffer him to go to the assistance of the Greeks with Achilles troops and armour He 
agrees to it, but at the same time charges him to content himself anth rescuing the fleet, 
without further pursuit of the enemy The armour, horses, soldiers, and officers are de- 
scribed Achilles offers a libation for the success of Ins fnend, after which Patrodus leads 
the Mj rmidons to battle The Trojans, at the sight of Patroclus in Achilles’ armour, taking 
him for that hero, are cast into the uttermost consternation, he beats them off from 
the vessels, Hector himself flies, Sarpcdon is killed, though Jupiter was averse to his 
fate Several other particulars of the battle are described in the heat of which, Patroclus 
neglecting the orders of Achilles, pursues the foe to the vv alls of Troy w here Apollo repulses 
and disarms lnm, Euphorbus wounds litm, and Hector kills hint which concludes the book. 


So warr’d both aimies on the ensanguined shore, 

While the black vessels smoked with human gore 
Meantime Patioclus to Achilles flies , 

The streaming teats fall~copious from his eyes 
Not faster, trickling Jo the plains below, 

From the tall rock the sable waters flow. 

Divine Pehdes, with compassion moved. 

Thus spoke, indulgent, to his best beloved 1 

1 ffts best beloved The following elegant remarks of Thirlvvall (Greece, vol 1 p 176, seq ) 
well illustrate the character of the fuendship subsisting between these two heroes — 

"One of the noblest and most amiable sides of the Greek character, is the readiness wun 
which it lent itself to construct intimate and durable friendships , and this is a feature no lep 
prominent -in the earliest, than in later times It was indeed connected with the comparatively 
low estimation in which female '■ociety vv as held but the devotedness ano constancy witn 
which these attachments were maintained, was not the less admirable and engaging The 
heroic companions whom vie find celebrated, partly by Homer and partly in traditions, which, 
if not of equal antiquity, were grounded on the same feeling, seem to have but one heart and 
soul, with scarcely a wish or object apart, and only to live, as they are always ready to die, 
for one another It is true that the relation between them is not always one of perfect equality 
but this is a circumstance which, wlulc it often adds a peculiar charm to the poetical description, 
detracts little from the dignity of the idea which it presents Such were the friendships of 
Hercules and Iolaus, of Theseus and Pinthous, of Orestes and Pylades and though these 
may owe the greater part of their fame to the later epic, or even dramatic poetry, the moral 
groundwork undoubtedly subsisted in the period to which the traditions are referred -The 
argument of the Iliad mainly turns on the affection of Achilles for Patroclus, whose love for 
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“ Pntroclus, s^i} , what grief th> bosom bens, 

That flows so fast m these unmanly tears? 

No gnl, no infant whom the mother keeps 
From Itei loved breast, with fondu passion wcqis , 

Not more (lie mothei s soul, that infant warms, 

Clung to het knees, and reaching at het arms. 

Than thou hast nunc 1 Oh tell me. to what end 
Thv melting son ows thus pursue tin friend 5 

Gnev'st thou for me, or foi, my martial band 5 
Or come sad tidings from 0111 natne land 5 
Oui fathers In e (out first, most icndct caie), 

'lhy good Mcnoclius bteathes llic vital an, 

And hoarj Pclens \ct extends lus da>s ; 

Pleased m their age to heat then children's praise 
Or max some meanci cause thy pity claim 5 
Pet haps }on relics of the Giccian name, 

Doom'd in their ships to smk by fire and sword, 

And pay the foifcit of their haughty loid ? 

Whate’er the cause, reveal thj secret care, 

And speak those soirows winch a friend would share." 

A sigh that instant fiom bis bosom broke, 

Another follow’d, and Patrodus spoke 

“ Let Greece at length with pity touch thy breast, 

Thx self a Greek , and, once, of Greeks the best 1 
Lo 1 ever} chief that might het fate pre\ ent, 

Lies pierced with wounds, and bleeding m liis tent * 

Eurj p) lus, Tydidcs, Atreus* son. 

And wise Ul}sses, at the nav) gioan, 

More foi their country’s wounds than for tlicir own 
Their pain soft arts of pharmac} can case, 

Thy breast alone no lenitives appease 
May never rage like thine my soul enslave, 

O great in vam 1 unprofitably brave 1 
Thy country slighted m her last distress, 

What friend, what man, fiom thee shall hope redress? 

No — men unborn, and ages }ct behind, 

Shall curse that fierce, that unforgiving mind 
“ O man unpitying 1 if of man thy race , 

But sure thou spring’s! not from'a soft embrace, 

Nor ever amorous hero caused thy birth, 

Nor evci tender goddess brought thee forth . 

Some rugged rock’s hard entrails gave thee form, 

And raging seas produced thee in a storm, 

A soul well suiting -that tempestuous kind. 

So xougli thy manners, so untamed thy mind 

the greater hero is only tempered b} reverence for his higher birth and his unequallcd'prowess 
But the mutual regard which united Idomcneus and Mcriones, Diomedes and Sthenelus, 
though, as the persons themselves are less important, it is kept more in the back ground, is 
manifestly viewed bj the poet m the same light The idea of a Greek hero seems not to have 
been thought complete, without such a brother in arms bj lus side Thirhva!!, Greece, vol 1 
p 176, seq 
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“ If some due oracle thy breast alarm, 

If aught fiom Jove, or Thetis, stop thy win, 

Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may slnne, 

If I but lead the Myrmidon lan line 
Clad in thy dreadful arms if I appeal, 

Proud Troy shall tremble, and desert the war , 
Without thy peison Greece shall win the day, 

And thy mere image chase her foes away 
Press'd by fresh forces, her o’erlabour’d tram 
Shall quit the ships, and Greece respne again" 
Thus, blind to fate 1 with supplicating bieath, 

Thou begg’st Ins arms, and m his arms thy death. 
Unfortunately good 1 a bodmg sigh 
Thy fnend letum’d ; and with it, this reply 
“ Patroclus 1 thy Achilles lcnous no fears j 
Nor words from Jove noi oiacles he hears , 

Nor aught a mother’s caution can suggest , 

The tyrant’s pnde lies looted in my breast , * 

My wrongs, my wiongs, my constant thought engage 
Those, my sole oracles, inspire my rage 
I made him tyrant * gave lum power to wiong 
Even my I felt it , and shall feel it long 
The maid, my black-eyed maid, he forced away, 

Due to the toils of many a well-fought day ; 

Due to my conquest of her father’s reign ; 

Due to the votes of all the Grecian tram 
From me he forced her , me, the bold and brave, 
Disgraced, dishonour’d, like the meanest slave. 

But bear we this — the wiongs I grieve aie past ; 

’Tis time our fur\ should lelent at last 
I fix’d its date , the day I wish’d appeals 
How Hector to my ships his battle bears, 

The flames my e\cs, the shouts imade my eais 
Go then, Patioclus 1 court fan honour's charms 
In Tioy’s famed fields, and m Achilles’ arms 
Lead forth my martial Myrmidons to fight. 

Go sa\ e the fleets, and conquci m my right. 

See the thin relics of their baffled band 
At the last edge of > on deserted land 1 
Behold all llion on their ships descends , 

How the cloud blackens, liow the storm impends 1 
It was not thus, w’hen, at my sight amazed, 

Troy saw and trembled, as this helmet blazed 
Had not the injurious king our friendship lost, 

Yon ample ticnch had buried half hei host 
No camps, no bulwarks now the Trojans fear, 

Those are not dreadful, no Achilles theie ; 

No longer flames the lance of Tydeus’ son , 

No more your general calls his heroes on 
Hector, alone, I hear , his dicadful breath 
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Commands your slaughtei , or proclaims 5 our death 
Yet now, Patroclus, issue to the plain . 

Now sace the ships, the rising files restrain, 

And gic e the Greeks to c isit Greece again 

But heed my words, and mark a friend’s command, 

Who crusts his fame and honours m thy hand, 

And fiom thy deeds expects the Achaian host 
Shall rendcr'back the beauteous maid lie lost 
Rage unconti oil’d through all the hostile crew, 

But touch not Hector, Hector is my due 
Though Jocc m thunder should command the war, 
Be just, consult rnv glory, and forbear 
The fleet once sac cd, desist fiom further chase, 

Nor lead to llion’s walls the Grecian race , 

Some adverse god thy rashness may destioy , 

Some god, like Phoebus, c\ er kind to Troy 
Let Greece, redeem’d from this destructrce strait. 

Do her own work ; and leace the rest to fate. 

O 1 would to all the immortal powers above, 

Apollo, Pallas, and almighty Jocc 1 ' 

That not one Trojan might be left alive. 

And not a Greek of all the race suivtve 
Might only we the cast destruction shun, 

And only cce destroy the accursed town »” 

Such conference held the chiefs , while on the strand 
Great Joe e with conquest crown d the Trojan band 
Ajax no more the sounding storm sustain’d. 

So thick the darts an iron tempest rain’d 
On his tired arm the weighty buckler hung , 

His hollow helm with falling jaeelms rung , 

His breath, in quick short pantmgs, comes and goes 
And painful sweat from all his members flows 
Spent and o erpow er’d, he barely breathes at most , 
Yet scarce an army stirs lum from his post , 

Dangers on dangers all around him glow. 

And toil to toil, and woe succeeds to w oe 

Say, Muses, throned aboc e the starry franc, 

How first the navj blared with Trojan flame ? 

Stem Hector ccaced Ins sword, and standing near, 
\\ here furious Ajax plied his ashen spear, 

Full on the lance a stroke so justly sped, 

That the broad falchion lopp’d its brazen head ; 

His pointless spear the warrior shakes in cam , 

The brazen head falls sounding on the plain 
Great Ajax saw, ard own’d the hand divine , 
Confessing Jo*c. and trembling at the sign. 

Warn d he retreats Then sw ift from all Sides pour 
The lusstng brands ; thick streams the fierj shower. 
O’er the high stem the curling c olumes rise, 

And sheets of rolling smoke inc ohc tnc skies 
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Dtvinc Achilles view'd the rising flame 51 . 

And smote ids thigh. and thus aloud c\ri.ums : 

“ Arm, arm, Pat recta s ’ Lo, the bhie aspires ! 
Ihc glowin* occmi reddens with the Arcs. 

Arm, erc> <v.r vessel* catch the spreading flame ; 
Arm, ere the Grecians lie no more a name , 

I haste to bring the troop'- " — The hei<> said ; 
The frieml with ardour and v ith joy obev’d. 

He cased his limbs m brass ; and fust mound 
Ihs mantv legs, with silver buckles bound 
The chsp.ng preaves . then to Ins bteast applies 
The flaming cuirass of a thousand d\cs , 
I'mhlazed w itit studs of gold his falchion shone 
In the rich belt, as «t a starrv rone 
Achilles* shield hts ample shotiMeis spread, 
Achilles’ helmet nodded o'er Ins head . 

Adorn'd in all his terrible arrav, 
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All breathing death, aiound the chief they stand, 

A gnm, ternfic, formidable band . 

Gum as voracious wolves, that seek the spnngs 8 
When scalding thirst their burning bowels wrings ; 
When some tall stag, fiesh-slaughtered in the wood, 

« Has drench’d their wide insatiate throats with blood, 

To the black fount they lush, a hideous throng, 

With paunch distended, and with lolling tongue, 

Fire fills their eye, then black jaws belch the goie, 

And gorged with slauglitci still they thnst foi more 
Like furious, rush’d the Mjrmidonian crew, 

Such then dread strength, and such their deathful view. 

High in the nndst the great Achilles stands. 

Directs their order, and the wai commands 
He, loved of Jove, had launch’d for Ilion’s shores 
Full fifty vessels, mann’d with fifty oars 
Five chosen leaders the fierce bands obey, 

Himself supreme m valour, as in sway 
First march’d Mcncstheus, of celestial birth, 

Derived fiom thee, whose waters wash the earth, 

Divine Speicluus 1 Jove-descended flood 1 
A mortal rnothei mixing with a god 
Such was Menestlieus, but miscall’d by fame 
The son of Borus, that espoused the dame 
Eudorus next , whom Polymele the gay, 

Famed m the graceful dance, pioduccd to-day 
Her, sly Cellenius loved on her w ould gaze, 

As with swift step she form’d the running maze 
To her high chamber from Diana’s qune, 

The god pursued hei, urged, and ciown’d his fire. 

The son confess’d his father's heavenly race, 

And hair’d lus mother’s swiftness m the chase. 

Strong Echecleus, bless’d m all those chaims 
That pleased a god, succeeded to her aims , 

Not conscious of those loves, long hid from fame, 

With gifts of price he sought and vv on the dame , 

Her seciet offspring to her sire she bare ; 

Her sire caress’d him w ith a parent’s care 
Pisander follow'd , matchless in bis art 
To wing the spear, or aim the distant dait , 

No hand so sure of all the Emathian line, 

Oi if a surer, great Patioclus 1 thme 
The fourth by Phoenix’ giave command was giaced, 
Laerces’ valiant offspring led the last 
Soon as Achilles with superior care 
Had call’d the chiefs, and order’d all the war, 

8 ‘‘As hungry i\o!\ esinth raging appetite. 

Scour through the fields, ne er fear the stormy night— 

Their whelps at home expect the promised food. 

And long- to temper their dry chaps in hlood — 

So rush a we forth at once Dryden’s Virgil, n 479 
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This stern remembmr.ee to his troops he gave . 

** Ye fv-famet! Mjrriidons >e fierce and brave ! 

Th.nL u’ta whit threats ) ou tf vred the 'I tojan tin on<\ 

T i-irk vhat rcoroich these cars endured so long, 

* Stem son o*' IVlcu*. 'thus \e used to say, 

YUi.le re-lbss. waging. m \our ships \ou lav) 

Oh n»ir-..d with "ill, unknowing how to ' Ield , 

\\ hose rage th frauds us of so famed a field . 

If trot din. furv- must for eter burn, 

\\ hit make ire here 5 Return >e chiefs, letum 1 f 
b'idt Here \our words — Now*, warriors ’ grieve no mote, 
l.o there the Trojans ; In the \our swords in gore ! 

Hu*, div ^hnU give jou all \ our soul demands, 

Obit all vonr hearts ‘and wear} all jour hands ! *’ 

Thus w Ink he roused the fire m ev erj breast, 

Close and more cV-.c the listening cohorts press’d ; 
Ranks wedged in ranks ; of arms a steel} ring 
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But Peleus’ son , and Peleus* son to none 
Ilad raised m offerings, but to Jove alone 
This tinged with sulphur, sacied first to flame. 

He purged , and wash’d it m the running stream 
Then cleansed his hands , and fixing for a space 
His eyes on hca\cn, his feet upon the place 
Of sacrifice, the purple di aught he pour’d 
Forth m the midst ; and thus the god implored 
“ O thou supreme ' lugh-throned all height above 
O gieat Pelasgic, Dodonman Jove 1 
Who ’midst surrounding fiosts, and vapours chill, 
Presid’st on bleak Dodona’s vocal lull 
(Whose gioves the Selli, race austere 1 si» round. 
Their feet um\ ash’d, their slumbeis on the ground , 
Who hear, from rustling oaks, thy daik decrees , 
And catch the fates, low-wluspeied m the bicezc ,) 
Hear, as of old 1 Thou gav’st, at, Thetis’ prayei, 
Glory to me, and to the Greeks despair 
La, to the dangers of the fighting field 
The best, the dcaiest of my friends, I yield, 
Though still determined, to my ships confined , 
Patroclus gone, I stay but half behind 
Oh 1 be Ins guard thy piovidential caie. 

Confirm his heart, and string his arm to wax 
Press’d by his single foicc let Hectoi see 
His fame in amis not oumg all to me. 

But w'hen the fleets aie saved fiom foes and fire. 
Let him with conquest and lenown letirc , 

Preserve Ins arms, piescrve lus social tiam, 

And safe return him to these eyes again ! ” 

Great Jove consents to half the chiefs icquest, 
But heaven’s eternal doom denies the rest , 

To free the fleet was giantcd to lus piajer , 

His safe letuin, the winds dispei sed m au 
Back to his tent the stein Achilles flics, 

And w r aits the combat w ith imp aiient e> es 
Meanwhile the troops beneath Patroclus’ caie, 
Invade the- Trojans, and commence the wai. 

As wasps, provoked by chtldien m their play, 

Pour frOm their mansions by the broad highway, 
In swarms the guiltless traveller engage, 

Whet all their stmgs, and call forth all their rage 
All rise m arms, and, with a general cry, 

Assert their waxen domes, and buzzing progeny 
Thus from the tents the fervent legion sw r arms, 

' So loud their clamours, and so keen their aims 
Then rising rage Patroclus’ breath inspires, 

Who thus inflames them with heroic fires 
“ O warriors, partners of Achilles’ praise 1 
'Be mindful of your deeds in ancient days , 
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Your godlike muolti let >oui act v proclaim, 

And add near jdonc'i lo his mighty n % ir.e* 

'J hink joiir Ach*llc*» •cl*: vou tight I'- l) T .i'r r , ( 

And humbb die* pi nun i.mn.mh whom )»u r i-e ' 
Jojful the/ h„.trl, as <i hivmmy «» * f - * {•* 1 * 

I'lw to the (ic i. innA.cu in f' r c . ’ d 5"tt o 
3*’i om slime t<> >hore t 1*-2 ihwb, n,* * h* , *.» t* «i , 1, 

*1 he hollo.;* ship-, i< t».» .* dec] < r * >nr d 
The war st j» l < hi!, n* <’ , *1 .t. er.n £i mt 
When pent Aclinic > f hum.;; onnwr b' .it’d : 

Troy saw, and la 'a ;l»t the bn, id Auia’tr 
At once ih„v se'. duy treu hie, md the) m 
Then fir t thj .raw < n»ne Pa'irH u * I’tt , 

Where the w trrt nd, and here uu ti mu’: ; t 
(Jose to the s.tm of th t f~nu.il 'hip »hu.h lo«.- 
UnbksVd Ptoic'il »t**i to lh«>n*a short , 

The great P.conun, ho**' !*; technics *n r d; 

(Who led his binds fnvn A>'i ,e ." wo: 'bn.* fio'ni ;1 
Ills shoulder-bin te u a *,e > the f iuI *. o'.cd ; 

The gioanmg warrior pants upon U*c ground. 

His tioops tint .,ei th ir court r) .*■ plorj jd-*n, 

Tly due. sc*, sc iuc’*d o’et the «!»*•**•« p! nr 
Patiocius' arm forbids the spieadug f,*e« 

And fiom the half-lvtrnW ship >. raid i my r-t'rcs ; 
Clear’d from the smoke the jo>i**l n u ; i.e > , 

In heaps on heap* the foe tumult. <r *Iu s , 
Tnumphint Greece her rescued dec’ s ♦"ccrtls, 

And loud accl um the suit; legion n tvb 
So when thick cloud* enwirp the mountain’ , lit id. 
O’er hcaicn’s expanse like one black ceding 'prenb ; 
Sudden the Ihundcrer, with a dishing ra\, 

Bursts through the dn rimes'- ami leu. do an th- tl * . 
The hills slime out, the rocks m prospect rise. 

And streams, and \ ales, and forests, stnl e t’. t eies , 
The smiling scene wide opens to the bight, 

And all the unmeasured tthei flames wnn light 
But Tioj repulsed, and scatter’d o’er the plains, 
Forced from the naiy >et the fight maintains. 

Now* eveij Greek some hostile hero slew, 

But still the foremost, bold Patroclus flew . 

As Aieiljcus had turn'd lnni round, 

Sharp m his thigh lie felt the piercing wound , 

The brazen-pointed spent, "with \ igoui thrown, 

The thigh tiansfix’d, and bioke the buttle bone . 
Headlong lie fell Nc\t, Tlioas was th) chance, 
Ihv breast, unarm’d, iccened the Spartan lance 
Phylides’ dait (as Amplndus diew nigh) 

IIrs blow prevented, and transpierced his tliigli. 

Tore all the biawn, and rent the nenes away ; 

In darkness, and in death, the warrior lay 
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In equal arms two sons of Nestor stand, 

And two bold brothers of the Lj ctan band . 

By great Antilochus, At} minus dies, 

Pierced in the flank, lamented } outh 1 lie lies, 

Kind Mans, bleeding m Ills brothers wound, 

Defends the bicathless caicasc on the giound , 
Furious he flies, his murdcici to engage 
But godlike Ihiasimcd prevents his iage, 

Between lus arm and shoulder aims a blow , 

His arm falls spouting on the dust below 
He sinks, with endless darkness color’d oer 
And vents his soul, ~ effused with gushing gore 
Slam by*luo bt others, thus tv o brothers bleed, 
Saipedon’s friends, Amisodanis* seed , 

Annsodarus, who, b} Furies led, 

Hie bane of men, abhoiPd Clummra bied , 

Skill’d in the dart m v am, his sons expire, 

And pay the forfeit of their guilts sire 
Stopp’d in the tumult Clcobulus lies, 

Beneath Oiieus’ arm, a living pnze , 

A living pnze not long the Tiojan stood , 

The tliust} falchion diank his reeking blood 
Plunged in his throat the smoking weapon lies , 

Black death, and fate unpitjing, seal his eves 
Amid the ranks, with mutual thirst of fame, 

Lycon the brave, and fierce Pcncleus came ; 

In vam their ja\ elms at each other flew. 

Now*, met m arms, their eager swords they diew 
On tlie plumed crest of his Boeotian foe 
The daring L} con aim’d a noble blow , 

The sw ord broke short , buE Ins, Pcncleus sped 
Full on the juncture of die neck and head - 
The head divided by a stroke so just, 

Hung bj the skin , the body sunk to dust. 

O’ertakcn Neamas by Morion bleeds, 

Pierced through the shouldei as, he mounts his steeds ; 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground 
His swimming eyes eternal shades surround 
Next Erymas was doom’d his fate to feel, 

His open’d mouth recen cd the Cretan steel 
Beneath the brain the point a passage tore, - 
Crash’d- the thin bones, and drown’d the teeth m gore * 
His mouth, his C}es, his nostrils, pour a flood , 

He sobs his soul out in the gush of blood 
As when the flocks neglected by the sw am, 

Or kids, or lambs, lie scatter’d o’er the plain, 

A troop of wolves the unguarded charge survey, 

And rend the trembling, unresisting prey 
Thus on the foe the Greeks impetuous came , 

Troy fled, unmindful of her former fame 
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Hut still nl Hector godlike Aja>. aim’d. 

Still, pointed at Ins breast, hbjatrhn filmed 
The Trojan chief, cvpericnccd to the field. 

O’er hi*, hr/nd shouMns spread the w.a-s> 'luGd, 
Observed the storm of darts the Grecians pom. 

And on lus buckler caught the ringing H.ov i r . 

He sees for Greece the ^ tie of cormuft re'*, 

Yet stops, and turns, .uui ^\vr his lo.ctl alhe < 

As when the hand of |mc a tempc" t form , 

And roll** the cloud to bind en ht.tu.tt with 'tornr, 

Dark o’u the fields the .Kccmltiy vaj our the 5 . 

And shades the nm, and blot* the {‘due n r \ its : 
bo from the ship .. along the dud', pi mi. 

Dire ]• light and i’crusr drene tin 1 jopn tram. 

3 wen Hector fled . through he ul o f dutrrn) 

'Ihc fieri course! ■* foretd then find away: 

While far behind h:s 'liojins Gil cupfu ed ; 

Wedged in the trench, In one i t* t < ant tge b f «»t cd , 
Chariots on chariots roll the da him; >p«kcs 
Shock, while the muldmg itetd.. hunk short their )olcr. 
In vain thej labour up the r uep> mcarnd ; 

T heir chauotetis lie foaming on the i uvim 1 
Fierce on the tear, with shouts IkvroJv; Jhc~. , 
Tumultuous clamour fills the fields and * ' if. ; 

Thick drifts of dust imohe thv'r rapid thght . 

Clouds rise on clouds, and he uen is snatthd from sight. 
The affrighted steeds their djtnj lords cm t drv n 
Scour o’er the fields, and stretch to retch the town 
Loud o’er the rout wts heard the \ tetor s en , 

Where the N w ar bleeds, and where the thickest die, 

Where horse and aims, and chariots lie o'erthroun. 

And bleeding hciocs undci n\lc$ groan. 

No stop, no check, the steeds of Vdeus knew 
From bank to bank the immortal coursers flew 
High-bounding o’er the fosse, the whirling car 
Smokes through the lanks, o’ei takes the thing war. 

And thunders after Hector : Ilcrtor flies, " 

Fatioclus shakes his lance , but fate denies. 

Not tilth less noise, with less impetuous fierce. 

The tide of Tiojans urge then desperate coutse, 

Than when in autumn Joic lus fur) pours, 

And earth is louden with incessant showers , 

(When guilty mortals break the eternal laws. 

Or judges, bribed, betray the righteous cause ,) 

Fiom their deep beds lie bids the meis use, 

And opens all the flood-gates of the skies 
The impetuous tonents from then lulls obey, 

Whole fields aie di own’d, and mountains swept away; 
Loud roais the deluge till it meets the mam ; 

And trembling man sees all his labouis tam * 
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And now the chief (the foremost troops repell’d) 
Back to the ships his destined progress held, 

Bore down half Troy m his resistless way, 

And forced the routed lanks to stand the daj 
Between the space where siher Snnois flows, 

Where lay the fleets, and where the rampires rose, 

All grim m dust and blood Patroclus stands, 

And turns the slaughter on the conquering hands 
First Pronous died beneath his fiery dart, 

Which pierced below the shield his \ ahant heart 
Thestoi was next, who saw the chief appear, 

And fell the victini of Ins coward fear ; 

Shrunk up he sat, with wild and haggaid eye, 

Nor stood to combat, noi had force to fly , 

Patroclus mark’d him as he shunn’d the wai, 

And with unmanly tiembhngs shook the car, 

And dropp’d the flowing reins. Him ’twixt the jaws, 
The javelin sticks, and from the chariot diaws 
As on a lock that overhangs the main. 

An angler, studious of the line and cane. 

Some mighty fish draws panting to the shore 
Not with less ease the barbed javelin bore 
The gaping dastard , as the spear was shook, 

He fell, and life lus heartless bieast forsook 

Next on Eryalus he flies ; a stone, 

Large as a rock, was by lus fury thrown 
Full on lus crown the ponderous fragment flew, 

And burst the helm, and cleft the head m two . 
Prone to the ground the breathless warrioi fell, 

And death involved lum with the shades of hell. 
Then low m dust EpaU.es, Echius, lie , 

Ipheas, Evippus, Polymelus, die , 

Ampholerus and Erymas succeed ; 

And last Tlepolemus and Pyres bleed 
Where’er he moves, the growing slaughteis spread 
In heaps on heaps a monument of dead. 

When now Sarpedon lus brave fuends beheld 
Giovelhng in dust, and gasping on the'field, 

With this reproach lus flying host he warms 

Oh stain to honour 1 oh disgrace to arms 1 
Forsake, inglorious, the contended plain , 

This hand unaided shall the war sustain 
The task be mine this hero’s strength to try, 

Who mows whole tioops, and makes an army fly ” 

He spake and, speaking, leaps fiom off the, car . 
Patroclus lights, and stei nly waits the wai 
As when two vultures on the mountain’s height 
Stoop with resounding pinions to the fight , 

They cuff, they tear, they raise a screaming cry , 

The deseit echoes, and the rocks reply . 
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The warriors thus opposed m antis, engage 
With equal clamouis, and with equal rage. 

Jove view’d the combat whose event foreseen, 

He thus bespoke his sistei and his queen . 

“ The houi draws on ; the destinies ordain, 3 
My godlike son shall press the Phrygian plain . 

Alieady on the verge of death lie stands, 

His life is owed to ficice Patioclus’ hands, 

What passions m a paient s breast debate 1 
Say, shall I snatch him fiom impending fate, 

And send him safe to Lycia, distant far 
Fiom all the dangers and the toils of war , 

Or to his doom my bravest offspnng yield, 

And fatten, with celestial blood, the field?” 

Then thus the goddess with the radiant eyes . 

“ What words arc these, 0 sovereign of the skies 1 
Shoit is the date prescribed to mortal man , 

Shall Jove for one extend the narrow span, 

Whose bounds were fix’d before his lace began ? 

How many sons of gods, foredoom’d to death, 

'Before proud Ilion must resign their bicath f 
s Were thine exempt, debate would nse above, 

And muimunng poweis condemn their partial Jove 
Give the bold chief a glorious fate m fight ; 

And when the ascending sou} has wing’d her flight, 

Let Sleep and Death convey, by thy command, 

The bieathless body to his native land. 

His fuends and people, to his futuie praise, 

A marble tomb and pyramid shall laise. 

And lasting honours to Ins ashes give ; 

His fame (’tis all the dead can have) shall live.” 

She said the cloud-compeller, oveicome, 

Assents to fate, and ratifies the doom 

Then touch’d with grief, the weeping heavens distill’d 

A shower of blood o’er all the fatal field 

1 

3 The destinies ordain — “In the raj thologj , also, of the Und, purclj Pagan as U is, we 
discover one important truth unconsciously im ohed, which w as almost entirclj lost from View A 
amidst the nearly equal scepticism and credulity of subsequent age* Zeus or Jupiter is 
popularly to be taken as omnipotent No distinct empire is assigned to fate or fortune , the 
vill of the father of gods and men is absolute and uncontrollable Tins Seems to be the true 
character of the Homeric deity, and it is \ cry necessary that the student of Greek literature 
should bear it constantly in mind A strong instance m the Iliad itself to illustrate thiSposi 
tion, is the passage where Jupiter laments to Juno the approaching death of Sarpcdon ‘Alas ' 
me! says he, sincejt is fated (poTpa) that Sarpedon, dearest to me of men, should be slam 
by iratroclus, the son of Mcncctius ! Indeed, my heart is divided \\ ithm me v\ hile I ruminate 
it m my mind, whether having snatched him up from out of the lamentable battle, I should 
not at once place him alive m the fertile land of lus own L\ cia, or whether I should now 
destroy him by the hands of the son of Mencetius I* lo which Juno answ ers,— 1 r Dost thou 
mean to rescue from death a mortal man, long since destined by fate (na\ai 
You may do it— but w e, the rest of the gods, do not sanction it * Here it is clear from both > 
speakers, that, although Sarpcdon is said to be fated to die;* Jupiter might still, if he pleased, 
save him, and place him entirely out of the reach of any such event, and further, m the 
alternative, that Jupiter himself would destroy him by tnc hands of another "■ — Coleridge, 

P *56, seq 
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The god, his eyes averting fiom the plain, 

Laments his son, predestined to be slam, 

Fai /10m the Lycian shoies, his happy native reign 
Now met m aitns, the combatants appear , 

Each heaved the shield, and poised the lifted speai , 

Fioln strong Patroclus’ hand the javclm fled, 

And pass’d the groin of valiant Thrasymcd 3 
The neives unbiaced no moie his bulk sustain, 

He falls, and falling bites the bloody plain 
Two sounding darts the Lycian leadei threw 
The fust aloof with erring fuiy flew, 

The ne\t tianspierced Achilles’ mortal steed, 

The gencious Pcdasus of Theban breed 
Fix’d in the shoulder's joint, he leel’d around, 

" Foil’d m the bloody dust, and paw’d the shppciy giound^ 
His sudden fall the entangled harness biolcc , 

Each axle crackled, and the chauot shook 
When bold Automedon, to disengage 
The starting coursers, and restrain their rage, 

Divides the traces with lus swoid, and fieed 
The encumbered chanot fiom the dying steed * 

'The rest move on, gbcdient to the rem 
The car lolls slowly o’ei the dusty plain 
The towering chiefs to fiercer fight advance 
And fust Sarpedon whirl’d his weighty lance, 

Which o’er the wairioPs shoulder took its course, 

And spent m empty an its dying force 
Not so Patroclus’ never-errmg dait , 

Aim’d at his breast it pierced a mortal part, 

Where the strong fibres bind the solid heart 
Then as the mountain oak, or poplai tall, 

. Or pine (fit mast for some gieat admiral) 

Nods to the axe, till with a gioamng sound 
It sinks, and spieads its honours on the ground, 

Thus fell the king , and laid on eaith supine, 

, Before Ins chariot stretch’d his form divine 

He grasp’d the dust distam’d with streaming gore, 

1 And, pale in death, lay groaning on the shore 
So lies a bull beneath the lion’s paws, 

While the grim savage grinds with foamy jaws , 

The tiembling limbs, and sucks the smoking blood ; 

Deep gioans, and hollow roars, rebellow thiough the wood. 

Then to the leadei of the Lycian band 
The dvmg chief address’d his last command ; 

“ Glancus, be bold , thy task be first to dare 
The glouous dangcis of destructive war, ' 

- To lead my tioops, to combat -at their head, 

Incite the living, and supply the dead 

Tell them, I charged them wuth my latest breaf 

Not unrevenged to beai Sarpedon’s death. 
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What grief, what shame, must Glattcus undergo, 

If these spoiL’d arms adoin a Giecian foe ! 

Ihen as a friend, and as a warrior fight , 

Defend my body, conquer in my right 
That, taught by gieat examples, all may try 
Like thee to \ anquisli, 01 like me to die ” 

He ceased , the Fates suppress’d his labounng breath, 
And lus eves darken’d with the shades of death 
The insulting victor with disdain bestrode 
The prostrate prince, and on lus bosom trod , 

Then diew the weapon fiom lus panting heart, 

The reeking fibres clinging to the dart , 

From the wide_wound gush’d out a stream of blood. 

And the soul issued in the purple flood 
His flying steeds the Mjrnudons detain. 

Unguided now, tlicir mighty master slam. 

All-impotent of aid, transfix’d with grief, 

Unhappy Glaucus heaid the dying cjuef 
His painful arm, yet useless with the smart 
Inflicted late by Teucer’s deadly dart, 

Supported on h.s bcllei band he stay’d • 

To Phoebus then (’twas all lie could) lie pray'd . 

' “All-seeing monaich 1 whether Lycia’s coast, - 
Or sacred Ilion, thy bright presence boast, 

Powerful alike to ease the wretch s smart , 

0 hear me 1 god of every healing art 1 

Lo 1 stiff with clotted blood, and piciced with pain, 

That thrills my aim, and shoots through every vein, 

1 stand unable to sustain the spear, 

And sigh, at distance fiom the glorious war 
Low in the dust is great Sarpedon laid, 

Nor Jove vouchsafed his hapless offspring aid , 

But thou, O god of health * thy succour lend, 

To guard the relics of my slaughter’d friend 
For thou, though distant, canst lestore my might, 

To head my Lydians, and support the fight ’ 

Apollo heard , and, suppliant as he stood, 

His heavenly hand restrain’d the flux of blood , 

He drew the dolours from the wounded part, 

And breathed a spirit m Ins rising heart 
Renew’d by art divine, the hero stands. 

And owns the assistance of immortal hands 
First to the fight his native tioops he vvaims. 

Then loudly calls on Troy’s vindictive arms , 

With ample strides he stalks from place to place , 

Now fires Agenor, now Polydamas 
Aineas next, and Hectoi lie accosts , 

Inflaming thus the rage of all then hosts 

What thoughts, legardless chief 1 thy breast employ ? 
Oh too forgetful of the fi lends of Tjoy * 
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Those gencious friends, who, from then cm.ntry far, 
IJrealhc their biavc souls out in .mothers war. 

See ! where m dost the frrent Sarpedon lies, 

In action \alnnt, and in council wise. 

Who miauled light, and kept his people fiec ; 

1 o all his L\a ms lost, atul lost to thee 1 
Stretch d In" I\iiiocltis’ aim on sender plains, 

0 save from hostile rage his losed rem uns r 
Ah let not Gieecc his conquer’d tt opines boast, 

Noi on Ins corse icstnge her heroes lost *” 

lie spoke each leader in his guef partook . 

T ros, .at the loss through all hti legions shook 
Transfix d with deep rogiti, they view o’ertluown 
At once Ins country s pillar, nntl their own ; 

A chief, who fed to 1 rov ’s bole igucr d wall 
A host of hciocs, and outshined them all 
Fired, thej tush on , first Hector secl,s the foes, 

And with supcrioi vengeance <rrt ally glows 
But o’ci the dead the fierce Pitroclus stands, 

And lousing Ajax, roused the listening bands 
“ Heroes, be men , he what von were hefoic , 

01 weigh the gre it occasion, and he mme 

1 he chief who taught our lofty walls to jicld. 

Lies pale in death, extended On the field 
To guard lus bod> 'Iioy in numbers Hies , 

Tis half the glorv to maintain our pme 

Haste, strip lus arms, the slaughtei lound him spicad, 

And send the In mg Lj cians to the dead ” 

The hciocs kindle at Ins ficicc command ; 

The maitial squadrons close on either hand 
Here Troj and Lycia charge with loud alarms, 
Thessnha there, and Greece, oppose their aims. 

With horrid shouts the) circle round the slain , 

The clash of armom nngs o’er all the plain 
Great Joie, to swell the horiois of the fight, 

O’er the fierce armies pours pernicious night, 

And lound lus son confounds the warring hosts, 

His fate ennobling with a crowd of ghosts 
Now Greece gives way, and great Lpigeus falls , 
Agaclcus’ son, from Budium’s lofty walls ; 

Who chased for nuuder thence a suppliant came 
To Pcleus, and the silvci -footed dame , 

Now' sent to Tio), Achilles’ arms to aid, 

He pays due \ cngeancc to lus kinsman’s shade 
Soon as lus luckless hand had touch’d the dead, 

A rock’s Laigc fragment thunder’d on lus head , 

Hurl’d by Hcctorcan force it cleft m tw am 
His shatter’d helm, and stretch'd him o’er the slam 
Fierce to the van of fight Patroclus came, 

And, like an eagle daiting at his game. 
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Spiung on the Ti ojan and the Ly cian band 
What grief thy heart, what fury urged thy hand, 

O generous Greek ' when with full vigour tin own, 

At Sthenelaus flew the weighty stone, 

Which sunk him to the dead when Tioy, too near 
That arm, diew back, and Hectoi learntt to fcai 
Far as an able hand a lance can throw', 

Or at the lists, 01 at the fighting foe , 

So far the Trojans from their lines retned ,* 

Till Glaucus, turning, all the iest mspued 
Then Bathyckeus fell beneath his lage. 

The only hope of Chalcon’s ticmbling age , 

Wide o’er the land was sti etch’d his large domain. 
With stately scats, and nches blest m \am 
Him, bold with youth, and eager to puisue 
The fly ing Lycians, Glaucus met and slew , 

Pierced through the bosom with a sudden wound, 

He fell, and falling made the fields resound 
The Achaians sorrow for then heroes slain , 

With conquering shouts the Tiojans shake the plain. 
And crow d to spoil the dead the Greeks oppose , 

An iron circle round the caicase grows 
Then brave Laogonus resign’d his breath, 
Despatch’d by Menon to the shades of death 
On Ida’s holy hill he made abode, 

The priest of Jove, and honour’d like his god 
Between the jaw and ear the javelm went , 

The soul, exhaling, issued at the vent 
His speai /Eneas at the victoi thiew, 

Who stooping forwaid fiom the death withdrew ; 

The lance hiss’d harmless o’er his covering shield, 
And trembling stmek, and looted m the field , 

Theie yet scarce spent, it quivers on the plain, 

Sent by the gieat /Eneas’ arm m vam 
“Swift as thou art (the 1 aging hero cries) 

And skill’d m dancing to dispute the prize, 

My spear, the destined passage had it found. 

Had fix’d thy active -vigour to the giound ” 

“ 0 valiant leader of the Dardan host 1 
(Insulted Menon thus ictoits the boast) 

Stiong as you are, ’tis mortal force you trust, 

An arm as strong may stictch thee m the dust 
And if to this my lance thy fate be given, 

Vam ate thy vaunts , success is still from heaven • 
This, instant, sends thee dow n to Pluto’s coast ; 

Mine is the glory, his thy' paitmg ghost ” 

“ p friend (Mencetius’ son this answer gave) 
u ith words to combat, ill befits the brave , 

Not empty’ boasts the sons of Troy repel. 

Your swords must plunge them to the shades of hell. 
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To speak, beseems the council , but to claie 
in gionous action, is the task of wat ” 

This said, Patroclus to the battle flies , 

Great Merion follows, and new shouts arise 
Shields, helmets rattle, as the wamors close, 

And thick and heavy sounds the storm of blows 
As through the shulhng vale, or mountain ground, 
The labouts of the woodman’s a\c lesound , 
Wows following blows are heard re-echoing wide, 
While ct ackhng forests fall on every' side 
Thus echoed all the fields with loud alarms, 

So fell the warriors, and so lung their arms 
Now great Saipedon on the sandy shore, 

His heavenly form defaced with dust and goie, 
And stuck with darts by warring heroes shed, 

Lies undistinguish’d from the vulgar dead. 

His long-disputed corse the chiefs enclose, 

On every side the busy combat grows , 

1 hick as beneath some shepherd’s thatch’d abode 
(The pads high foaming with a milky flood) 

The buzzing flies, a persevering train, 

Incessant swaim, and chased return again. 

Jove view’d the combat with a stein survey, 

And eyes that flash’d intoleiable day 
Fix’d on the field his sight, his breast debates 
Vriie vengeance due, and meditates the fates * 
Whether to urge their prompt effect, and call 
The foice of Hector to Patroclus’ fall, 

This instant see his short-lived trophies won, 

And stretch him breathless on his slaughter’d son ; 
Or yet, with many a soul’s untimely flight, 
Augment the fame and honor of the fight 
To crown Achilles* valiant friend with praise 
At length he dooms , and, that Ins last of days 
Shall set m gloiy, bids him drive the foe , 

Nor unattended see the shades below 
Then Hector’s mind he fills with dire dismay , 

He mounts his car, and calls his hosts away , 

Sunk with Troy’s heavy fates, he sees decline 
The scales of Jove, and pants'with awe divine 
Then, not before, the liaidy Lycians fled, 

And left their monarch with the common dead 
Aiound, in heaps on heaps, a dreadful wall 
Of carnage rises, as the heroes fall 
(So Jove decreed >) At length the Greeks obtain 
The prize contested, and despoil the slam. 

The radiant aims are by Patroclus borne , 
Patroclus’ ships the glorious spoils adorn 
Then thus to Phoebus, m the realms above, 
Spoke fiom his throne the cloud-compellmg Jove . 
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« Descend, my Phoebus 1 on the Phrygian plain, 
And from the fight convey Sarpedon slam , 

Then bathe his body in the crystal flood, 

With dust dishonour’d, and defoimd with blood ; 
O’er all his limbs ambiosial odours shed, 

And ivith celestial robes adorn the dead. , 

Those ntes discliaiged; lus sacred corse bequeath 
To the soft arms of silent Sleep and Death 
They to his friends the linmoi tal charge shall bear ; 
His friends a tomb and pyramid shall real . 

What honour mortals after death icccivc^ 

Those unavailing honouis \\c may give 1 ’ 

Apollo bows, and fiom mount Ida’s height, 

Swift to the field piecipitatcs his flight , 

Thence from the wai the breathless heio bore, 
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Veil’d in a cloud, to silver Simois’ shore ; 

There bathed his honourable wounds, and dress’d 
Hts manly members m the immortal vest , 

And with perfumes of sweet ambrosial dews 
Restores his freshness, and his form lenews 
Then Sleep and Death, two twins of wmged race, 
Of matchless swiftness, but of silent pacp, 
Received Sarpedon, at the god’s command, 

And m a moment leach’d the Lycian land , 

The corse amidst his weeping fi lends they laid, 
Where endless honours wait the sacied shade 
Meanwhile Patroclus pours along the plains, 

V ith foaming coursers, and with loosen’d rems 
Fierce on the Trojan and the Lycian crew. 
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Ah blind to fate ! thy headlong fury flew 
Against what fate and powerful Jove ordain, 

Vam was thy friend’s command, thj courage vain * 
For he, the god, whose counsels un con troll d 
Dismay the mighty, and confound the bold j 
The god who gn es, lesumes, and oiders all, 

, He urged thee on, and urged thee on to fall 
Who first, brave hero 1 by that aim was slam. 

Who last beneath thy lengcancc piess'cl the olain • 
When heaven itself thi fatal fin vied. . 5 

And call’d to fill the numbei of the dead ? 

Adrestus first , Autonous then succeeds , 

Echeclus follows , next young Megas bleeds j 
Epistor, Ivlelanippus, bite the giound , 

The slaughter, Elasus and JIulius crown’d 
Then sunk Pjlaites to eternal night , 

The lest, dispel sing, tiust their fates to flight 
Now Troy had stoop’d beneath Ins matchless power. 
But flaming Phoebus kept the sacred toner 
Thrice at the battlements Patroclus strook , 4 
His blazing aegis thrice Apollo shook , 

He tned the fourth ; w hen, 'bursting fiom the cloud, 

A moie than mortal voice w-as heard aloud . 

“Patroclus* cease, this heaven-defended wall 
Defies thy lance , not fated jet to fall , 

Thy friend, thy greater far, it shall withstand, 

Troj shall not stoop c\ cn to Achilles’ hand ” 

So spoke the god who darts celestial flies , 

The Greek obe)s him and with awe retires 
While Hcctoi, checking at the Scman gates 
His panting coursers, in his breast debates, 

Or m the field his foices to employ, 

Or draw the troops within the walls of Tro\ 

Thus while he thought, beside him Phoebus stood, 

In Asms’ shape, w ho reigned by Sangars flood , 

(Thy biothet, Hecuba 1 from Dymas sprang, 

A valiant w amor, liaughtj , bold, and j oung ,) 

Thus he accosts him “ What a shameful sight * 

God < is it Hector that forbears the fight ? 

Were thine mv \ igour this successful spear 
Should soon comince tlice of so false a fear 
Turn thee, ah turn thee to the field of fame, 


4 TIncr <t' tie h ’tint c “Hie art mihtan of the Ho~rac a*ae «r i r" a ’««’ * ’> 
the state of navigation ju«t de'Cnbcd personal prowe- dec t cd etcrj th 5 * h ' r v'r 3 f 

and the ambuscade, although much estvemed never ujw t a large In _ c “ f ' f. 

in advan cc, and enact almost a* much as the knights of romance I- .ztczeeTTn} _ * 
little like i modem siege is a capfui »n the guards is i ke .Ac-a «. ^ 

a ditch or an> othc- line or work round the town, and tlc wa tjdfvss ''cp'i >■ «■ -t 
a ladder It unis probaMj a vast mound of earth Bi-h atko’mtj cu-^r-'c 

mounts it tu amour The Trojans are in ro rejects I’ocUd-d a-J f ■- m 

thetr allies to the ver> end Co’cndgc, p sis , 
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And m Patroclus’ blood efface thy shame. 

Pciliaps Apollo shall thy aims succeed, 

And heaven oidams lmn by thy lance to bleed ’ 

So spoke the inspiring god ; then took Ills flight, 

And plunged amidst the tumult of the light 
He bids Cebnon duvc the rapid cat ; 

The lash lcsounds, the coui r cts ittsh to wai 
The god the Grecians’ sinking souls depicss'd, 

And poui’d swift spmts through each 'liojan breast 
Patroclus lights, impatient for the fight , 

A spear liis left, a stone employs his light : 

With all lus naves he diivcs it at the fo_- 
Pointed above, and lougli and gross below , 

The falling rum crush’d Ccbnon’s hpad, 

The lawless offspitng of kmg Pimm’s bed ; 

His fiont, blows, eyes, one undistinguish’d wound : 

The bursting balls drop sightless to the ground. 

The chanotcei, while yet he held thciein, 

Struck fiom the car, falls headlong on the plain. 

To the dark shades the soul unw tiling glides, 

While the pioud victor thus lus fall derides 
“ Good heaven * what active feats yon artist show s ! 
What skilful divcis aie oui Plmgian foes * 

Maik wath what ease they sink into the sand ! 

Pity that all their piaclice is by land » ” 

'then rushing sudden on Ins piostialc prize, 

To spoil the caicase ficicc Patroclus flics . 

Swift as a lion, tcmble and bold, 

That sweeps the field, depopulates the fold ; 

Pierced thiough-the dauntless heart, then tumbles slain, 
And from his fatal courage finds lus banc. 

At once bold Hector leaping fiom lus car, 

Defends the body, and provokes the war 
Thus foi some slaughter’d hind, with equal rage, 

Two lordly mleis of the w'ood engage , 

Stung with fierce hunger, each the pre> invades, 

And echoing loars rebellow through the shades. 

Stein Hectoi fastens on the warrior’s head, 

And by the foot Palioclus diags the dead 
While all around, confusion, rage, and flight. 

Mix the contending hosts m moi tal fight 
So pent by hills, the wild winds roar aloud 
In the deep bosom of some gloomy wood ; 

Leaves, aims, and tiees, aloft m ait aie blown, 

The broad oaks ciackle, and the Sylvans gioan ; 

This way and that, the lattlmg thicket bends, 

And the whole forest m one crash descends 
Not with less noise, with less tumultuous rage. 

In dreadful shock the mingled hosts engage 
Darts shower’d on daits, now lound the caicase rmgj 
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Now flights of arrows bounding from the string 
Stones follow stones ; some clatter on the fields 
Some Hard, and heav y, shake the sounding shields 
But where the rising whuhvind clouds the plains, 
Sunk m soft dust the mighty chief remains, 

And, stretch’d m death, forgets the guiding reins » 
Now flaming from the 2enith, Sol had driven 
His fen id 01b through half the \ault of heaven , 
While on each host with equal tempests fell 
The showering darts, and numbers sank to hell 
But when his evening wheels o’erliung the m am , 
Glad conquest rested on die Grecian tram. 

Then from amidst the tumult and alarms, 

They draw the conquered corse and radiant arms 
Then rash Patioclus with new fury glows, 

And breathing slaughter, pours amid the foes 
Thnce on the press like Mars himself he flew, 

And thrice three heroes at each onset slew. 

There ends thy glory 1 there the Fates untwine 
The last black remnant of so bright a line 
Apollo dreadful stops thy middle way; 

Death calls, and heaven allow's no longer da} 1 
For lo ' the god in dusk} clouds enshnncd, 
-Approaching dealt a staggenngblow behind 
The weighty shock his neck and shoulders feel ; 

His eves flash sparkles, his stunn’d senses reel 
In giddy darkness far to distance flung, 

His bounding helmet on the champaign rung 
Achilles’ plume is stain’d with dust and gore , 

That plume which never stoop’d to earth before ; 
Long used, untouch d, m fighting fields to shine, 
And shade the temples of the mad div me 
Jove dooms it now on Hector’s liclm to nod ; 

Not long — for fate pursues him, and the god 
His spear m shivers falls , Ins ample shield 
Drops from his arm his baldric strows the field . 
The corslet his astonish’d breast forsakes 
Loose is each joint , each nerv e with horror shakes , 
Stupid he stares, and all-assistlcss stands 
Such is the force of more than mortal hands 1 
A Dardan }outh there was, well known to fame, 
From Pantbus sprung, Euphorbus was Ins name ; 
Famed for the manage of the foaming horse, 

Skill’d m the dart, and matchless m the course * 

Full tw entv knights he tumbled from the car, 

While } et he leam’d his rudiments of vv ar 
His v enturous spear first drew the hero’s gore , 

He struck, he wounded, but lie durst no more 
Nor. though disarm d, Patroclus furv stood . 

But swift withdrew the long*protendcd wood 
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And turn’d mm short, and herded in the crowd 
Thus, by an arm divine, and mortal spear, 

Wounded', at once, Patroclus yields to fear, 

Retires foi succour to his social tram, 

And flies the fate, which lieaien decreed, m vain 
Stern Hector, as the bleeding chief he Mews, 

Breaks through the ranks, and his relieat pursues 
The lance arrests him with a mortal wound , 

He falls, earth thundeis, and his arms lesound * 
With him all Greece was sunk , that moment all 
Her > et-survivmg heroes seem’d to fall 
So, scorch’d with heat, along the desert scoie, 

The roaming lion meets a bristly boar, 

Fast by the spring , they both dispute the flood, 
With flaming eyes, and 'jaws besmear’d with blood ; 

' At length the sovereign savage wins the strife , 

And the torn boar resigns his thirst and life 
Patroclus thus, so many chiefs o’erthrown, 

So many li\ es effused, empires lus own 
As dy mg now at Hcctoi s feet he lies, 

He sternly i ie\vs him, ''and triumphant cues 
*• Lae there, Patroclus 1 and with thee, the joy 
Thy pride once pionused, of subi eitmg Troy , 

The fancied scenes of Ilion wrapt m flames. 

And thy soft pleasures sen ed with captive dames 
Unthinking mm 1 I fought those toweis to fice, 

And guard that beauteous race fiom lords like thee . 
But thou a prev to vultiues shalt be made , 

Thy ow n Achilles cannot lend thee aid , 


Though much at parting that great chief might say, 
And much enjoin thee, this important dav. - 
‘ Return not, my biave friend (perhaps he said), 
Without the bloody arms of Hector dead ’ " 

He spoke, Patioclus nnreh’d, and thus he sped ’ 
Supine, and wildly gazing on the skies. 

With faint, expiring breath, the chief lephes 
“ Vam boastei ' cease, and know' the poweis di\ me * 
Jove’s and Apollo’s is this deed, not thme , 

To heaven is owed whate’er vom ownjou call, 

And hear en itself disarm’d me ere my fall 
Had twenty mortals each thy match m might, 

Opposed me fairly, thev had sunk m fight “ 

Ly fate and Phoebus y as I first o’erthrown, 

Luphorbus next , the thud mean part thy own 
hut thou, impel ious > hear m\ latest breath , 
the gods inspire it. and it sounds. tin death 
Insulting man, thou shalt be soon as I , 
black fate o’erhangs thee, and thy hour draws nigh : 
h\en now on life’s last lerge I see thee stand, 

I see thee fall, and by Achilles’ hand ’ 
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He faints . the soul unwilling wings her way, 

(The beauteous body left a load of clay) 

Flits to the lone, uncomfortable coast , 

A naked, wandering, melancholy ghost 1 
Then Hector pausing, as his eyes he fed 
On the pale carcase, thus address'd the dead 
“ From whence this boding speech, the stern deciee 
Of dpath denounced, or why denounced to me ? 

Why not as well Achilles’ fate be given 
To Hectoi’s lance ? Who knows the will of heaven ? ” 
Pensive he said , then piessmg as he lay 
His breathless bosom, tore the lance away ; 

And upwai ds cast the corse the reeking spear 
He shakes, and chaiges the bold charioteer 
But swift Automedon with loosen’d reins 
Rapt m the chariot o'ei the distant plains, 

Far from his rage the immoital courseis drove , 

The immoital coursers were the gift of Jove 
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THE SEVENTH nVTTLE, FOR THE 1)0 1)\ Or TATROCI.US — THE ACTS OF MFVrLAl’s 

Menelaus, upon the death of Patrodus, defends his body from the enemj Euphorbus who 
attempts it, ‘is slain Hector advancing, MtnclaQs retires , hut soon returns with Ajax, and 
drives him off This, Glaucus objects to Hector as a flight, who thereupon puts on the 
armour he had won from Patrodus, and renews the battle '1 he Greeks give wa> . till Ajax 
rallies them Aineas sustains the Trojans yLncas and Hector attempt the chariot of 
Achilles, which is home off by Automedon The horses of Achilles deplore the loss of 
Patrodus Jupiter covers his hodj with a thick darl ness * the noble praj er of Ajax on that 
occasion Menelaus sends Antilochus to Achilles, -with the news of Patrodus death then 
returns to the fight, where, though attacked w ith the utmost furj , lie and Mcriones, assisted 
by the Ajaccs, bear off the bodj to the ships 

1 he time is the evening of the eight and tw cntictli dn> The scene lies in the fields 
before Troy 


On the cold catth divine Patrodus spread, 

Lies pierced with wounds among the tulgai dead. 
Great Menelaus, 'touch’d with geneiouswoc, 
Springs to the front, and guaids him from the foe 
Thus round hei new-fallen young the heifer mo\ cs, 
Fiuit of her throes, and fiist-bom of her loves , 
And anxious (helpless as he lies, and baic) 

Turns, and le-tuins hei, with a mother’s care. 
Opposed, to each that near the carcase came, 

His broad shield glimmers, and his lances flame. 

The son of Panthus, skill’d the dart to send, 
Ejes'the dead hero, and insults the fncnd 
“ This hand, Abides, laid Patrodus low , 

Warrior ' desist, nor tempt an equal blow 
1 o me the spoils my piow r ess won, lesign 
Depait with life, and leave the glory mine” 

The Tiojan thus the Spaitan monarch bum d 
With geneious anguish, and in scorn return’d . 
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“Laughs thou not, Jove ! fiom thy superior thione, 
when mortals boast of piowess not their own ? 

Not thus the lion glories m his might, 

Noi panther braves his spotted foe m fight, 

Nor thus the boat (those terrors of the plain ,) 

Man only vaunts his force, and vaunts in vain 
But fai the vainest of the boastful kind, 

These sons of Panthus \ ent then haughty mmd 
Yet ’twas but late, beneath my conquering steel 
This boaster’s brothei, Iiypeienor, fell , 

Against our arm which lashly he defied, 

Vam was Ins vigour,' and as vain his pride 
These eyes beheld him on the dust expire, 

No more to cheer lus spouse, 01 glad his sue 
Presumptuous youth 1 like lus shall be thy doom, 

Go, wait thy biotliei to the Stygian gloom , 

Or, while thou may’st, avoid the thiealen’d fate , 
Fools stay to feel it, and arc wise too late ” 
Unmoved, Euphoibus thus “That action known. 
Come, for my brother’s blood lepay thy own 
His weeping fathei claims thy destined head, 

And spouse, a widow in liei buda! bed 
On these thy conquer’d spoils I shall bestow, 

To soothe a consort’s and a parent’s woe 
No longer then dcfei the glorious strife, 

Let heaven decide our foitunc, fame, and life ” 

Swift as the word the missile lance he filings , 

The well- aim’d weapon on the buckler rings, 

But blunted by the brass, innoxious falls 
On Jove the father gieat Atrides calls, 

Nor flies the javelin fiom lus arm in vam, 

It pierced lus throat, and bent him to the plain , 
Wide thiough the neck appeals the grisly wound, 
Prone sinks the warrior, and lus aims resound 
The shining circlets of lus golden hail. 

Which even the Graces might be proud to wear, 
Instarr’d with gems and gold, bestiw the slioic, 

With dust dishonour’d, and defoim’d with gore 
As the young oln e, in some sylvan scene, 

Ciow'n’d by fresh fountains with eternal green, 

Lifts the gay head, m snowy flowerets fan, 

And plays and dances to the gentle air , 

When lo < a Whirlwind from high heaven invades 
The tender plant, and witheis all its shades , 

It hes uprooted from its genial bed, 

A lovely rum now defaced and dead 
Thus joung, thus beautiful, Euphoibus ln\, 

While the fierce Spartan tore lus arms awaj 
Proud of his deed, and glorious m the prize, 

Afifi lghtcd Troy the towering x ictor flics 
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While umeveng’d the great Sarpedon falls ? 

Even wheie he died for Tioy, you left him theie, 

A feast foi dogs, and all the fowls of air 
On my command if any Lycian wait, 

Hence let him march, and gi\e up-Troy to fate. 
Did such a spirit as the gods impait 
Impel one Trojan hand 01 Trojan heart, 

(Such as should burn m every soul that diaus 
The sword for glory, and his country’s cause) 

Even yet our mutual arms we might employ, 

And drag yon caicase to the walls of Tioy 
Oh ' were Patroclus ouis, v T e might obtain 
Sarpedon’s arms and honoui’d corse again 1 
Greece with Achilles’ friend should be repaid. 

And thus due honoui s purchased to his shade. 

But words aie vam — Let Ajax once appear, 

And Hector trembles and recedes with feai ; 

Thou daFst not meet the terrors of his ey e , 

And. lo 1 alieady thou piepar’st to fly” 

The Trojan chief with fix’d resentment eyed - 
The Lycian leadei, and sedate replied 
“ Say, is it just, my fuend, that Hector’s eai 
From such a waruor such a speech should heai ? 

I deem’d thee once the wisest of thy kind, 

But ill this insult suits a prudent mmd 
I shun great Aja\ ? I desert my tiam ? 

Tis mine to prove the lash assertion vam ; 

I joy to mingle w’here the battle bleeds, 

And hear the thunder of the sounding steeds 
But Jove’s high will is evei uncontrolled, 

The stiong he withers, and confounds the bold , 
Now crowns with fame the mighty man, and now 
Strikes the fresh garland fiom the victor’s biow 1 
Come, through y on squadrons let us hew the way. 
And thou be witness, if I fear to-day , 

If ict a Gteck the sight of Hector diead. 

Or jet their heio dare defend the dead.” 

Then turning to the martial hosts, he cries 
“ \ c Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, and allies 1 
Be men, my fuends, m action as in name, 

And yet be mindful of y our ancient fame 
Hectoi m pioud Achilles’ arms shall shine, 

Torn from Ins friend, by right of conquest mine ” 

He strode along the field, as thus he said 
(The sable plumage nodded o’ei his head ) 

Swift through the spacious plain he sent a look , 
One instant saw, one instant o\ ertook 
} “ e distant band, that on the sandy shore 
A, r ‘’- a,an t spoils to sacred Ihon bore 
rhcrc his own mail unbraced the field bestiow’d 
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And glean the relics of exhausted 1 roy 



Book XVII 


THE ILIAD 

Now then, to conquer or to die prepare ; 

To die or conquer aie the terms of war 
Whatever hand shall wm Patioclus slam, 

Whoe’er shall drag him to the Trojan tiam, 

With Hector’s self shall equal honours claim ; 

With Hector pait the spoil, and share the fame ” 
Fired by his words, the troops dismiss then feais, 
They join, they thicken, they protend their spears ; 
Full on the Greeks they dnve in firm anay, 

And each from Ajax hopes the glorious prey 
Vam hope ' what numbers shall the field, o’erspread, 
What victims perish round the mighty dead 1 
Gieat Ajax mark’d the growing storm from far, 

And thus bespoke his brother of the w ar 
“ Our fatal day, alas 1 is come, my friend ; 

And all our wars and glones at an end ’ 

’Tis not this corse alone we guard in vam, 

Condemn’d to \ ultures on the Tiojan plain ; 

We too must yield the same sad fate must fall 
On thee, on me, perhaps, my friend, on all 
See what a tempest direful Hector spieads, 

And lo ’ it bursts, it thunders on our heads 1 
Call on our Greeks, if any hear the call, 

The bravest Gieeks this hour demands them all” 
The warrior raised his voice, and wide aiound 
The field re-echoed the distressful sound 
“ O chiefs 1 O princes, to whose hand is given 
The rule of men , whose glory is from heaven * - 
Whom with due honours both Atndes giace 
Ye guides and guaidians of our Argive lace 1 
All, whom this well-known voice shall reach from far, 
All, whom I see not through this cloud of war , 

Come all * let generous rage your arms employ, 

And save Patroclus from the dogs of Troy ” 

Oilean Ajax first the voice obey’d, 

Swift was his pace, and ready was his' aid 
Next him Idomeneus, more slow with age, 

And Mcrion, burning wath a hero’s rage. 

The long-succeeding numbeis who can name ? 

But all w’cre Greeks, and eagei all foi fame 
Fierce to the chaige great Hector led the throng , 
Whole Troy embodied rush’d with shouts along 
rhus, when a mountain billow foams and raves, 
t- n so ^ t ' s" °ln river disembogues his waves, 
rull in the mouth is stopp’d the rushing tide, 
a ue bo ling ocean v orks from side to side, 

7 > er trembles to his utmost shore, 

And distant rocks re-bellow to the roar 

resolved, the firm Achaian band 
\\ ith brazen shields m horrid circle stand 
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Tou\ pouring daikncss o’ei the mingled fight, 
Conceals the warriors* shining helms m night • 

To him. the chief for whom the hosts contend 
Had lixed not hateful for lie lived a friend 
Dead lit protects him with superior caie 
Nor dooms his carcase to the buds of an 
The fit st attack the Gicci.tns scarce sustain, 
Repulccd, they j icld , the Trojans seize the slam : 
'l hen fierce they ralh, to reicnge led on 
Ih the swift t igc of Aja\ 'lelamon. 

(Ajax to 1'eleus son the second name, 

In graceful statui c next, and next in fame) 

With headlong force the foremost ranks he toie , 
So through the thicket bursts the mountain boar, 
And rmlel) scatters, for a distance lound, 

The flighted hunter and the baying hound 
The son of Lclluis, biaxc Pelasgus’ hen, 
Hippothous, dragg d the caicasc through the war, 
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The sinewy ankles boicd, the feet he bound 
With thongs mseitcd thiough the double wound 
Inevitable fate o’ertnkes the deed ; 

Doom’d by great Ajax’ vengeful lance to bleed , 

It cleft the helmet’s brazen cheeks m twain , 

The shatter’d cicst and horse-hair strow the plain . 
With nerves relaxed he tumbles to the ground 
The brain comes gushing through the ghastly w ound : 
He drops Patroclus’ foot, ancl o’er him spread, 

Now’ lies a sad companion of the dead 
Far from Larissa lies, his native air, 

And ill icquitcs lus parents’ tender care 
Lamented youth 1 m life’s first bloom he fell, 
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Sent by gicat Ajax to the similes of hell 
Once more at Aja\ Hector's jnitlm flics , 

The Grecian maikmg, as it cut the *kics, 

Shunn’d the descending death , which hissing on, 
Stretch’d in the dust the gicat 1 plums’ son, 

Schedtus the biavc, of all the Phocian kind 
The boldest wauior and the noblest mind 
In little Panopl, foi stiength icnown’d, 

He held his seat, and 1 tiled the realms around 
Plunged m his thioat, the weapon dmnk Ins blond. 
And deep transpiercing through the shoulder stood , 
In clanging aims the hero fell and all 
The fields resounded with his wciglitv fall. 

Phorcys, as slain llippothous he defends, 

The Telamoman lance Ins belly rends , 

The hollow arinoui burst befote the stroke, 

And through the wound the rushing cntiails broke : 
In strong convulsions panting on the sands 
He hep, and grasps the dust with d) mg hands 
Stiuck at the sight, lccede the 'lrojan tram 
The shouting Ai gives ship the heroes slam 
And now had Troy, by Gieecc compcll’d to yield, 
Fled to her ramparts, and lesign’d the field , 

Greece, m her native fortitude elate, 

With Jove averse, had turn’d the scale of fate 
But Phoebus urged /Eneas to the fight , 

He seem’d like aged Periphas to sight 
(A heiald in Anclnses’ love giown old. 

Revered for prudence, and with prudence bold ) 
Thus he — “ What methods yet, O chief 1 remain, 
To save your Tro>, though heaven its fall ordain ? 
Theie have been heroes, who, by \ irtuous care, 

By valour, numbers, and by aits of war, 

Have forced the powders to spaie a sinking state, 
And gam’d at length the glorious odds of fate 
But you, when foitune smiles, when Joie dcclaies 
His partial favour, and assists y our ivai s, 

Your shameful efforts ’gainst join selves employ, 
And force the unwilling god to rum T roy ” 
iEneas through the form assumed descries 
The power conceal’d, and thus to Hector cues 
‘ Oh lasting shame * to our own feai s a pi ey , 

We seek our ramparts, and desert the day 
A god, nor is he less, my bosom warms, 

And tells me, Jove asseits the Tiojan arms ” 

He spoke, and foremost to the combat flew' 

The bold example all his hosts pursue. 

Then, first, Leocntus beneath him bled, 

In vam beloved by valiant Lycomede , 

Who view’d his fall, and, gnevmg at the chance, 
oivift to levenge it sent his angry lance , 
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Alas 1 thy friend is slain, and Hcctoi wields 
Achilles’ arms triumphant m the fields ” 

“ in happy time (the charioteer replies) 

The bold Alcimedon no»v gieets my eyes , 

No Gieek like him the heavenly steeds icstrams, 

Or holds tlieir fury in suspended lems . 

Patroclus, wlnlc he lived, their rage could tame, 

But now Patroclus is an empty name 1 
To thee I yield the seat, to thee resign 
The ruling charge the task of fight be mine ” 

He said Alcimedon, with actn e heat, 

Snatches the reins, and vaults into the seat. 

His friend descends The chief of Troy descried, 
And call’d Aeneas fighting near his side 
«• Lo, to my sight, beyond our hope restored, 

Achilles’ car, deserted of its lord ' 

The glorious steeds our ready arms invite. 

Scarce their weak drivers guide them through the fight 
Can such opponents stand ivhen we assail ? 

Unite thy force, my friend, and we prevail ” 

The son of Venus to the counsel yields , 

Then o’er their backs they spread their solid shields 
With brass refulgent the broad suiface slimed. 

And thick bull-hides the spacious concave lined. 

Them Chromius follow s, Aretus succeeds ; 

Each hopes the conquest of the lofty steeds 
In vain, bra\e youths, with glorious hopes >e bum, 

In vain adiance ! not fated to lctuin 
UntaoVd, Automedon attends the- fight, 

Implores the Eternal, and collects lus might 
Then turning to his friend, w ith dauntless mind 
u Oh keep the foaming coursers close behind ! 

Full on my shoulders let their nostrils blow, 

For hard the fight, determined is the foe , 

’Tis Hector comes and when he seeks the prize, 

War knows no mean , he wins it or he dies ’ 

Then through the field he sends his voice aloud, 
And calls the Ajaces fiom the warring crowd, 

With great Atndes “ Hither turn, (lie said,) 

Turn where distiess demands immediate aid , 

The dead, encircled by his friends, foi ego, 

And sa\ e the living from a fiercer foe 
Unhelp’d we stand, unequal to engage 
The force of Hectoi, and ./Eneas’ rage 
Yet mighty* as they* aie, my force to pro\ e 
Is only mine the event belongs to Jove ” 

He spoke, and high the sounding javelin flung, 
Which pass’d. the shield of Aietus the young 
It pierced his belt, emboss’d with curious art, 

Then in the low er belly struck die dart. 
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As when a ponderous axe, descending full, 

Clcucsthc bioad forehead of some brawny bull 3 
Struck ‘tui\t the horns, lie springs with many a bound, 
l hen tumbling rolls ctioimous on the ground 
'1 hus fell the joiith , $he air lus soul received, 

And the spear trembled as Ins entrails heaved. 

Now at Automedon the Tiojan foe 
Discharged his lance ; the meditated blow, 

Stooping, he shunn’d , the jaichn idly fled, 

And hiss’d innoxious o’ci the hero's head , 

Deep looted m the ground, the foiceful spear 

In long ubrations spent us fury there 

With clashing falchions now the chiefs had closed, 

Hut each bi.ue Ajax hcaid. and interposed , 

Nor longer Hectoi with his Tiojans stood, 

Hut left then slam companion in his blood 
His aims Automedon divests, and cries, 

"Accept, Patroclus, this mean sacrifice 

Thus have I soothed mj griefs, and thus liai c paid, 

Poor as it is, some offering to thy shade ” 

So looks the hon o’ci a mangled boar. 

All grim with rage, and horrible with gore , 

High on the chariot at one bound he sprung, 

And o’er his seat the bloody trophies hung 
And now Mmei i a from the realms of air 
Descends impetuous, and lenews the wai , 

For, pleased at length the Grecian arms to aic 
The loid of thunders sent the blue-eyed maid. 

As when high Jove denouncing future w r oe/ 

O’er the dark clouds extends his purple bow, 

(In sign of tempests from the troubled air. 

Or from the rage of man, destructive vrar,) 

The drooping cattle dread the impending skies, 

And from lus half-tiU’d Held the labourer flies 
In such a form the goddess lound her diew 
A livid cloud, and to the battle flew 
Assuming Phoenix’ -shape on earth she falls. 

And m his well-known voice to Spaita calls 
"And lies Achilles’ friend, beloiea by all, 

A prev to dogs beneath the Trojan wall 5 
What shame to Greece for futuie times to tell, 

To thee the gieatest m whose cause he fell »" 

“ O chief, O father 1 (Atreus’ son replies) 

O full of days » by long experience wise > 

What more desires mj soul, than here unmoved 
To guard the body of the man I loved? 


3 Seme bra-vtty bull 


Like to a bull, that with impetuous spring 

Darts, at the moment when the fatal blow 

Hath struck him, but unaMe to proceed 

Plunges on either side — Carej s Dante Hell, c. an 
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All, would Minerva send me strength to lear 
This wearied aim, and ward the storm of war ! 

But Hector, like the rage of fire, we dread, 

And Jove’s own glories blaze around his head > 

Pleased to be fiist of all the powers addicssd, 

She breathes new vigour in liei hero’s breast, 

And fills with keen revenge, with fell despite, 

Desire of blood, and rage, and lust of fight 
So burns the vengeful hornet (soul all o’er;, 

Repulsed in vain, and thusty still of gore , 

(Bold son of air and heat) on angry lungs 
Untamed, untired, he turns, attacks, and slings. 

Fired with like ardoui fierce Atndes flew, 

And sent his soul with every lance lie threw. 

There stood a Trojan, not unknown to fame, 
Action’s -son, and Podes was his name 
With riches honour’d, and with courage bless’cl, 

By Hector loved, his comrade, and his guest , 

Through his broad belt the spear a passage found, 
And, ponderous as he falls, his arms resound 
Sudden at Hector’s side Apollo stood, 

Like Phtenops, Asius’ son, appear’d the god ; 

(Asms the great, who held his wealthy reign 
In fair Abydos, by the rolling mam ) 

“ Oh prince 1 (he cried) Oh foiemost once in fame ! 
What Grecian now shall tremble at thy name ? 

Dost thou at length to Menelaus yield, ~ 

A chief once thought no terror of the field ? 

Yet singly, now, the long-disputed prize 
He bears victorious, while our army flies • 

By the same arm illustrious Podes bled , 

The friend of Hector, unrevenged, is dead 1 ” 

This heard, o’ei Hector spreads a cloud of woe, 

Rage lifts his lance, and drives him on the foe. 

But now the Eternal shook his sable shield, 

That shaded Ide and all the subject field 
Beneath its ample verge A rolling cloud 
Involved the mount , the thunder roar’d aloud , 

The affrighted hills from their foundations nod, 

And blaze beneath the lightnings of the god 
At one regard of his all-seeing eye 
The vanquish’d triumph, and the victors fly 
Then trembled Greece the flight Peneleus led : 
For as the brave Boeotian turn’d his head 
To face the foe, Polydamas drew near, 

And razed his shoulder with a shorten’d spear 
By Hector wounded, Leitus quits the plain, 

Pierced through the wnst , and raging with the pam. 
Grasps 111s once formidable lance m vain 
As Hector follow’d, Idomen addiess’d 
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The flaming javelin to his manly breast , 

The brittle point before his corslet yields ; 
Exulting Troy with clamour fills the fields : 

H lgh on his chariots the Cretan stood, 

T he son of Priam whirl’d the massive wood 
But erring from its aim, the impetuous spear 
Struck to the dust the squire and charioteer 
Of martial Merion Cceranus his name, 

Who left fair Lyctus for the fields of fame 
On foot bold Merion fought ; and now laid low, 
Had giaced the triumphs of his Tiojan foe, 

But the biave squire the ready coursers bi ought, 
And with his life his master’s safety bought 
Between Ins cheek and ear the weapon went, 
The -teeth it shatter’d, and the tongue it rent 
Prone from the seat he tumbles to the plain , 

His dying hand forgets the falling lem 
This Menon leaches, bending from the car, 

And urges to desert the hopeless war 
Idomeneus consents , the lash applies , 

And the swift chariot to the navy flics 
Not Ajax less - the will of heaven descried, 

And conquest shifting to the Trojan side, 

Turn’d by the hand of Jove. Then thus begun, 
To Atreus's seed, the godlike Telamon 
“ Alas ' who sees not Jove's almighty hand 
Tiansfers the glory to the Trojan band ? 
Whether the weak or stiong discharge the dait, 
He guides each arrow to a Grecian lieait 
Not so our spears , incessant though thc> n 11, 
He suffers every lance to fail m vain 
Deserted of the god, yet let us try 
What human stiength and prudence can supply , 
If jet this honour’d porse, in triumph borne, 

May glad the fleets that hope not our return, 
Who tremble yet, scarce rescued from their fates. 
And still hear Hector thundering at their gates 
Some hero too must be despatch’d to bear 
The mournful message to Pelides’ ear , 

For sure he knows not, distant on the shore, 

His friend, his loved Patroclus, is no more 
But such a chief I spy not through the host 
The men, the steeds, the ainues, all arc lost 

In general darkness Lord of earth and air ( 

Oh king 1 Oh father 1 hear my humble ptaj cr 
Dispel this cloud, the light of hem cn restore ; 
Give me to sec, and Ajax asks no moie 
If Greece must perish, we thy mil obej, 

But let us perish in the face of da> 1 " 

With tears the hero spoke, and at his prajer 
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The god lelenting cleai’d the clouded mi ; 

Forth burst the sun with all-cnhghtenmg lay ; 

The blaze of armour flash’d against the day. 

“Now, now, Atridcs ' cast mound thy sight ; 

If yet Antilochus survives the fight, 

Let him to great Achilles’ cai convey 

The fatal news” Atridcs hastes aw ay. 

So turns the Hon fiom the nightly fold. 

Though high m courage, and with liungci bold, 

Long gall’d by herdsmen, and long \ e\’d by hounds, 
Stiff with fatigue, and fretted sore \\ ith wounds ; 

The darts fly round him from a hundred hands, 

And the red terrors of the blazing brands : 

Till late, reluctant, at the dawn of day 
Sour he departs, and quits the untasted prej , 

So moved Atridcs from lus dangerous place 
- With weary limbs, but with unwilling pace , 

The foe, he fear’d, might yet Patroclus gam, 

And much admonish’d, much adjured his tram . 

“ O guard these lelics to your charge consign’d. 
And bear the merits of the dead m mind ; 

How skill’d he was m each obliging art ; 

The mildest manners, and the gentlest heart . 

He was, alas ! but fate decreed his end, 

In death a lieio, as m life a friend 

So parts the chief, fiom lank to rank he flew, 
And round on all sides sent his piercing new 
As the bold bird, endued with sharpest e> e 
Of all that wings the mid aerial sky, 

The sacred eagle, from Ins walks above 
Looks down, and sees the distant thicket move ; 
Then stoops, and sousing on the quivering hare. 
Snatches his life amid the clouds of air. 

Not with less quickness, Ins 'exerted sight 
Pass’d this and that way, through the ranks of fight 
Till on the left the chief he sought, he found, 
Cheering his men, and spreading deaths aiound * 
To linn the king “ Beloved of Jove 1 draw neai, 
For sadder tidings nevei touch’d thy ear ; 

Thy eyes have witness’d what a fatal turn 1 
How Ihon. triumphs, and the Achaians mourn 
This is not all Patroclus, on the shore 
Now pale and dead, shall succour Greece no moic. 
Fly to the fleet, this instant fly, and tell 
The sad Achilles, how his loved-one fell 
He too may haste the naked corse to gain 
The arms aie Hector’s, who despoil’d the slam ” 

The youthful warrior heard with silent woe, 

From his fair eyes the tears began to flow 
Big with the mighty grief, he strove to say 
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What son ow dictates, but no word found way. 

To brave Laodocus hts aims he flung, 

Who, near him wheeling, drove Ins steeds along , 

- Then ran the mournful message to impart. 

With tearful eyes, and with dejected heart. 

Swift fled the youth nor Menelaus stands 
(Though sore distress’d) to aid the Pjlian bands , 
But bids bold Thrasymede those troops sustain , 
Himself returns to his Patroclus slam 
“ Gone is Antilochus (the hero said) ; 

But hope not, warriors, foi Achilles’ aid • 

Though fierce his rage, unbounded be 1ns woe. 
Unarm'd, he fights not with the Tiojanfoe. 

’Tis in our hands alone our hopes remain, 

’Tis our own vigour must the dead regain, 

And save oui selves, while with impetuous hate 
Troy pours along, and tins way rolls our fate ” 

“’Tis well (said Aja\), be it then thy care, 

With Morion’s aid, the weighty corse to real ; 

' Myself, and my bold brother wall sustain 
The shock of Hector and his charging tram * 

Nor fear we armies, fighting side by side , ' 

What Troy can dare, we have already tned, 

Have tried it, and have stood.” The heio said 
High from the ground the warriors heave the dead 
A general clamour rises at the sight . 

Loud shout the Trojans, and renew the fight. 

Not fiercer rush along the gloomy w r ood, 

With rage insatiate, and with thirst of blood, 
Voracious hounds, that many a length before 
Their furious hunters, duve the wounded boar , 

But if the savage turns his glaring eye, 

They howl aloof, and round the forest fly. 

Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour, 

Wave their thick falchions, and their javelins shower 
But Ajax turning, to their fears they yield, 

All pale they tremble and forsake the field 
While thus aloft the hero’s corse they bear, 

Behind them rages all the storm of war 
Confusion, tumult, horror, o’er the throng 
Of men, steeds, chariots, urged the rout along 
Less’ fierce the wands with rising flames conspire 
To whelm some city under waves of fire , 

Now sink m gloomy clouds the proud abodes, 

Now crack the blazing temples of the gods , 

The rumbling torrent through the ruin rolls, 

And sheets of smoke mount heavy to the poles 
The heroes sweat beneath their honour'd load • 

As when two mules, along the rugged road, 

From the steep mountain with exerted strength 
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Drag some vast beam, or mast’s unwieldy length , 

Inly they groan, big chops of sweat distil, 

The enormous timbci lumbering down the hill : 

So these — Behind, the bulk of Ajax stands, 

And biealcs the tonent of the rushing bands 
Thus when a i iver swell’d with sudden rams 
Spieads his bioad waters o’er the level plains, 

Some interposing lull the stream divides, 

And breaks its force, and turns the winding tides 
Still close they follow, close the rear engage , 

/Eneas storms, and Hector foams with rage 
While Gieecc a heavy, thick retteat maintains, 

Wedged m one body, like a flight of cranes, 

That shnek incessant, while tl>e falcon, hung 
High on poised pinions, threats llieir callow young 
So from the Trojan chiefs the Giecians fly, 

Such the wild terroi, and the mingled cry 
Within, without the tiench, and all the way, 

Strow’d m bright heaps, their arms and armoui lay ; 

Such honor Jove impiess’d 1 yet still proceeds 
The work of death, and still the battle bleeds 
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IIjc new A or the licit 1 ! of Pitrnc'u- is brought to Achilles bj Antilochus. Thetis, hearing his 
IimenVUirhs comes with til her sei ns mphs to comfort him The speeches of the mother 
•uul v>n on this occasion Ins appcirv to Achilles bj the command or Juno, md orders him 
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the scene is at Achilles’ teat on the seashore, from whence it changes to the palace of 
\ ulcan 


Thus like the rage of fire the combat bums,' 

And non it rises, now it sinks by turns. 

Meanwhile, where Hellespont’s broad waters flow, 

Stood Nestors son, the messenger of woe 
There sat Achilles, shaded by Ins sails, 

On hoisted } ards extended to the gales , 

Pensne he sat , for all that fate design'd 
Rose in sad prospect to his boding mind 
Thus to Ins soul he said * ** Ah 1 w r hat constrains 
The Greeks, late victors, now to quit the plains ? 

Is this the da\, which heaien so long ago 
Ordam’d, to sink me w ith the w eight of w oe 5 
(So Thetis warn’d ,) when bj a Trojan hand 
The bm\ est of the Mj mndonian band 
Should lose the light 1 Fulfilled is that decree , 

Fallen is the warrior, and Patroclus he ' 

In \mn I charged him soon to quit the plain, 

And warn’d to shun Hectorean force in vam 

* 1 his is connected with the earlier part of list book, the regular nareativ e being interrupt'd 

by the message of Antilochus and the lamentations of Achilles 
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Thus while he thinks, Antilochus appeals, 

And tells the melancholy tale with teais 
“ Sad tidings, son of Peleus ' thou must heai ; 

And wretched 'I, the unwilling messenger 1 
Dead is Patroclus • Foi his corse they fight ; 

His naked corse lus arms are Hector's right." 

'A sudden hoiroi shot through all the chief, 

And wiapp’d his senses m the cloud of grief , 

Cast on the ground, with furious hands he spread 
The scorching ashes o'ei lus graceful head , 

His purple gaimcnts, and his golden hans, 

Those he defoims with dust, and these he teais ; 

On the haid soil his groaning bieast he thiew, 

And roll’d and grovell’d, as to earth he giew 
The virgin captives, with disorder’d chaims, 

(Won by his own, 01 by Patioclus’ aims,) - 

Rush’d from their tents with cries , and gathering lound. 
Beat their white breasts,' and fainted on the ground 
While Nestor’s son sustains a manlier pait, 

And mourns the wainor with a warrior’s heait j 
Hangs on his aims, amidst his frantic woe, 

And oft prevents the meditated blow^ 

Far in the deep abysses -of the main, 2 
With hoary Nereus, and the watery tiam, 

The mothei -goddess from her crystal throne 
Heard his loud cries, and answer’d groan foi gioan. 

The circling Neieids with their mistiess weep, 

And all the sea-gieen sisters of the deep. 

Thalia, Glaucfc (every wateiy name), 

Hessea mild, and silver Spio came 
Cymothoe and Cymodoch weie nigli. 

And the blue languish of soft Alia’s ej e 
Their locks Actsea and Limnona lear, . 

Then Proto, Dons, Panopfc appear, 

Thoa, Pheiusa, Doto, Melita , 

Aga\ 6 gentle, and Amphithoe gay 
Nc\t Callianna, Callianassa show 
Their sister looks j Dexamenfe the slow, 

And swift D>namen6, non cut the tides . 

Iaira now the verdant wave divides 
Nemertes with Apseudes lifts the head, 

Bright Galatea quits liei peaily bed , 

These Orythia, Clvmenb, attend, 

Miera, Amplunonie, the tram extend ; 

And black Jnnua, and Janassa fair, 

And Amatheia with her amber liair 

All these, and all that deep in ocean held 

Their sacred scats, the glimmering grotto fill’d ; 


t So .? C !? nu ? h '?*l the lamcn ‘V<>ns of Prometheus, in the p 
/v ^Ciij lus, and comes from th* depths of the sea to comfort him* 


of 
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Each beat hci ivorj breast with silent woe, 

Till Thetis' soi row s tlius began to flow 
“ Hear me, and ludgc, y c sisters of the mam • 
How just a cause has Thetis to complain » 

How wretched, were I mortal, were my fate 1 
How more than wretched in the immortal state ' 
Sprung from my bed a godlike licio came, 

The bra\est fat that ever boie the name , 

Like some fair olive, by my careful hand 
He grew*, he flourish’d and adorn’d the land 
To Troy I sent him but the fates ordam 
lie never, never must return again 
So short a space the light of heaven to view, 

So short, alas 1 and fill'd w ith anguish too ' 

Hear how his soirows echo thiough the shore 1 
I cannot case them, but I must deplore ; 

I go at least to bear a tender part, 

And mourn my loved-one w’ltli a mother’s heart.” 

She said, and left the caverns of the main, 

AH bathed in tears , the melancholy tram 
Attend her way’ Wide-opening part the tides, 
While the long pomp the silver wave divides 
Approaching now, they touch’d the Trojan land , 
i Then, two by two, ascended up the strand 
The immortal mothei, standing close beside 
Her mournful offspring, to his sighs leplied , 

Along the coast their mingled clamouis lan, 

And thus the silver-fooled dame began 
“Why mourns my son ? thy late prefeir’d lequest 
The god has granted, and the Greeks distiess’d • 
Why mourns my son ? thy anguish let me share, 

Rev eal the cause, and trust a parent’s care ” 

He, deeply groaning-—" To this cureless grief, 
Not even the Thunderer’s favour brings relief 
Patroclus— All '—say, goddess, can I boast 
A pleasure now’ ? rev enge itself is lost , 

Patroclus, loved of all my martial tram, 

Beyond mankind, beyond myself; is slain ' 

Lost aic those arms the gods themselves bestow d 
On Pelcus , Hector bears the glorious load 
Cursed be that day, when all the powers above 
Thy charms submitted to a mortal love 
O liadst thou still, a sister of the mam, 

Pursued the pleasures of the watery’ reign 
And happier Peleus, less ambitious, led 
A mortal beauty to lus equal bed 1 
Ere the sad fruit of thy unhappy womb 
Had caused such sorrow s past, and w oes to come 
For soon, alas ' that wretched offspring slain, ,, 
New woes, new soirows, shall create again 
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* I'is not in fate the alternate now to give ; 

Patroclus dead, Achilles hates to live. 

Let me revenge it on ptoud Hector’s heart, 

Let Ins last spirit smoke upon my dait ; 

On these conditions will 1 breathe * till then, 

I blush to walk among the race of men,” 

A flood of teats, at this, the goddess shed : 
f ‘Ah then, 1 see thee djing, see thee dead * 

When Hector falls, thou dicst 1 " Let Hector die, 

And let me fall ! (Achilles made reply) 

Far lies Patroclus front his natnc plain 1 
He fell, and falling, wish’d my md m tain. 

Ah then, since from this miserable day 
I cast all hope of my return away ; 

Since, unrevenged, a hundred ghosts demand 
The fate of Hector from Achilles’ hand , 

Since here for brutal courage fai renow n’d, 

1 live an idle burden to the ground, 

(Others m council famed' for nohlei skill, 

More useful to preserve, than I to kill,) 

Let me — But oh * te gracious powers aboic ! 

Wrath and tevenge from men and gods remove . 

Far, far too dear to cvcrj mortal breast, 

Sweet to the soul, as honey to the taste . 

Gathering like \apours of a no\ious kind 
Fiom fiery blood, and daikcnmg all the nund. 

Me Agamemnon urged to deadly hate j 
’1 is past — 1 quell it , I resign to fate* 

Yes — 1 will meet the murderer of my friend ; 

Or (if the gods ordam it) meet m> end 
The stroke of fate the strongest cannot shun . 

The great Alcidcs, Jove’s unequall’d son, 

To Juno’s hate, at length resign’d lus breath, 

And sunk the \ictim of all-conquering death 
So shall Achilles fall! stretch’d pale and dead, 

No moie the Grecian hope, oi Trojan dread ' 

Let me, this instant, rush into the fields, 

And leap what glory life’s short han est yields 
Shall I not force some widow’d dame to tear 
With frantic hands her long disheiell’d hail > 

Shall I not foice her breast to licaic with sighs, 

And the soft teais to trickle from her ejes ? 

Yes, 1 shall give the fair those mournful charms — 

In rain you hold me — Hence 1 my arms 1 my aims 1 — 
Soon shall the sanguine toircnt spread so wide, 

That all shall know Achilles swells the tide,” 

“ My son (coeiulean Thetis made leply, 

To fate submitting with a secret sigh,) 

The host to succoui, and thy fi lends to save, 

Is worthy thee , the duty of the brave. 
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But canst thou, naked, issue to the plains ? 

Thy radiant arms the Trojan foe detains. 
Insulting Hector bears the spoils on high, 

But vainly glories, for his fate is nigh 
Yet, yet awhile thy geneious ardour stay , 
Assured, I meet thee at the dawn of day, 
Charged with refulgent arms (a glorious load), 
Vulcanian arms, the labour of a god ” 

Then turning to the daughters of the mam, 
The goddess thus dismiss’d her azure tram 
K Ye sistei Nereids 1 to your deeps descend , 
Haste, and our father’s sacred seat attend , 

I go to find the aiclntect divme, 

Where vast Olympus’ starry summits slime 
So tell out hoaiy sue” This charge she ga\e 



THETIS ORDLRINC. HIE NLREIDS TO DESCEND INTO THE SEA 


The sea-green sistei s plunge beneath the wave 
Thetis once more ascends the bless’d abodes, 

And treads the brazen threshold of the gods 
And now the Greeks from furious Hector’s foice, 
Uige to broad Hellespont their headlong course , 
Nor yet their chiefs Patroclus’ body boie 
Safe through the tempest to the tented shore 
The horse, the foot, uith equal fuiyjain’d. 

Pour’d on the rear, and thunder’d ^..ose behind 
And like a flame through fields of ripen’d coin, 
The lage of Hector o’er the ranks was boine 
Thrice the slam heio by the foot he diew , 

Thi ice to the skies the Trojan clamours itew . 

As oft the Ajaces his assault sustain , 
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But check’d, he turns , lepuls’d, attacks again. 

With fieicei shouts his lingering troops he files, 

Nor yields a step, nor from his post retires 
So watchful shepherds stiive to force, in vain, 

The hungry lion fiom a carcase slain 
Even yet Patroclus had he borne away, 

And all the gloncs of the extended day, 

Had not high Juno from the 1 calms of an, 

Secret, despatch’d liei tiusty mcsscngei 
The various goddess of the showeiy bow, 

Shot in a whnlwmd to the shore below , 

To gieat Achilles at his ships she came, 

And thus began the many-colour’d dame 
“ Rise, son of Pcleus 1 rise, divinely brave 1 
Assist the combat, and Patioclus save 
For him the slaughter to the fleet they spread, 

And fall by mutual wounds around the dead 
To diag him back to Tioy the foe contends 
Nor with lus death the rage of Hector ends 
A.prey to dogs he dooms the coise to he, 

And maiks the place to fix his head on high 
Rise, and pi event (if yet you think of fame) 

Thy friend’s disgrace, thy own eternal shame ' ” 

“ Who sends thee, goddess, fiom the ethereal skies ? ” 
Achilles thus And Ins thus replies , . 

“I come/Pelides * from the queen of Jo\e, 

The immortal empress of the realms above ; 

Unknown to him who sits remote on high, 

Unknown to all the synod of the sky ” 

“ Thou comest in vain (he cries, with fury waim’d) ; 
Anns I have none, and can I fight unarm’d ? 

Unwilling as I am, of foice I stay, 

Till Thetis bung me at the dawn of day 
Vulcaman arms what othei can I wield, s 
Except the mighty Telamoman shield ? 

'That, in my friend’s defence, has Ajax spiead, 

While his strong lance aiound him heaps the dead 
The gallant chief defends Mencetius’ son, 

And does what his Achilles should have done ” 

“ Thy want of aims (said Ins) well we know , 

But though unaim’d, yet- clad 111 terrois, go 1 
Let but Achilles o’ei yon trench appeal,' 

Proud Troy shall tiemble, and consent to fear 
Greece from one glance of that tremendous eye 
Shall take new courage, and disdain to fly ” 

She spoke, and pass’d in au The hero lose . 

Her aegis Pallas o’er his shouldei throws , 

Around lus blows a golden cloud she spread 
A stream of glory flamed above his head 
As when fi om some beleaguer’d town arise 
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'i he smokes, high circling to the shaded skies ; 

(Seen from some island, o'er the mam afai, 
when men distiess’d hang out the sign of wai ,) 

Soon as the sun in ocean hides his lays, 

1 hick on the hills the flaming beacons blaze , 

With long-projected beams the seas arc bright, 

And hea\en's high arch reflects the ruddy light 
bo from Achilles’ head the splendours rise, 

Reflecting blaze on blaze against the skies. 

Forth march'd the chief, and distant from the crowd, 
High on the rampart raised hts voice aloud , 

With her own shout Minerva swells the sound , 

Troy starts astonish’d, and the shores inbound. 

As the loud trumpet's biazen mouth from far 
With shrilling clangour sounds the alaim of war, 
Struck from the walls, the echoes float on high, 

And the round bulwarks and thick towers reply j 
So high his brazen toice the hero 1 ear’d 
Hosts dropp’d tlieir arms, and tiembled as they lieaid : 
And back tlic chariots roll, and coursers bound, 

And steeds and men he mingled on the ground. 

Aghast they sec the living lightnings play, 

And turn their eyeballs fiom the flashing ray 
Thrice from the trench his dreadful voice he raised , 
And thrice they fled, confounded and amazed. 

Twehe m the tumult wedged, untimely rush’d 
On their own spears, by their ow'n chariots crush’d * 
While, shielded from the darts, the Greeks obtain 
The long-contended carcase of the slam 
A lofty bier the breathless warrior bears . 

Around, his sad companions melt m tears 
But chief Achilles, bending down his head, 

Pours unavailing sorrows o’er the dead, 

Whom late triumphant, with lus steeds and car, 
lie sent refulgent to the field of war , 

(Unhappy change ') now senseless, pale, he found, 
Stretch'd forth, and gash’d with many a gaping wound 
Meantime, unwearied with his heavenly way, 

In ocean’s wm cs the unw filing light of day 
Quench'd his red orb, at Juno's high command, 

And from their labours eased the Achaian band. 

The frighted Trojans (panting from the w'ar, 

Their steeds unharness’d from the wcaiy car) 

A sudden council call’d each chief appear’d 
In haste, and standing , for to sit they fear'd 
’Twns now no season for prolong'd debate ; 

They saw Achillea, and m him their fate 
Silent thev stood Poly damns at last, 

Skill’d to discern the futme by the past, 

The son of Panthus, thus e\prcss'd his fears 
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(The fhcnd of Hector, and of equal years ; 

The self-same night to both a being gave, 

One wise m council, one m action brave) 

« jji f re e debate, my fi lends, your sentence spea 
For me, I move, befoic the morning break, 

To raise our camp : too dangerous here our jpost, 
Far from Troy walls, and on a naked coast. 

I deem’d not Gieece so dreadful, while engaged 
In mutual feuds her king and heio raged , 

Then, while we hoped our armies might prevail, 
We boldly camp’d beside a thousand sail 
I dread Pclides now : his rage of mind 
Not long continues to the shores confined, ( 

Nor to the fields, where long in equal fiay 
Contending nations won and lost the day ; 

For Troy, for Troy, shall henceforth be the strife, 



JUNO COMMANDING THE SUN TO SET 


And the hard contest not for fame, but life 
Haste then to Ilion, while the favouring night 
Detains these terrors, keeps that arm from fight. 
If but the morrow’s sun behold us here, 

That arm, those terrors, we shall feel, not fear ; 
And hearts that now disdain, shall leap with joy, 
If heaven permit them then to enter Troy. 

Let not my fatal prophecy be true. 

Nor what I tremble but to think, ensue. 
Whatever be our fate, yet let us try 
What force of thought and reason can supply , 
Let us on counsel for oui guard depend \ 

The town her gates and buhvailcs shall defend. 
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When morning dawns, orn well-appointed poweis, 
Array’d m arms, shall line the lofty towers. 

Let the fierce hero, then, when fury calls, 
vent his mad vengeance on our rocky walls, 

Or fetch a thousand circles round the plain, 

Till his spent coursers seek the fleet again 
So may lus rage be tired, and labour’d down ' 

And dogs shall tear him ere he sack the town " 

11 Return 1 (said Hector, fired with stern disdain) 
What » coop whole armies m our walls again ? 

Was ’t not enough, ye valiant warriors, say, 

Nine years imprison'd m those towers ye Jay? 
Wide o’er the. world was Ihon famed of old 
For biass exhaustless, and for mines of gold 
.But while inglorious m her walls we stay’d, 

Sunk were her treasures, and hei stores decay’d ; 
The Phrygians now her scatter'd spoils enjoy, 

And proud Mseonia wastes the fruits of Troy 
Great Jove at length my arms to conquest calls, 
And shuts the Grecians m their wooden walls . 
Darest thou dispirit whom the gods incite ? 

Flies any Trojan ? I shall stop his flight. 

To better counsel then attention lend , 

Take due refreshment, and the watch attend. 

If there be one whose nches cost him care, 

Forth let him bring them for the troops to share ; 
’Tis better generously bestow’d on those, 

Than left the plunder of our country’s foes 
Soon as the mom the purple orient warms, 

Fierce on yon navy will we pour our arms. 

If great Achilles rise m all his might, 

His be the danger . I shall stand the fight 
Honour, ye gods 1 or let me gain or give j 
And live he glorious, whosoe’er shall live 1 
Mars is our common lord, alike to all ; 

And oft the victor triumphs, but to fall " 

The shouting host m loud applauses join’d ; 

So Pallas robb’d the many of their mind ; 

To their own sense condemn’d, and left to choose 
The worst advice, the better to refuse 
While the long night extends her sable reign, 
Around Patroclus mourn’d the Grecian tram 
Stem m superior grief Pehdes stood , 

Those slaughtering arms, so used to bathe in blood, 
Now clasp his clay-cold limbs then gushing start 
The tears, and sighs burst from his swelling heart. 
The lion thus, with dreadful anguish stung, 

Roars through tire desert, and demands Ins young , 

When the grim savage, to Ins rifled den 

Too late returning, snuffs the track of men, _ n 
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And o’er the vales and o’er the forest hounds ; 

His clamorous grief the bellowing wood resounds. 

So grieves Achilles ; and, impetuous, vents 
To nil his Myrmidons his loud lament*!. 

“ In what vain promise, gods 1 did I engage, 

When to console Menoctius’ feeble age, 

1 \owed his mnch-Io\ cd offspring to restore, 

Charged with rich spoils, to fur Opuntia’s •diore r 3 
But mighty Jove cuts, short, with just disdain, 

The long, long views of poor designing man ' 

One fate the warrior and the friend shall strike. 

And Troy’s black sands must drink our blood alike * 

Me too a wretched mother shall deplore, 

An aged father never see me more ' 

Yet, my Patroclus * yet a space I stay , 

Then swift pursue thee on the darksome wav. 

Ere thy dear relies m the grav e arc laid, 

Shall Hector’s head be offer’d to thy shade * 

That, with lus arms, shall hang before thy shrine , 

And tvv elv e, the noblest of the Trojan lme. 

Sacred to vengeance, by this hand expire , 

Their lives effused around thy flaming pyie. 

Thus let me he till then 1 thus, closely press’d, 

Bathe thy cold face, and seb upon thy bicast ! 

While Trojan captiv es here thy mourners stay. 

Weep all the night and murmur all the day * 

Spoils of my arms, and thine , when, wasting wide, 

Our swords kept time, and conquer’d side by side.’ 

He spoke, and bade the sad attendants round 
Cleanse the pale corse, and wash each honour’d wound. 

A massy caldron of stupendous flame 

They brought, and placed it o’er the rising flame : 

Then heap’d the lighted wood , the flame divides 
Beneath the vase, and climbs around the sides . 

In its wide womb they poui the rushing stream 
The boiling w atcr bubbles to the bnm 
The body then they bathe with p,ous "toil, 

Embalm the wounds, anoint the limbs vvitb oil. 

High on a bed of state extended laid. 

And decent cover’d with a lmen shade , 

Last o’er the dead the milk-white v eil they threw ; 

That done, their sorrows and their sighs lenew. 

Meanwhile to Juno, m the realms above, 

(His wife and sister,) spoke almighty Jove 
“At last thy will prevails great Peleus’ son. 

Rises m arms . such grace thy* Greeks bav c w on 
Say (for I know not), is their race divine, 

And thou the mother of that martial lme ? ” * 

* What words are these ? (the imperial dame replies 
3 Opunua, a cuy»of Locns. 
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While anger flash’d from her majestic eyes) 

- Succoui like this a mortal arm might lend, 

And such success mere human wit attend 
And shall not I,‘ the second power above, 

Heaven’s queen, and consort of the thundering Jove, 
Say, shall not 1 one nation’s fate command, 

Not wreak my vengeance on one guilty land?” 

So they Meanwhile the silver-footed dame 
Reach’d the Vulcanian dome, eternal frame 1 
High-eminent amid the works divine, 

Where heaven’s far-beaming brazen mansions shine. 
There the lame architect the goddess found, 

Obscure m smoke, his forges flaming lound, 

While bathed m sweat from flic to fire he flew; 



And puffing loud, the loanng billows blew 
That day no common task Ins labour claim’d 
Full twenty tripods foi his hall he framed, - 
That placed on living wheels of massy gold, 
(Wondrous to tell,) instinct with spirit roll’d 
From place to place, around the blcss’d abodes 
Self-moved, obedient to the beck of gods 
For their fair handles now, o’envrought with floweis, 
In moulds prepared, the glowing ore he pours 
Just as responsive to his thought the frame 
Stood prompt to move, the azure goddess came 
Charis, Ins spouse, a grace divinely fair, 

(With purple fillets round her braided hair,) 
Observed her entering , her soft hand she pres ’d, 
And, smiling, thus the watery queen address’d 
“What, goddess 1 this unusual favour diaws 
All hail,, and welcome 1 whatsoe’er the cause , 



342 


TIIE ILIAD 


[Book XVIII. 


Till now a stiangei, m a happy horn t 

Approach, and taste the dainties of the bower. 

High on a tin one, with stars of siher graced, 

And vanous artifice, the queen she placed ; 

A footstool at hei feet 'then calling, said, 

“ Vulcan, draw near, ’tis Thetis asks your aid ” 
n Thetis (replied the god) our poweis may claim, 

An evei-dear, an ever-lionour’d name 1 
When my proud mother hull’d me from the sky, 

(My awkward form, it seems, displeased her eye,) 
She, and Eurynomfc, my guefs lediess’d, 

, And softieceived me on their silvei bieast 
Eyen then these aits employ’d my infant thought • 
Chains, bracelets, pendants, all tlicir lo\ s, I wrought 
Nine years kept secret in the dark abode, 
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Secure I lav, conceal’d from man and god 
Deep m a cavern’d lock my days were led , 

The rushing ocean munnm’d o’ei my head 
Now, since hei presence glads our mansion, sav, 
x* or such desert what sei \ ice can I pay ? 
Vouchsafe, 0 Thetis > at oui board to shaie 
rites, and hospitable fare , 

While I the labouis of the forge forego, 
bid the roaring bellows cease to blow n 
Tnen from his anvil the lame aitist lose 
a 'j 6 'V th ^ lstor ted legs oblique he goes. 

And stills the bellows, and (m ordei laid) 

JLocks in their chests lus instruments of trade 
men with a sponge the sooty workman diess’d 


^ 7 , 
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To Tioy I sent him ' but his move shore 
Nevei. ah ncvci, shall receive him more , 

(Even while he lues, he wastes with secret woe ;) . 

Nor I, a goddess, can retard the blow 1 
Robb’d of the prize the Grecian suffrage gave, 

The king of nations forced his loyal slave : 

Foi this he grieved , and, til! the Greeks oppress d 
Required his arm, he sorrow’d umedre^s’d. 

Large gifts they piomisc, and their elders send ; 

In vam— lie arms not, but permits his friend 
His arms, lus steeds, his foiccs to employ . 

He marches, combats, almost conquers '1 roj : 

Then slam by Phoebus (Hcctoi had the name) 

At once lesigns lus armour, ltfe, and fame. 

But thou, m pity, by my pra> cr be won 
Giace with nnmoital arms this shoit-livcd son, 

And to the field in martial pomp restore, 

To" slnne with glory, till he shines no more * ” 

To her the artist-god . “ Thv giicfs resign, 

Secure, what Vulcan can, is e\cr thine. 

O could I hide him from the Fates, as well, 

Or with these hands the cruel stroke repel, 

As I shall foige most envied arms, the gaze 
Of w'ondcnng ages, and the world’s amaze ,w 
Thus having said, the father of the fires 
To the black labours of liis forge retires 
Soon as he bade them blow’, the bellows turn’d 
Their iron mouths , and where the furnace butn'd, 
Resounding bieathcd at once the blast expires, 

And twenty forges catch at once the fires , 

Just as the god directs, now* loud, now* low*, 

They raise a tempest, or they gentl) blow , 

In hissing flames huge silver bais aie roll’d, 

And stubborn brass, and tin, and solid gold , 

Befoie, deep fix’d, the eternal anvils stand j 
The ponderous hammer loads lus better hand, 

His left with tongs turns the vex’d metal round, 

And thick, strong strokes, the doubling vaults rebound 
Then fust he foim’d the immense and solid shield , 

Rich various artifice emblazed the field , 

Its utmost verge a thicefold circle bound ; 4 


\ 


4 Quintus Calaber, lib v , has attempted to n\ al Homer in lus description of the shield of 
> S herc bemtrodueed eXtrlCtS ^ rom t5yccs acrsion (Select 1 ranslations, p jo.), seq) 

“In the wide circle of the shield were seen 
Refulgent images of 1 arious forms. 

The uorkof V ulcan , who had there described 
The hcaien, the ether, and the earth and sea. 

The winds, the clouds, the moon, the sun, apart 
In different stations , and jou there might view 
JLhe stars that gem the stili-re\ol\wg hea\ en. 

And, under them, the vast expanse of air. 
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A silver chain suspends the massy lound , 

Five ample plates the bioad expanse compose, 

And godlike labours on the surface rose 
There shone the image of the mastcr-mmd • 

There earth, there heaven, there ocean he design’d ; 
The unwearied sun, the moon completely round , 

The starry lights that heaven’s high convex crown’d ; 
The Pleiads, II) ads, with the northern team ; 

And great Onon's more refulgent beam , 

To which, around the axle of the sky, 

The Bear, 1 evolving, points Ins golden eye, 

Still shines exalted on the ethereal plain, 

Nor bathes Ins blazing forehead m the mam. 

Two cities ladiant on the shield appear, 

The image one of peace, and one of war. 

Here sacicd pomp and genial feast delight, 

And solemn dance, and hymeneal nte , 

Along the sheet the new-made bndes are led, 

With torches flaming, to the nuptial bed 
The youthful danccis m a circle bound 
To the soft flute, and cithern’s silver sound 
Tlnough the fan streets the matrons m a row 
Stand m their porches, and enjoy the show 
There m the forum swarm a numeious tram ; 

The subject of debate, a townsman slam 

One pleads the fine discharged, which one denied,' 

And bade the public and the laws decide 

The witness is produced on either hand 

For this, or that, the partial people stand 

The appointed heralds still the noisy bands, 

And form a ring, with sceptres in their hands . 

On seats of stone, within the sacred place , 5 
The reverend cldeis nodded o’er the case , 

Alternate, each the attesting sceptre took, 

And rising solemn, each his sentence spoke 
Two golden talents lay amidst, m sight, 

The prize of him who best adjudged the light. 

Another pait (a prospect differing far } 6 
Glow’d with refulgent arms, and horrid war 


In which aa ith outstretch'd wings, the long-book d hi 
Winnow d the gale, as jf instinct with life 
Around the shield the aaaves of ocean flow’d. 

The realms of Tethj s which unnumber'd streams, 

In azure mazes rolling o er the earth. 

Seem d to augment ’ ... ,, , 

S On seats e>f stone "Seaeral of the old northern Sagas represent the old men assembled 
for the purpose of judging as sitting on great stones, in a circle called the yrtheilsnng oi 
gcrichtsnns Grote, n p 100, note On the independence of the judicial office m the 
heroic times, see Thirlaa all's Greece, a ol i.p 166 
e Another fart, &c. « And here 


Were homd u a« depicted , gnmiy pale 
Were heroes lying auth their slaughter d steeds 
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Two mighty hosts a leagucr'd tow n embrace, 

And one would pillage, one would burn the place. 
Meantime the townsmen, arm’d with silent caic, 

A secret ambush on the foe prepare . 

Their wives, their children, and the v atchful hand 
Of trembling parents, on ihe turrets stand. 

They march , bj Pallas and by Mars made bold : 
Gold were the gods, their radiant garments gold, 
And gold their armour these the squadron led, 
August, di\ me, superior by the head 1 
A place for ambush fit thej found, and stood, 

Co\ edd with shields, beside a silver flood. 

Two spies at distance lurk, and watchful seem 
If sheep or oven seek the winding stream. 

Soon the white flocks proceeded o'er the plains. 
And steers slow-moving, and tvo shepherd swmns ; 
Behind them piping on their reeds thej go, 

Noi fear an ambush, nor suspect a foe 
In arms the glittering squadron rising round 
Rush sudden ; lulls of slaughter heap the ground , 
Whole flocks and'herds he bleeding on the plains, 
And, all amidst them, dead, the shepherd swains * 
The bellowing oxen the besiegers hem , 

They rise, take horse, approach, and meet the war, 
They fight, thej fall, beside the siher flood ; 

The waving silver seem’d to blush with blood. 
There Tumult, there Contention stood confess’d , 
One rear’d a dagger at a captive’s breast , 

One held a living foe, that freshly bled 

With new -made wounds , another dragg’d a dead ; 

Now* here, now there, the carcases thej tore . 

Fate stalk’d amidst them, gnm w ith human gore 
And the whole war came out. and met the eje ; 
And each bold figure seem d to li\e or die. 

A field deep furrow’d next the god design’d, 1 


Upon the grourd incarnadin'd witn blood 
Stem stalked Bcllona, smear d with reeking gore. 
Through charging ranks , beside her Rout was seen. 
And Terror, Discord to the fatal strife 
Inciting men, and Tunes breathing flames 
Nor absent were the Tates, and the tall shape 
Of jjhastl> Death, round when did Battles throng. 
Their limbs distilling plenteous blood and sw eat 
And Gorgons whose long locks Mere twisting snakes. 
That shot their forkj tongues incessant forth 
- , „ . Such were the horrors of dire war ’ — Dj ce's Calaber 

* A feld dttp furro'vtd 

“ Here was a com field reapers m a row , 

Each with a sharp tooth’d sickle m his hard. 

'York d busilj , and, as the han est fell. 

Others were readj still to bind the sheas cs 
Yoked to a warn that bore the com awaj 
The steers were moving , sturdt -bullocks here 
The plough were drawing, and the furrow’d glebe 
** 88 oiack behind them, while w ith goading wand 
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The thud time labom’d by the sweating hind ; 

Ihe shining shares full many ploughmen guide. 

And turn then crooked yokes on eieiy side. 

Still as at either end they wheel around, 

The master meets them with Ins goblet crown’d , 

The hearty draught rewaids, renews then toil, 

Then back the turning ploughshaics cleave the soil . 
Behind, the using caith m lidges roll’d , 

And sable look’d, though form’d of molten gold 
Another field rose high with waving gram , 

With bended sickles stand the reapei tiain 
Ilcie stretched m ranks the leiell’d swarths aic found, 
Sheaics heap'd on sheaves heie thicken up the ground 
With sweeping stiokc the mowers stiow the lands , 
The gallieiers follow, and collect m bands , 

And last the children, in whose aims are borne 
(Too short to giipc them) the brown sheaves of coin. 
The rustic monaich of the field descries, 

With silent glee, the heaps around him rise. 

A ready banquet on the turf is laid, 

Beneath an ample oak’s expanded shade 
The victim o\ the sturdy youth prepare , 

The reaper’s due repast, the w'oman’s care 

Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard shines, 

Bent with the ponderous harvest of its vines , 

A deeper dye the dangling clusters show, 

And cuil’d on silver pi ops, m order glow 
A darker metal mix’d intrench’d the place , 

And pales of ghtteung tm-the mclosuie grace 
To this, one pathway gently winding leads, 

Where march a tram w ith baskets on then heads, 

(Fair maids and blooming youths,) that smiling beat 
The purple pioduct of the autumnal year 
To these a j outh aw'akes the warbling strings, 

Whose tender lay the fate of Linus sings , 

In measured dance behind lum move the tiam, 

Tune soft the voice, and answ er to the strain. 

Here herds of oxen march, erect and bold, 

Rear high their horns, and seem to low m gold, 

And speed to meadows on w'hosc sounding shores 

A rapid torrent through the rushes roars 

Four golden herdsmen as their guardians stand, 

And nine sour dogs complete the rustic band. 

Two lions rushing from the wood appear’d , 

And seized a bull, the master of the herd 
He roar’d m vam the dogs, the men withstood , 

They toie his flesh, and drank his sable blood 


The actnc youths lmpell'd them Here a feast 
Was gru ctf to the shrill pipe ana ringing lj re 
A band of blooming airgins led the dance, 

As if endued « ith life — Dj ce s Calaber 
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The dogs (oft cheer’d in vain) desert the prey, 

Dread the grim terrois, and at distance bay 
Next this, the eye the art of Vulcan leads 
Deep through fair forests, and a length of meads, 
And stalls, and folds, and scatter’d cots between ; 
And fleecv flocks, that whiten all the scene 

A figured dance succeeds j such once was seen 
In lofty Gnossus for the Cretan queen, 

Form’d by Dsedalean ait , a comelv band , 

Of youths and maidens, bounding hand m hand. 
The maids m soft simars of linen dress’d , 

The youths all graceful m the glossy vest 
Of those the locks with flowery -wreath mroll’d ; 

Of these the sides adorn’d with swoids of gold, 

That glittering gay, from silver belts depend. 

Now all at once they rise, at once descend. 

With well-taught feet . now shape m oblique ways, 
Confusedly regulai, the moving maze < 

Now foith at once, too swift for sight, they spung, 
And undistinguish’d blend the flying ring . 

So wlnils a wheel, in giddy cncle toss’d, 

And, iapid as it runs, the single spokes are lost. 

The gazing multitudes admire around 
Two active tumblers in the centre bound , 

Now high, now low, their pliant limbs they bend 
And general songs the sprightly revel end 
Thus the broad shield complete the artist crown’d 
With his last hand, and pour’d the ocean round 
In living silver seem’d the waves to roll. 

And beat the buckler’s verge, and bound the whole 
This done, whate’ei a warrior’s use requues 
He forged , the cuirass that outshone the fires,' 

The greaves of ductile tin, the helm impress’d 
With various sculptuie, and the golden crest 
At Thetis’ feet the finished labour lay 
She, as a falcon cuts the aerial way, 

Swift from Olympus’ snowy summit flies, 

And bears the blazing present through the skies 8 


8 Coleridge (Greet Classic Poets, p 182, seq ) his diligently compared this with the desenp- 
tjon of the shield of Hercules by Hesiod He remarks that, "with two or three exceptions, 
inc imagery aiflers in little more than the names and arrangements , and the difference of 
irranguncnt in the Shield of Hercules is altogether for the worse The natural consecution 
ot the Homeric unices needs no exposition it constitutes in itself one of the beauties of the 
™ 1, Hcs, ? tllc images ire huddled together without connection or congruity Mars 
» .I. nre introduced among the Centiurs ind Lapithas ,-but the gap is wide 

maced between them ind Apollo with the Muses, viking the echoes of Olympus to cclestnl 
harmonies , i\ hence however, «e are hurried back to Perseus, the Gorgons, and other images 
of snr. oier an arm of the sea, in which the sporting dolphins, the fugitive fishes, and the 
fisherman on the shore with Ins casting net, ire minutely represented As to the Hesiodic 
images themsehes, the leading remark is, that they catch at beauty by ornament, and at 
sublimity by exaggeration , and upon the untenable supposition of the genuineness of this 
poem, there is this curious peculiarity, that, in the description of scenes of rustic peace, the 
°' , omer decisive— while m those of war and tumult it maybe thought, perhaps, 
that the Hesiodic poet has more than once the advantage " 45 ’ v r 
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ARGUMENT 

THE RECONCILIATION OF ACHILLES A .0 A3AMEMN0T 

Thetis brings to her son the armour mide bj Vulcan She presen cs the bod) of his fnend 
from corruption, and commands him to assemble the arm), to declare lus resentment at nn 
end Agamemnon and Achilles are solemnly reconciled the speeches, presents, and cere- 
monies on that occasion Achilles is with great difficult) persuaded to refrain from the 
battle till the troops hare refreshed themselves b> the advice of Ulysses. The presents are 
com ej ed to the tent of Achilles, where BnseTs lamen.s over the bod) of Patroclus The 
hero obstinately refuses all repast, and gives himself up to Lamentations fo- his fnend 
Minerva descends to strengthen him, b) the order of Jupiter He arms for the light his 
appearance described He addresses himself to his horses, and reproaches them with the 
death of Patroclus One of them is miraculously endued with voice, and inspired to 
prophes) his fate but the hero, not astonished b) that prodig), rushes with fur) to the 
combat 

The thirteenth da) The scene is on the sea shore 


SOON as Aurora, heaved her Orient head 
Above the waies, that blush d with early red, 

(With new-born day to gladden mortal sight, 

And gild the courts of hea\ en w ith sacred light ) 
The immortal arms the goddess-mother bears 
Swnl to her son her son she finds m tears 
Stretch’d o’er Patroclus’ corse , while all the rest 
Their sovereign’s sorrows m their own express d 
A ray divine her hcav enly presence shed. 

And thus, his hand soft touching, Thetis satd 
" Suppress, m> son, this rage of grief and kn 
It was not man, but hea\ en, that gave the blow , 
Behold what arms bv Vulcan are bestow’d, 

Arms worth) thee, or fit to grace a god ’ 

Then drops the radiant burden on the ground , 
Clang the strong arms, and ring the shores around ; 
Back shrink the Myrmidons with dread surprise. 
And from the broad effulgence turn their ejes. 
Unmoved the hero kmdles at the show, 

And feels with rage divine lus bosom glow , 
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Fiom his fieice eyeballs living flames expire, 

And flash incessant like a stream of fire . 

He turns the radiant gift • and feeds his mmd 
On all the immortal artist had design’d 
“ Goddess 1 (he cried,) these glonous arms, that shine 
With matchless ait, confess the hand divine. 

Now to the bloody battle let me bend • 

But ah I the lelics of my slaughter’d friend ! 

In those wide wounds through which his spirit fled, 
Shall flies, and worms obscene, pollute the dead ? ” 

“ That unavailing care be laid aside, 

(The azuie goddess to her son replied,) 

Whole yeais untouch’d, uninjured shall remain. 

Fresh as in life, the caicase of the slam 
But go, Achilles, as affairs require, 

Before the Grecian peers renounce tlune ire 
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Then uncontroll’d in boundless war engage, 

And heaven with strength supply the mighty lage 1 ” 
Then in the nos trils of the slam she pour’d 
Nectareous drops, and rich atnbiosia shower’d 
O’er all the coise The flies forbid their prey, 
Untouch’d it rests, and sacred from decay. 

Achilles to the strand obedient went • 

The shores resounded with the voice he sent 
The heroes heard, and all the naval tiam 
That tend the ships, or guide them o’er the mam, 
Alarm d, transported, at the well-knowm sound, _ 
Frequent and full, the great assembly crown’d ; 
otudious to see the terroi of the plain, 

Long lost to battle, shine m arms again. 



lie « 'i 3 ; Jin fmkh'd vvrUh with loud acclaim 
’l he G:wV> rccv,'t. and shout Pehdcs* name 
When iIhk no’, nssii'; from hn loft) tin one, 

In *>* Me Hummed, the king of men begun 
“ !U \r me, ve sens of Greece! with silence hear ! 
-And { rwl vuvr mount eh an impartial ear, 

Avhti- v our loud, untuack jov suspend. 

And kt your ra«h, injurious clamours end . 

Kwulr murmurs, 01 lU-timul applause, 

Wrong the be_t speaker, and the justest cause 
Nor eh iTjje on me, \c Greeks, the dire debate . 
Knurr, nnijn Jure, rr.d nil-compelling Tate, 

With fell 3'niims, tnged m> wrath that day 
\\ lien from Achilles' arms 1 forced the prey 
What then could 1 against the will of heaven? 

Not In tin self, but \ engeful At& dmen , 

She, Jove's dread daughter, fated to infest 
The race of mortals, enter’d in mj breast 
Not on the ground that haughtv fun' treads, 

But prims her loftv footsteps on the heads 
Of might) men ; inflicting as she goes 
hong-festering wound':, nicvtucnblc woes 1 
Of old, she stalk'd amid the bright abodes ; 

And Jove himself, the sire of men and gods, 
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The world's great niter, felt her venom'd dart : 
Deceived by^Juno's wiles, and female art . 

For when Alcmena s nine long months were ran. 
And love expected his immortal son. 

To gods and godaesses the unruly joy 
He show’d. and runted of his matchless ooy : 

*■ From ns. (he said) this day on infant springs. 
Fated to rule, and bom a kmg of kings. 

Saturnia ask'd an orth. to vouch the truth, 

And fix dominion on the favour'd youth. 

The Thunderer, unsuspicious of the fraud. 
Pronounced those so'enm words tint b nd a god. 
The joyful goddess, from Qlvnpus' he.giit. 

Swift to Achaian Argos bant her night : 

Scarce seven, moons gone. la\ Sthenelus's wife ; 
She push'd her lingering infant into life : 

Her charms Alcmena's connng labours stay. 

And stop the baba, just issuing to the day." 

Then bids Saiumius bear his oath in mind . 

4 A \outh (said she' of Jove's immortal kind 
Is this dav bom : from Sthenelus he springs. 

And claims thy promise to be king of kings. 

Gnef serrad the Thunderer, by his oath engaged j 
Stung to the soul, he sorrow'd, and he raged. 
From his ambros’ il head where perdi’d she sate. 
He snatch'd the fury-goddess of debate. 

The dread, the irrevocable oath he swore. 


The immortal seats should ne'er behold her more $ 
And whirl d her headline down, for ever driven 


From bright Olympus and the starry heaven : 
i nonce on the nether world die fury fell ; 

Ordain'd with nan's contentious race to dwek. 

Full oft the god his son's hard to'is bemoan'd. 
Cursed die dire fury, and in secret groan'd. 1 
Even thus. Lke Jove himself, was I'mislec, 

Whde raging Hector heap'd oar camps with dead. 
Win: can the errors of mv rage atone r 
Mv martial troops. rn\ treasures are thy own : 

Tins instant from the nr.w shall be sent 


\\ hat e'er Ulysses promised at thy tent : 

B 't the a ! appeased. prop'tious to our praver. 
Resume thy arms, and sh.no asmin in war. - 
*' O of rations 1 whose superior swav 
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(Returns Achilles) all our hosts obey f 
To keep or send the presents, be thy care 
To us, ? tis equal all we ask is war ? 

While yet ive talk, or but an instant shun 
The fight, our glorious work remains undone 
Let every Greek, who sees my speai confound 
The Trojan ranks, and deal destruction lound > 
With emulation, what I act survey, ’ 

And learn from thence the business of the day " 

The son of Peleus thus , and thus lephes ' 

The gieat m councils, Ithacus the wise 
“ Though, godlike, thou art by no toils oppress’d, 

At least our armies claim lepast and lest 
Long and laborious must the combat be, 

When by the gods inspired, and led by thee 
Strength is denved from spirits and from blood. 

And those augment by generdus wine and food 
What boastful son of war, without that stay, 

Can last a hero through a single day ? 

Courage may piompt , but, ebbing out his strength. 
Mere unsupported man must yield at length , 

Shrunk with dry famine, and with toils declined, 

The drooping body will desert the mind 
But built anew with strength- conferring fare. 

With limbs and soul untamed, he tires a war. 

Dismiss the people, then, and give command, 

With strong lepast to hearten every band , 

But let the presents to Achilles made, 

In full assembly of all Greece be laid 
The kmg of men shall rise m public sight, 

And solemn swear (observant of the nte) 

That, spotless, as she came, the maid removes, 

Pure from his arms, and guiltless of his loves . 

That done, a sumptuous banquet shall be made, 

And the full price of injured honour paid 

Stretch not henceforth, O prince • thy sovereign might 

Beyond the bounds'of reason and of right , 

’Tis the chief praise that e’er to longs belong’d. 

To right with justice whom with powei they wrong’d.” 

To him the monarch “ Just is thy decree, 

Thy words give joy, and wisdom breathes- m thee. 

Each due atonement gladly I prepare , 

And heaven regard me as I justly swear 1 
Here then awhile let Greece assembled stay, 

Nor gieat Achilles grudge this short delay 
Till from the fleet our presents be convey’d, 

And Jove attesting, the film compact made 
A tram of noble youths the charge shall bear ; 

These to select, Ulysses, be thy care* 

In order rank’d let all our gifts appeal, 

a a 
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And the fair tram of captives close the rear 
Talthybius shall the victim boar convey, 

Sacred to Jove, and yon bright oib of day . 5 

“For this (the stern jEacides lcphes) 

Some less important season may suffice, 

When the stern fury of the war is o’er, 

And wrath, extinguish’d, burns my breast no more. 

By Hector slam, their faces to the sky, 

All grim Avi tli gaping wounds, our heroes he 
Those call to Avar 1 and might my voice incite, 

Noav, noAv, this instant, shall commence the fight 
Then, Avhen the day’s complete, let generous boivls, 
And copious banquets, glad your Avcary souls 
Let not my palate know the taste of food, 

Till my insatiate rage be cloy’d Avitli blood 
Pale lies my friend, with Avounds cfisfigui ed o’er, 

And Ins cold feet are pointed to the door. 

Revenge is all my soul ’ no meaner care, 

Interest, or thought, has 'loom to haiboui there, 
Destruction be my feast, and moital A\ r ounds, 

And scenes of blood, and agonizing sounds ” 

*“ O first of Gieeks, (Ulysses thus lejom’d,) 

The best and bravest of the Avarrior-kmd 1 . 

Thy praise it is in dreadful camps to shine. 

But old experience and calm Avisdom mine. 

Then hear my counsel, and to reason yield, * ' 

The bravest soon are satiate_of the field ; 

Though vast the heaps that stioiv the crimson plain, - 
The bloody haivest brings but little gam 
The scale of conquest ever Avavering lies, 

Great Jove but tuins it, and the Auctor dies 1 
The gteat, the bold, by thousands daily fall, 

And endless Avere the grief, to a\ eep for all 
Eternal sorroivs Avliat avails to shed ? 

Greece honours not Avith solemn fasts the dead 
Enough, Avhen death demands the bia\e,.to pay 
The tribute of a melancholy day 
One chief with patience to' the grave resign'd, 

Our care devolves on otheis left behind 

Let generous food supplies of strength produce, 

Let using spirits flow fiom sprightly juice, 

Let their Avaim heads Avith scenes of battle glow, 

And pour new furies on the feebler foe 
^\et a short intei A r al, and none shall dare 
Expect a second summons to the Avar , 

Who waits for that, the dire effects shall find , 1 
■f trembling m the ships he lags behind 
Embodied, to the battle let us bend, 

And all at once on haughty Troy descend ” 

And noAV the delegates Ulysses sent. 
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To bear the presents from the royal tent . 

The sons of Nestor, PJiyleits’ valiant heir, 

Tinas and Merion, thunderbolts of war. 

With La comedos of Creiontian strain, 

And Mclanippus, form’d the chosen train 
Swift as the not'd was given, the youths obey’d 
Tw ice ten bright \ ascs in the midst they laid , 

A row of six fair tupods then succeeds , 

And twice the number of high-bounding steeds : 
Seven captives next a lovely line compose, 

The eighth Bnseis, like the blooming rose, 

Closed the bright band * great Ithacus, before, 

First of the train, the golden talents bore 
The rest m public view the chiefs dispose, 

A splendid scene 1 then Agamemnon rose 
The boar Talthy bins held the Grecian lord 
' Drew the broad cutlass sheath’d beside his swoid 
The stubborn bristles fiom the victim’s brow 
lie crops, and offering meditates his vow 
His hands uplifted to the attesting skies, 

On heaven’s broad marble roof were fixed his eyes 
The solemn words a deep attention draw', 

And Greece around sat thrill’d with sacred awe 
u Witness tliou first ' thou greatest power above, 
All-good, all-wise, and all-surveying Jove 1 
And mother-earth, and heaven’s revolving light, 

And ye, fell furies of the realms of night. 

Who rule the dead, and horrid w'oes picpare 
For perjured kings, and all w r ho falsely swear 1 
The black-eyed maid in\ lolate removes, 

Pure and unconscious of my manly lov es 
If this be false, hca\ cn all its vengeance shed, 

And lcvell'd thunder strike my guilty head 1 ” 

With that, lus weapon deep inflicts the wound. 

The bleeding savage tumbles to the ground. 

The sacred herald rolls the victim slam 
(A feast for fish) into the foaming mam 
Then thus Achilles “ Hear, ye Greeks * and know 
Whate’cr we feel, ’tis Jove inflicts the woe , 

Not else Atudes could our rage inflame, 

Nor from my arms, unwilling, force the dame. 

’Twas Jove's high will alone, o’erruling all, 

That doom’d oui strife, and doom’d the Greeks to fall. 
Go then, ye chiefs ' indulge the genial rite, 

Achilles waits ye, and expects the fight” 

The speedy council at his word adjourn’d 
To their black vessels all the Greeks return’d. 

Achilles sought his tent His tram before 
March’d onward, bending with the gifts they bore , 
Those in the tents the squires industrious spread 
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The foaming coursers to the stalls they- led ; 

To their new seats the female captives move 
Bnseis, radiant as the queen of love, 

Slow as she pass’d, beheld with sad survey 
Where, gash’d with cruel wounds, Patroclus lay. 
Prone on the body fell the heavenly fair, 

Beat her sad breast, and tore her golden hair ; 

All beautiful m grief, her humid eyes 
Shining with teais she lifts, and thus she cries • 

“ Ah, } outh for ever dear, for ever kind, 

Once tender friend of my distracted mind 1 
I left thee fresh in life, in beauty gay ; 

Now find thee cold, mammated clay 1 
What woes my wretched race of life attend 1 
Sorrows on sorrows, never doom’d to end * 

The first loved consort of my virgin bed 
Before these eyes in fatal battle bled 
My three brave brotheis m one mournful day 
All trod the dark, irremeable way - 
Thy friendly hand uprear’d me from the plain, 

And dried my sorrows for a husband slam ; 
Achilles’ care you promised I should piove, 

The first, the dearest partner of his love j 
That rites divine should ratify the band, 

And make me empress in his native land 
Accept these giateful tears 1 for thee they flow, 

For thee, that ever felt another’s woe 1 ” 

Hei sister captives echoed groan for gioan, 

Nor mourn’d Patroclus’ fortunes, but their own. 
The leaders press’d the chief on every side , 
Unmoved he heard them, and with sighs denied. 

“ If yet Achilles have a friend, whose care 
Is bent to please him, this lequest forbear , 

Till yonder sun descend, ah, let me pay 
To grief and anguish one abstemious day ” 

He spoke, and from the warriois turn’d his face : 
Yet still the brother-kings of Atieus’ lace, 

Nestor, Idomeneus, Ulysses sage, 

And Phoenix, strive to calm his gnef and lage . - 
His rage they calm not, nor his grief control , 

He groans, he raves, he sorrows from his soul 
“ Thou too, Patroclus ' (thus his heart he vents) 
Once spread the inviting banquet in oui tents . 
Thy sweet society, thy winning care, 

Once stay’d Achilles, lushing to the war 
But now, alas 1 to death’s cold arms resign'd, 
What banquet but levenge can glad my mind? 
What greater sorrow could afflict my breast, 

What more if hoary Peleus were deceased ? 

Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear 
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H*« *w( r ml fttc, anti chops n tender tear. 

What more, * hntild Ncoptoleinus the brave, 

Mv only nfftp-m *, into the arrive 5 ' 

It ut tint olApmr lives ; (I distant far. 

Of .01 n^tlcrtfui, wage .» hateful war) 

I ronltl rot thr, \\m rrtul stroke attend , 

Tale Union! Arh dies, but wight spare Ins friend 
I hoped 1‘ it rod ik might survive, to rear 
My tender orphan with a parent’s care, 

From .Srvio*' Me conduct him o'er the mam, 

And find )’•“? evcv with his paternal icign, 

'1 he Mi) pvl ice. and the large domain, 
fur I’elcos breathes no mon. the vital .air, 

Or drags a wretched life of age ami caie, 

I Jut till the novj, of my sad fate invades 
I Its hastening sou), and m«1 s him to the shades." 

Sighing he ‘•aid ‘ his grief the heroes join'd, 

Kadi stoic a tear foi i hat he left behind 
Their miaglrd grief (he sire of heaven survey'd, 

Ami thus with juty to Ins bluc-cycd maid 

“ Is then AchiHes now no more thy care, 

And dost thou thus desert the great m war > 
i,o, v, here von sails their canvas wmgs c\tcnd, 

All comfortless he sits, and wads Ins friend 
Kre thirst and vnnt his forces have oppress'd, 

Haste and infuse ambrosia in his breast ’ 

He spoke ; and sudden, at the word of Jove, 

Shot the descending goddess from above 
So swift tin oui?h ether the shrill harpy springs, 

The wide air floating to her ample wmgs, 

To great Achilles she her flight address’d, 

And pour'd divine ambrosia m his breast, 3 
With nectar sweet, (refection of the gods <) 

Then, swift ascending, sought the bright abodes. 

Now issued from the ships the warrior-train, 

And like a deluge pour'd upon the plain 
As when the piercing blasts of Boreas blow, 

And scatter o cr the fields the driving snow , 

From dusky clouds the fleecy winter flies, 

Whose dazzling lustre whitens all the skies . 

So helms succeeding helms, so shields from shields, 

Catch the quick beams, and brighten all the fields , 

Broad glittering breastplates, spears with pointed rays, 

Mix in one stream, reflecting blaze on blaze , 

'I hick beats the centre as the coursers bound , 

With splendour flame the skies, and laugh the fields around. 


c Amf'WJ i* 


“The trine ejed mud. 

In e\’iy breisl new vigour to mfu c, 

Brings nectir temper d w ith ambrosial dew s 

MemdwsTrjpWodoras, vi 
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Full in the midst, high-towenng o’er the rest, 

His limbs m arms divme Achilles diessd , 

Arms which the father of the fue bestow’d, 

Forged on the eternal anvils of the god. 

Grief and levengc his furious heart mspue, 

His glowing eyeballs roll ivith living file , 

He grinds his teeth, and furious with delay 
O’erloolcs the embattled host, and hopes the bloody day. 

The siher cuishes first his thighs infold , 

Then o’er his breast was braced the hollow gold ; 

The brazen swoid a vaiious baldric tied. 

That, starr’d with gems, hung glittering at his side , , 

And, like the moon, the broad refulgent shield 
Blazed with long rays, and gleam’d athwait the field. 

So to niglit-w'andenng sailors, pale with fears, 

Wide o’ei the watery waste, a light appears, 

Which on the far-seen mountain blazing high, 

Streams from some lonely w’atch-tower to the sky • 

With mournful eyes they gaze, and gaze again , 

Loud howls the storm, and drives them o’ei the mam 
Ne\t, his high head the helmet giaced , behind 
The sweepy ciest hung floating m the wind 
Like the led star, that fiom his flaming hair 
Shakes down diseases, pestilence, and war , 

So sti earn’d the golden honouts fiom his head, 

Trembled the sparkling plumes, and the loose glones shed. 
The chief -beholds himself with wondering eyes , 

His arms he poises, and his motions tries , 

Buoy’d by some mwaid force, he seems to swim, 

And feels a pmion lifting every limb. 

And now 7 he shakes his gieat pateinal speai. 

Ponderous and huge, which not a Greek could lear, 

Fiom Pelion’s cloudy top an ash entire 
Old Chnon fell’d, and shaped it for his sue ; 

A spear wrhich stein Achilles only wields, 

The death of lieioes, and the diead of fields. 

Automedon and Alcimus piepare 
The immortal coursers, and the radiant car ; 

(The silver traces sweeping at their side ,) 

Their fiery mouths resplendent bridles tied ; 

The nory -studded leins, retu'm’d behind, 

Wated o’er their backs, and to the chanot join’d. 

The charioteer then wmrl’d .the lash around, 

And swift ascended at one active bound 
AN ■ fright in heavenly arms, above his squue 
Achilles mounts, and sets the field on fire , 

Is ot brighter Phoebus m the ethereal way 
Flames from lus chanot, and restores the day 7 . 

Hign oer the host, all ternble he stands, 

And thunders to his steeds these diead commands : 
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“ Xanthus and Balms ' of Podaiges’ strain, 

(Unless ye boast that heavenly race m vam,) 

Be swift, be mindful of the load ye bear, 

And learn to make your master moie you* care 
Through falling squadions bear my slaughtering sword 
Noi, as ye left Patioclus, leave your loid '» 6 

The generous Xanthus, as the words he said, 

Seem’d sensible of woe, and droop’d his head 
Trembling he stood before the golden wain, 

And bow’d to dust the honours of his mane 
When, strange to tell 1 (so' Juno will’d) he broke 
Eternal silence, and portentous spoke 
*“ Achilles i yes 1 this day at least w’e bear 
1 hy rage in safety through the files of war 
But come it will, the fatal tune must come, 

Not ouis the fault, but God decrees thy doom. 

Not through our crime, oi slowness m the couise, 

Fell thy Patroclus, but by heavenly foice , 

The blight far-shooting god who gilds the day 
(Confess’d we saw him) tore his arms way 
No — could oui swiftness o’er the winds prevail, 

Or beat the pinions of the western gale. 

All were m vain — the Fates thy death deinand,- 
Due to a mortal and immortal hand ” 

"" Then ceased foi evei, by the Fuucs tied, 

His fateful voice. .The intrepid chief replied 
With unabated lage— “So let it be 1 
1 Portents and prodigies are dost on me 
I know my fate to die, to see no more 
My much-loved parents, and my native shore — 
Enough — when heaven oidams, I sink m night 
Now* perish Tioy 1 ” He said, and rush’d to fight 
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ARGUMENT 

THE BATTLE OF THE GODS, AND THE ACTS OF ACHILLES 

Jupiter, upon Achilles’ return to the hattle, calls a council of the gods, and permits them to 
assist cither party The terrors of the comhat described, uhcn the deities are engaged 
Apollo encourages /Eneas to meet Achilles After a long com ersation, these two heroes 
encounter , hut /Eneas is preserved b> the assistance of Neptune Achilles falls upon the 
rest of the Trojans, and is upon the point of lulling Hector, hut Apollo conveys him away 
in a cloud Achilles pursues the Trojans with a great slaughter 
The same day continues The scene is in the field before Troy 

Thus lound Pelides breathing war and blood, 

Greece, sheathed in arms, beside her vessels stood ; 

While near impending from a neighbouring height, 

Troy’s black battalions wait the shock of fight 
Then Jove to Themis gives command, to call 
The gods to council m the starry hall . 

Swift o’er Olympus’ hundred lulls she flies, 

And summons all the senate of the skies 
These shining on, m long procession come 
To Jove’s eternal adamantine dome 
Not one was absent, not a rural powei 
That haunts the \erdant gloom, 01 rosy bowei , 

Each fair-han’d dryad of the shady wood, 

Each azure sistei of the silver flood , 

All but old Ocean, hoary sire ' who keeps 
His ancient seat beneath the sacied deeps 
On marble thrones, with lucid columns crown’d, 

(The work of Vulcan,) sat the powers around 
E\en he whose trident sways the watery leign 
Heaid the loud summons, and forsook the mam, 

Assumed his throne amid the bright abodes, 

And question’d thus the sire of men and gods 
“ What moves the god who heaven and earth commands, 
And grasps the thunder m his awful hands. 
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Thus to convene the whole etheieal state? 

Is Greece and Troy the subject m debate? 

Alieady met, the louring hosts appear, 

And death stands ardent on the edge of war ” 
<f, Tis true (the cloud-compelling powei lephes) 
This day we call the council of- the skies 
In caie of human face , even Jove’s own eye 
Sees with 1 egret unhappy mortals die 
Far on Olympus’ top in secret state 
Ourself Will sit, and see the hand of fate 
Work out our will Celestial powers f descend. 
And as youi minds direct, .your succour lend 
To eithei host Troy soon must he o’erthrown, 

If uncontroll’d Achilles fights alone 

Their troops but lately durst not meet his eyes j 

What can they now, if m his lage he use? 

Assist them, gods 1 01 Ihon’s saefed wall 
May fall this day, though fate forbids the fall ” 

He said, and fired their heavenly breasts with lag 
On adverse parts the warring gods engage 
Heaven’s awful queen , and he whose azure round 
Girds the vast globe , the maid in arms renown’d , 
Hermes, of profitable aits the sire ; 

And Vulcan, the black sovereign, of the fire 
These to the fleet repair with instant flight , 

The vessels tremble as the gods alight 
In aid of Troy, Latona, Phoebus came, 

Mars fiery-helm’d, the laugh tei -loving dame, 
Xanthus, whose streams in golden currents flow, 
And the chaste huntress of the silver “bow 
Ere yet the gods their various aid employ, 

Each Argive bosom swell’d with manly joy, 

While great Achilles (terror of the plain), 

Long lost to battle, shone in arms again 
Dreadful lie stood m.front of all his host , 
jPale Tioy beheld, and seem’d already lost, 

Her bravest heroes pant with inward fear, 

And tiembhng see another god of war 

But when the powers descending sii ell’d the fight. 
Then tumult rose fierce lage and pale affright 
Varied each face then Discord sounds alarms, 
Earth echoes, and the nations rush to arms 
Now thiough the trembling shores Minerva calls, 
And now she thunders from the Grecian walls 
Mars hovering o’er his Troy, his terror shrouds 
In gloomy tempests, and a night of clouds 
Now through each Trojan heart he furj poui s 
With voice divine, from Ihon's topmost tow ci s 
Now shouts to Simois, from her beauteous lull , 

The mountain shook, the rapid stieam stood still 
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Above, the sue of gods his thunder lolls, 

And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. ^ 
Beneath, stem Neptune shakes the solid ground; 

The forests wave, the mountains nod aiound ; 
Through all their summits tremble Ida’s woods, __ 

And from then souices boil her hundred floods. 
'Troy’s turrets totter on the rocking plain, 

And the toss’d navies beat the heaving mam. 

Deep in the dismal legions of the dead, 1 
The infernal monarch rear’d his hoi rid head, 

Leap’d from his thione, lest Neptune’s arm should lay 
His dark dominions open to the day, 

And pour m hght on Pluto’s diear abodes, ^ * 

Abhorr’d by men, and dreadful even to gods.® 



THE GODS DESCENDING TO BATTLE. 


Such wai the lmmoitals wage ; such hoirois lend 
The world’s vast concave, when the gods contend 
First silver-shafted Phoebus took the plain 
Against blue Neptune, monarch of the mam. 

The god of aims his giant bulk display’d, 

Opposed to Pallas, Avar’s triumphant maid. v 
Against Latona march’d the son of May 
The quiver’d Dian, sister of the day, 

(Her golden airows sounding at her side,) 


Hell is naked before him, and destruction >atli no covering He stretchcth out the 
north o\er the emptj place, and hangeth the earth upon nothing He bmdeth up the waters 
in Jks thick clouds , and the cloud is not rent under tnem.” — Job xxvi 6 — 8 
f roin his throne the infernal monarch ran. 

All pale and trembling, lest the race of man. 

Slam by J° v e s wrath, and led by Hermes' rod. 

Should fill (a countless throng !) his dark abode.” 

Merrick’s Tryphiodorus,'vi 7 6g, sqq. 



XX.] , THE ILIAD. 

Satuinia, majesty of heaven, defied. 

With fiery Vulcan last m battle stands 
The sacred flood that rolls on golden sands * 

Xanthus lus name with those of heavenly birth 
But called Scamandei by the sons of eaith, ’ 
While thus the gods m various league engage 
Achilles glow’d with more than mortal rage : & ’ 
Hector he sought , in search of Hector turn’d 
His eyes mound, for Hector only bum’d , 

And burst like lightning through the ranks and i ow’d 
To glut th£ god of battles with his blood. 

./Eneas was the first who dared to stayj 
Apollo wedged him in the warrior’s way, 

But swell’d his bosom with undaunted might, 
Half-forced and half-persuaded to the fight. 

Like young Lycaon, of the royal line, 

In voice and aspect, seem’d the power divine ; 

And bade the chief reflect, how late with scorn 
In distant thieats he braved the goddess-bom. 

Then thus the hero of Anchises* strain 
“ To meet Pelides ) ou persuade m vain 
Already have I met, nor void of fear 
Observed the fury of his flymg spear , 

From Ida’s woods lie chased us to the field, 

Oui force he scatter’d, and our herds he kill’d , 
Lyrnessus, Pedasus m ashes lay ; 

But (Jove assisting) I survived the day . 

Else had I sunk oppiess'd m fatal fight 
By fierce Achilles and Minerva’s might 
Where’er he moved, the goddess shone before, 

And bathed his brazen lance m hostile goto. 

What mortal man Achilles can sustain ? 

The immortals guard him through the dreadful plain. 
And suffer not his dart to fall m vain 
Were God my aid, this arm should check his power, 
Though strong in battle as a brazen tower” 

To whom the son of Jove “ That god implore, 

And be what great Achilles was before. 

From heavenly Venus thou denv’st thy stiam, 

And he but from a sister of the mam ; 

An aged sea-god father of his line , 

But Jove himself the sacred source of tlime. 

Then lift thy weapon for a noble blow*, 

Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal foe" 

This said, and spirit breathed into his breast, 
Through the thick troops the embolden’d hero press’d : 
His venturous act the white-arm’d queen suney’d, 

And thus, assembling all the powers, she said 
"Behold an action, gods » that claims jour care, 

Lo great /Eneas rushing to the w ? ai * 
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Against Pelides lie directs Ins couise, 

Phoebus impels, and Phoebus gives him force. 

Restrain lus bold caieer , at least, to attend 
Oui favour’d lieio, let some powei descend 
To guard his life, and add to Ins 1 enow n. 

We, the great armament of heaven, came down. 

' Hereafter let him fall, as Fates design, 

That spun so short his life’s illustriousjine : 3 
But lest some adverse god now cross his way, 

Give him to know what powei s assist this da} 

For how shall mortal stand the dire alarms, 

When heaven’s refulgent host appear m arms ? ” 4 
Thus she , and thus the god whose force can make. 

The solid globe’s eternal basis shake 
“ Against the might of man, so feeble' known. 

Why should celestial powers e\ert then 011 n? 

Suffice from yonder mount to view the scene. 

And leave to war the fates 'of mortal men 
. But if the armipotent, or god of light, 

Obstruct Achilles, or commence the fight 
Thence on the-gods of Tioy we, swift descend : 

Full soon, I doubt not, shall the conflict end , 

And these, m ruin and ^confusion hurl’d, 

Yield to our conquering arms the lower world.” 

Thus having said, the tyrant of the sea, 

Coerulean Neptune, rose, and led the nay. 

Advanced upon the field there stood a mound 
Of earth congested, wall’d, and trench’d aiound ; 

In elder times to guard Alcides made, 

(The work of Trojans, with Minerva’s aid,) 

What time a vengeful monster of the mam 
Swept the wide shore, and drove him to the plain. 

Heie Neptune and the gods of Greece repair, 

With clouds encompass’d, and a veil of air • 

The adverse powers, around Apollo laid, 

Crown the fair hills that silver Simois shade ' 

In circle close each heavenly party sat, 

Intent to form the future scheme of fete , 

But mix not yet m fight, though Jove on high 
Gl y? s the loud signal, and the heai ens reply. 

Meanwhile the rushing armies hide, the ground ; 

The trampled centre yields a hollow sound 
Steeds cased in mail, and chiefs m armour bright, 

I he gleaming champaign glows with brazen light. * 

Amid both hosts (a dreadful space) appear,' 

There great Achilles , bold yEneas, here. 

Mhowjset t& lmply ° ld bebcf > that the might be delajed, but tuner 

Exod V™ danger0US * ,f not fatal > behold a deny See 
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With towering strides ./Eneas first advanced ; 

The nodding plumage on lus helmet danced • 
Spread o’ci his breast the fencing shield he bore, . 
And, so he mo\ ed, his javelin flamed before. 

Not so Pehdcs ; furious to engage, 

He rush’d impetuous Such the lion’s rage. 

Who viewing fust his foes with scornful eyes, 
Though all m aims the peopled city rise, 

Stalks careless on, with unregarding pride ; ' 

Till at the length, by some brave youth defied, 

To his bold spear the savage turns alone. 

He murmurs fury with a h oil tnv groan ; 

He grins, he foams, he lolls his eyes aiound 
Lash’d by his taiHus heaving sides resound ; 

He calls up all his rage ; he grinds lus teeth, 
Resolved on i engcancc, or resolved on death. 

So ficice Achilles on /Eneas flies , 

So stands /Eneas, and his force defies 
Ere yet the stern encounter join’d, begun 
The seed of Thetis thus to Venus’ son * 
u Why conies /Eneas through the ranks so far ? 
Seeks he to meet Achilles’ arm in war, 

In hope the realms of Pnam to enjoy, 

And prove his ments to the throne of Troy ? 

. Grant that beneath thy lance Achilles dies. 

The partial monarch may refuse the prize ; 

Sons he has many , those thy pride may quell : 

And ’tis his fault to lo\e those sons too well. 

Or, in reward of thy victorious hand, 

Has Troy proposed some spacious tract of land 
An ample forest, or a fair domain, 

Of hills for vines, and arable for gram 7 
Even this, perhaps, will hardly prove thy lot. 

But can Achilles be so soon forgot ? 

Once (as I think) you saw this brandish’d spear 
And then the great /Eneas seem’d to fear 
With hearty haste from Ida’s mount he fled, 

Nor, till he reach’d Lymessus, turn’d his head . 
Her lofty walls not long our progress stay’d j 
Those, Pallas, Jove, and we, in rums laid 
In Grecian chains her captive race were cast ; 

; Tis tme, the great /Eneas fled too fast. 

Defrauded of my conquest once before, 

What then I lost, .the gods this day restoie 
Go 5 while thou may’st, avoid the threaten'd fate; 
Fools stay to feel it, and arc wise too late ” 

To this Anchises’ son “ Such words employ 
To one that fears thee, some unwarlikeboy, 

Such we disdain ; the best may be defied 
With mean repioaches, and unmanly pride , 
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Unworthy the high race from which we come 
Proclaim'd so loudly by the voice of fame ; 

Each from illustrious fathers draws Ins l.nc ; 

Each goddess-born ; half human, half divine. 
Thetis’ this day, or Venus* oflipnng dies, 

And tears shall trickle from celestial ejes . 

For when two heroes, thus c erived. contend, 

Tis not in words the glorious *-tnfc ran end. 

If yet thou further seek to karn m> b-rth 
(A talc resounded thiough the spacious earth) 

Hear how the glorious ongtn we prove 
From ancient bird an us, the first from Jo,c . 
Dardania’s walls lie raised *, for llion. men, 

(The citj since of man} -lnnguaged men ) 

Was not. 1 he natives weic content to ull 
The shady foot of Ida’s fountful hill. 6 
From Dardanus great Enchthonius brings, 

The richest, cnee, of Asia's w caltli) kings ; 

Three thousand marcs his spacious pastures bred, 
Tliree thousand foals beside their mothers fed 
Boreas, enamourd of the sprightly tram, 

Conceal’d his godhead m a flowing mane. 

With voice dissembled to Ins loves he rcighd, 

And coursed the dappled beauties o’er the me id . 
Hence sprung twelve others of unrivall'd kmd. 

Swift as their mother mares, and father wind 
These lightlv skimming, when they swept the plain. 
Nor plied the grass nor bent the tender grain ; 

And when along the lev cl seas they Ac.’ , c 
Scarce on the surface curl d the brmv dew. 

Such Enchthonius was from him there came 
The sacred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 

Three sons renow n’d adorn’d his nuptial bed, 

Ilus, Assaracus and Gan>med 
The matchless Ganv med, dmnelv fair. 

Whom heaven, enamourd, snatch’d to upper air. 

To bear the cup of Jo\ e (ethereal guest. 

The grace and glory of the ambrosial feast) 

The two remaining sons the line divide : 

First rose Laomedon from Ilus* side , 

From him Tithonus, now in cares grown old, 

And Priam, bless’d with Hector, brave and bold ; 
Cl) tius and Lampus, ev er-honour’d pair ; 


s "Ere Ilium md the Trojan tow’rs arose. 

In humble Wes thej built their soft abodes. ’ 

6 AIor * //e fr, , e /j fas Compare Virgil's description^? CamiUal’Sho'”' ^ 
- 1 Outstnpp d the winds in speed upon the plain, 

rlew o er the field, nor hurt the bearded gram * 
gie swept the seas, and as she .Umm’d along, 
tier flying feet unbathed on billows hung 

Drj'dcn, vu hoo. 
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And Hicetaon, thunderbolt of war. 

From great Assaracus sprang Capys, he 
Begat Anchiscs, and Anchises me. 

Such is our race * His fortune gnes us birth, 

But Jo\ e alone endues the soul with worth 
He, source of power and might '"with boundless sway. 
All human courage gn es, or takes away 
Long m the field of words we may contend, 

Reproach is infinite, and knows no end, 

Arm’d or with 'truth or falsehood, right or wrong. 

So soluble a weapon is the tongue , 

Wounded, we wound , and neither side can fail, 

Tor c\ cry man has equal strength to rail 
Women alone, when in the streets the\ ja,, 

Perhaps excel us m this wordy war. 

Like us the) stand, encompass’d with the crowd. 

And -v ent their anger impotent and loud 
Cease then — Our business m the field of fight 
3s not to question, but to proi e our might 
To all those insults thou hast offerd here, 

Reccnc this answer His my fljmg speai.** 

He spoke. With all his force the jax ehn flung, 

Fix’d deep, and loudl) m, the buckler rung. 

Far on his outstretch’d arm, Pchdes held 

(To meet the thundering lance) his dreadful shield. 

That trembled as it stud: , nor % oid of fear 
Saw, ere it fell, the immeasurable spear 
His fears were \am , impenetrable charms 
Secured the temper of the ethereal anus 
Through two strong plates the point its passage held. 
But stopp'd, and rested, by the third repelPd 
Fne plates of various metal, various mould, 

Composed the shield , of brass each outward fold, 

Of tin each mwaid, and the middle gold 
Thcie stuck the lance 1 hen rising ere he threw , 

The forceful spear of great Achilles flew, 

And pierced the Dardan shield’s extremes! bound, 
Where the shrill brass return’d a sharper sound 
Through the thin verge the Pelean weapon glides, 

And the slight co\ enng of expanded hides. 

/Eneas his contracted bod) bends, 

And o’er him high the riven targe extends, 

Sees, through its parting plates, the upper air, 

And at Ins back percen es the quivering spear . 

A fate so near him, chills his soul with fright ; 

And swims before his e) es the man) -colour’d light. 

' Achilles, rushing m with dreadful cries, 

Draws his broad blade and at Ahicas flies . 

/Eneas rousing as the foe came on, 

With force collected, heaves a mighty stone : 
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A mass cnotmous ! which in modem days # 

No two of earth's degenerate sons mild ra.T. 

But ocean's god, whose entlhcjual.t* rod* th^ ground, 
Saw the distress, ami mo\ed the powers ; round . 

a Lo ! "on the blink of fate ylhseas stand'', 

An instant victim to Achilles' hands ; 

By Pheebus mged ; but PJiatnu* li.»s bestow'd 
His aid m v.un the man o’erpowtrs the goth 
And can ye see this ngjitcous chief atone ^ 

With guiltless blood for vices not his ov n r 
To all the gods his constant vows were paid , 

Sure, though lie wars for 1 ro\ , he claim*' our aid. 
Fate wills not this , nor thus ran jmeteugn 
The future father of the Dai dan line . ; 

The first gicnt ancestor obtain’d Jus grace, 

And still lus lov c descends on all the race • 

For Priam now, and Priam’s faithless find. 

At length are odious to the all-sboing mind j 
On gicat /Eneas shall devolve the rugn, 

And sons succeeding sons the lasting line sustain v 
The gi cat carth-sha Ur t hits to w hoih repht* 

The imperial goddess with the radiant eyes : 

“ Good as he is, to immolate oi *-p.irc 

The Dardan prince, O Neptune ' be thy care , 

Pallas and I, b> all that gods can bind. 

Have sworn destruction to the Trojan kind : 

Not even an instant to protract thetr fate 
Or save one member of the sinking state ; 

Till her last flame be quench'd with her last gore, 
And even her crumbling turns arc no more ” 

The king of ocean to the 1 ght descends, 

Through all the whistling darts lus course he bends, 
Swift interposed betw ecn the v ,trr<or flic*, 

And casts thick darkness o er Achilles’ eves ’ 

From great Aeneas’ shield the spear lie drew. 

And at lus master’s feet the weapon threw. 

That done, w ith force divine he snatch d on high 
The Dardan prince, and boie him through tlu. sky. 
Smooth-gliding without step, above the heads 
Of warring heroes, and of bounding steeds . 


j Tht future father "^Enc.ns ind Antenor simd dietinginshcd from the ether Tre ins by 
a dt^attsfacUon with Pmm, ind n sympithj with the Greets which is hi Sophocles ind 
tmeherous colhicion.-i suspicion inditxctlj ghneedat, thcuch cnr’wti- 
e^I e P cllec V 1 ' the ^nciiof V trctl — Grotc, 1 p 4— ^ 

Neptune thus recounts Ins stmccs to ./Eneas 

f ) our -^Encas fought, hut fouclit With odds 
Of fore* unequal and unequal gcd> 

I spread a cloud Lefore the ^ ictor s sight, 

Snstim’d the vinnuish’d, ind secured Ins flight— - 
£sen then secured him, when T so up ht with jot 
Inc s ow d destruction of ungrateful Troj ’’ 

Dr j den’s Virgil, \ 10 s3 
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Till at the battle’s utmost verge they light, 

Where the slow Caucans close the rear of fight 
The godhead there (his heavenly form confess’d) 

With w ords like these the panting chief address’d . 

"What power, O prince 1 with force inferior far.’ 
Urged thee to meet Achilles' arm in war ? 

Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom. 
Defrauding fate of all thy fame to come. 

But when the day decreed (for come it must) 

Shall lay this dreadful hero m the dust, 

Let then the furies of that arm be known, 

Secure no Grecian force transcends thy own.” 

With that, he left him wondering as he lay, 

Then from Achilles chased the mist away • 

Sudden, returning with a stream of light, 

The scene of war came rushing on his sight. 

Then thus, amazed ; " What wonders strike my mind ! 
My spear, that parted on the wings of wind, 

Laid here before me 1 and the Dardan lord, 

That fell this instant, vanish’d from my sword 1 
1 thought alone with mortals to contend, 

But powers celestial sure this foe defend. 

Great as he is, our arms he scarce will try, 

Content for once, with all Ins gods, to fly 
Now then let others bleed ” This said, aloud 
He vents his fury and inflames the crowd • 

“ O Greeks 1 (he cries, and every rank alarms) 

Join battle, man to man, and arms to arms • 

’Tis not m me, though favour’d by the sky, 

To mow whole troops, and make whole armies fly * 

No god can singly such a host engage, 

Not Mars himself, nor gieat Mmerva’s rage. 

But whatsoe’er Achilles can inspire, 

Whate’er of active foicc, or acting file , 

Whate’cr this heart can prompt, or hand obey , 

All, all Achilles, Greeks 1 is yours to-day 
Through yon wide host this arm shall scatter fear, 

And thin the squadrons with my single spear ” 

He said noi less elate with martial joy, 

The godlike Hector ivarm’d tire troops of Tioy 
“ Trojans, to war ! Think, Hector leads you on , 

Nor dread the vaunts of Peleus’ haughty son 
Deeds must decide orn fate. E'en these with words 
Insult the biavc, who tremble at their swords . 

The weakest atheist-wic'tch all heaven defies, 

But shrinks and shudders ivhen the thunder flies 
Noi from yon boaster shall your chief retire, 

Not though his heait were steel, his hands were fire ; 
That fire, that steel, your Hectoi should withstand, 

And brave that vengeful heart, that dreadful hand ” 

B B 
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Thus (breathing lage thiough all) the hero said , 

A wood of lances rises round his head, 

Clamours on clamours tempest all the air, 

They join, they throng, they thicken to the war. 

But Phcebus warns him from high heaven to shun 
The single fight with Thetis’ godlike son ; 

More safe to combat m the mingled band, , 

Nor tempt too near the terrors of his hand 
He hears, obedient to the god of light, 

And, plunged within the ranks, awaits the fight. 

Then fierce Achilles, shouting to the skies, 

On Troy’s whole force with boundless fury flies. 

First falls Iphytion, at-his army’s head , 

Brave was the chief, and biave the hostile led ; 

From great Otrynteus he derived Ins blood, 

His mother was a Nais, of the flood , 

Beneath the shades of Tmolus, crown’d with snow, 
From Hyde’s walls he ruled the lands below. 

Fierce as he springs, the sword his head divides : 

The parted visage falls on equal sides . 

With loud-resounding aims lie strikes the plain , 
While thus Achilles glories o’er the slam 
“ Lie there, Otryntides 1 the Trojan eaith 
- Receives thee dead, though Gygre boast thy birth ; 
Those beauteous fields where Hyllus’ waves aie roll’d, 
And plenteous Hermus swells with tides of gold, 

Are thme no more ” — The insulting hero said, 

And left him sleeping m eternal .shade. 

The rolling wheels of Greece the body'tore, 

And dash’d their axles with no vulgar gore 
Demoleon next, Antenor’s offspring, laid 
Breathless in dust, the price of rashness paid. 

The impatient steel with full-descending sway 
Forced through his brazen helm its furious way, 
Resistless drove the batter’d skull befoie, 

And dash’d and mingled all the brains with gore. - 
This sees u Hippodamas, and seized with flight, 

Deserts his chariot for a swiftei flight 
The lance arrests him an ignoble wound 
The panting Trojan nvets to the ground 
He groans away his soul ■ not loudei roais, 

At Neptune’s shrine on Hehce’s high shoies, 

The victim bull , the rocks re-bellow round. 

And ocean listens to 'the grateful sound 
Then fell on Polydore his vengeful rage,® 

The youngest hope of Priam’s stooping age . > 

(Whose feet for swiftness m the lace sui pass’d ) 


tn > J^^des, Vu-pl, -u,d others, reHte thit Polydore was sent into 1 

J , ^~3^r n «[i^n^f St0 I’i. for i.P r ? tect 5- on ' , beln ? the longest of Priam's sons, and 
was treacherously murdered by his host for the sake of the treasure sent with him 
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Of all bis sons, the dearest, and the-last. . 

To the forbidden field he takes his flight. 

In the first folly of a.youthful knight, 

To vaunt his swiftness wheels around the plain, 

But vaunts not long, with all his swiftness slain , 

Struck where the crossing belts unite behind. 

And golden rings the double back-plate join’d 
Forth through the navel burst the thrilling steel; 

And on Ius knees with piercing shneks he fell ; 

The rushing entrails pour'd upon the ground 
His hands collect ; and darkness waps him round. 
When Hector view’d, all ghastly in his gore, 

Thus sadly slam the unhappy Polydore, 

A cloud of sorrow overcast his sight, 

His soul no longer brook'd the distant fight : 

Full in Achilles’ dreadful front he came, 

And shook his javelin like a waving flame. 

The son of Peleus sees, with joy possess’d. 

His heait high-bounding in his rising breast. 

“And, lo 1 the man on whom black fates attend; 

The man, that slew Achilles, is Ins friend ! 

~ No more shall Hector's and Pelides’ speai 
Turn from each other in die w»alks of war ” — 

Then with revengeful eyes he scann’d him o’er : 

“ Come, and leceive thy fate 1 " He spake no more. 

Hector, undaunted, thus “ Such words employ 
To one that dreads thee, some unwarlikc boy . 

Such we could give, defying and defied, 

Mean intercourse of obloquy and pride ! 

I know thy force to mine superior far ; 

But heaien alone confers success m war . 

Mean as I am, the gods may guide my dart, 

And give it entrance in a braver heart ” 

Then parts the lance but Pallas’ hcai cnly breath 
Far from Achilles ivafts the winged death . 

The bidden dartr again to Hector flics, 

And at tlie feet of its gicat mastei lies 
Achilles doses with his haled foe, 

Kis heart and eyes with flaming furj glow . 

.But present to his aid, Apollo shrouds 
The favour'd hero fn a veil of clouds 
Tlmce struck Pelides with indignant heart, 

Thrice in impassive air he plunged the dart ; 

The spear a fourth time buried m the cloud, 

He foams with fury, and exclaims aloud * 

“ Wretch l thou hast 'scaped again ; once more thj flight 
Has saved thee, and the partial god of light 
But long thou shalt not thy just fate withstand, 

If any power assist Achilles’ hand. 

Fly then inglorious ! but thy flight this day 
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Whole hecatombs of Tiojan ghosts shall pay. 19 

With that, he gluts his rage on numbers slam . 

Then Dryops tumbled to the ensanguined plain, , 
Pierced through the neck . he left him panting there, 
And stopp’d Demuchus, great Philetor’s heir 
Gigantic chief 1 deep gash’d the enormous blade, 

And for the soul an ample passage made. 

Laoganus and Dardanus expire, 

The valiant sons of an unhappy sire ; 

Both in one instant from the chariot hurl’d, 

Sunkm one instant to the nether -world • 

This difference only their sad fates afford 
That one the spear destroy’d, and one the sword. 

Nor less unpitied, young Alastor bleeds , 

In vam his youth, in vam his beauty pleads ; 

Jn vam he begs thee, with'a suppliant’s moan. 

To spare a form, an age so like thy own 1 
Unhappy boy 1 no prayer, no moving art, 

E’er bent that fierce, inexorable heart 1 
While yet he trembled at his knees, and cried, 

The ruthless falchion oped his tender side , 

The panting liver pours a flood of goie 
That drowns his bosom till he pants no more. 

Through Mulius* head then drove the impetuous spear 
The warrior falls, transfix’d from ear to ear. 

Thy life, Echeclus ! next the sword bereaves, 

Deep though the front the ponderous falchion cleaves ; 
Warm’d m the brain the smoking weapon lies, 

The purple death comes floating o’er his eyes 
Then brave Deucalion died • the dart was flung 
Where the knit nerves the pliant elbow strung; 

He dropp'd his arm, an unassistmg weight, 

And stood all impotent, expecting fate 
Full on his neck the falling falchion sped. 

From his broad shoulders helv’d his crested head : 

Forth from the bone the spinal marrow flies. 

And, sunk in dust, the corpse extended lies. 

Rhigmas, whose race from fruitful Thracia came, 

(The son of Pierus, an illustripus name,) 

Succeeds to fate . the spear his belly rends ; 

- Prone from his car. the thundering chief descends. 

The squire, who saw expiring on the ground 
His prostrate master, rein’d the steeds around ; 

His back, scarce turn’d, the Pehan javelin gored, 

And stretch’d the servant o’er his dying lord 
As when a flame the winding valley fills,. 

And runs on crackling shrubs between the lulls ; 

Then o’er the stubble up the mountain flies, 

Fires the high woods, and blazes to the skies, 

This way and that, the spreading torrent roars > 
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ARGUMENT. 

THE BATTLE IN THE RIVER SCAMAADER. 1 

The Trojans fiv before Achilles, some towards the town, others to the rites Scamaader : he 
falls upon the latter wMi great slaughter takes twelve captn es aln c, to sacrifice to the 
of Patroclus ; and hills Lycaon and Asteropeus. Scamanoer attacks hun wuhnJl his 
waves Neptune and Pallas assist the hero Simcis joins Scamander at length \ mean, 
bv the ir.si.g?tmn of Juno, almost dries up the m er. This combat ended, the other god* 
engage eacn other Meanwhile Achilles continues the slaughter, drives the rest into iroy ' 
Agenor -onlv makes a stand, and is conveved awaym a cloud hj Apollo who (to delude 
Achilles) takes upon him Agenor s shape, and while he pursues him in that disguise, gives 
the Trojans an opportunity of retiring into their cits . 

The same day continues. The scene is on the banks and m the stream of Scamander. 

And now to Xanthus 5 gliding stream they chove, 

Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove 
The n\ er here divides the fl) mg tram, 

Part to the town fly diverse o’er the plain. 

Where late their troops triumphant bore the fight, 

Now chased, and trembling m ignoble flight * 

(These with a gather’d mist Satumia shrouds, 

And rolls behind the rout a heap of clouds ) 

Part plunge mte the stream . old Xanthus roars. 

The flashing billow s beat the whiten’d shores 
With cnes promiscuous all the hanks resound, 

And here, and there, m eddies wh’rimg round, 

* " Perhaps the boldest exairs’ on of Homer into this region of poetical fmcj 
collision into winds, m the twenty-first of the Iliad, he his brought thenver god Seal 
fi«t with Achilles, and aftenvaros with Vulcan, when summoned by Juno to the liei 
The overwhelming fury of the stream finds the natural interpretation in the character of the 
mountain tonents of Greece and Asia Minor Their wide, shingly beds are in summer 
comparatively dry, so as to be easily forded bj the foot passenger But a thunder-show er in 
the mountains unobserved perhaps by the traveller on the plain, may suddenly immerse him 
m the flood of a might* n\ er The rescue of Achilles by the fiery arms of Vulcan scarcely 
admits of the same ready explanation from physical causes. Vet the subsiding of the flood at 
the critical moment when tne nero’s destruction appeared imminent, might, bj a slight exten- 
sion of the figurati* e parallel, be ascribed to a god symbolic of the influences opposed to all 
atmospheric moisture,” — Mure, vol i p 4S0, sq 
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The flouncing steeds and shucking warriors drown’d. 
As the scorch’d locusts from their fields retire, 

While fast behind them inns the blaze of fire ; 

Driven from the land before the smoky cloud, 

The clustering legions rush into the flood • 

So, plunged in Xanthus by Achilles’ foice, 

Roars the lesoundmg surge with men and horse. 

His bloody lance the hero casts aside, 
(Which,spreading tamarisks on the margin hide,) 
Then, like a god, the rapid billows braves, 

Aim’d with his sword, high brandish’d o’ei the waves : 
Now down he plunges, now he whirls it round, 

Deep groan’d the waters with the dying sound; 
Repeated wounds the reddening river dyed, 

And the warm purple circled on the tide 
Swift through the foa my flood the Trojans fly, 

And close m rocks or winding caverns he . 

So the huge dolphin tempesting the main, 

In shoals before him fly the scaly tram, 

Confusedly heap’d they seek then inmost caves, 

Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves 
Now, tired with slaughtei, from the Trojan band - 
Twelve chosen youths he drags alive to land , 

With their nch belts their captive arms restrains 
(Late their proud ornaments, but how their chains) 
These his attendants to the ships convey’d, 

Sad victims destined to Patioclus’ shade , 

Then, as once more he plunged amid the flood, 

The young Lycaon in his passage stood ; 

The son of Priam , whom the hero’s hand 
But late made captive in his father’s land 
(As from a sycamore, His sounding steel 
Lopp’d the green arms to spoke a chariot nheel) 

To Lemnos’ isle he sold the royal slave, 

Where Jason’s son the price demanded gave ; 

But kind Eetion, touching on the shore, 

The ransom'd prince to fair ArisbS bore. 

Ten days were past, since m his father’s reign 
He felt the sweets of liberty again ; 

The next, that god whom men m vain withstand 
Gives the same youth to the same conquering hand * 
Now never to letum 1 and doom’d to go 
A sadder journey to the shades below 
His well-known face when great Achilles eyed, 

(The helm and visor he had cast aside 
With wild affright, and dropp’d upon the field 
His useless lance and unavailing shield,) 

As trembling, panting, from the stream he fled, 

And knock’d his faltenng knees, the heio said 
« Ye mighty gods 1 what wonders strike my lien ' 
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Is it m vam oui conquering aims subdue ? 

Sure I shall see yon heaps of Tiojans kill a 
Rise from the shades, and brave me on the field : 

As now the captive, whom so late I bound 
And sold to Lemnos, stalks on Trojan ground > 

Not him the sea’s unmeasured deeps detain, 

That bar such numbeis from then native plain 
Lo i he 1 etui ns. Try, then, my flying spear ' 

Try, if the grave can hold the wanderer , 

If earth, at length this active prince can seize, 

Earth, whose strong grasp has held down Heicules ” 

' Thus while he spoke, the Trojan pale with feais 
Approach’d, and sought his knees with suppliant teais 
Loth as he was to yield lus youthful bieath, 

And lus soul shivering at the approach of death 
Achilles raised the spear, pi epared to wound j 
He kiss’d his feet, extended on the ground • 

And while, above, the speai suspended stood, 

Longing to dip its thirsty point m blood, 

One hand embraced them close, one stopp’d the dai t, 
While thus these melting words attempt his heart 
* Thy v'ell-known captive, great Achilles 1 see, 

Once more Lycaon trembles at thy knee 
Some pity to a suppliant’s name afford, 

Who shaied the gifts of Ceies at thy-boaid ; 

Whom late thy conquering arm to Lemnos bore, 

Far from his father, fi lends, and native shoie ; 

A hundred oxen were his pnce that day. 

Now sums immense thy mercy shall repay. 

Scarce respited from woes I yet appeal, 

And scarce twelve morning suns have seen me beie ; 
Lo i Jove again submits me to thy hands. 

Again, her victim cruel Fate demands ! 

I sprang from Priam, and Laotlioe fair, 

(Old Altcs’ daughter, and Lelegia’s heir ; 

Who held in Pedasus his famed abode, 

And ruled the fields wheie silver Satnio flow’d,) 

Two sons (alas > unhappy sons) she bore , 

For ah ' one spear shall drink each brother’s gore, 
And 1 succeed to slaughter’d Polydoie. 

How from that arm of tenor shall I fly ? 

Some demon urges « tis my doom to die « 

If ever yet soft pity touch’d thy mind, 

Ah * think not me too much of Hector’s kind! 

Jfot the same mother gave thy suppliant breath. 

With his, who wrought thy loved Patroclus’ death.” 

These words, attended with a shower of teais, 

The vouui address’d to unrelenting ears • ? 

Talk not of life, or ransom (lie replies) $ 

Patroclus dead, whoever meets me, dies : 
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In vain a single Trojan sues for grace , 

But least, the sons of Priam's hateful race 
Die then, my fnend 1 what boots it to deplore? 
The great, the good Patroclus is no more 1 
He, far thy better, was foredoom'd to die. 

And thou, dost thou bewail mortality ? 

Seest thou not me, whom natuie’s gifts adorn, 
Sprung from a hero, fiom a goddess born ? 

The day shall come (which nothing can avert) 
When by the spear, the arrow, or the dart, 

By night, oi day, by force, or by design, 

Impending death and certain fate are mine * 

Die then,” — He said , and as the word he spoke, 
The fainting stapling sank before the stroke 
His hand forgot its grasp, and left the spear, 

While all his trembling frame confess’d his fear 
Sudden, Achilles his broad sword display'd. 

And buried m his-neck the reeking blade 
Prone fell the jouth ; and panting on the land. 

The gushing purple d) ed the thirsty sand 
The victor to the stream the carcase gave. 

And thus insults him, floating on the wave 
“ Lie there, Lycaon • let the fish surround 
Thy bloated corpse, and suck thy gory wound : 
There no sad mother shall thy funerals weep. 

But swift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 

, Whose every wave some ■watery monster bnngs, 

To feast unpumsh’d on the fat of kings. 

So perish Troy, and all the Trojan line * 

Such ruin theirs, and such compassion mine: 

What boots ye now Scamander’s worshipp’d stream, 
His earthly honours, and immortal name? 

In vain your immolated bulls are slam, 

-Your living coursers glut his gulfs m vain 1 
Thus he rewards you, with this bitter fate , 

Thus, till the Grecian i engeance is complete 
.Thus is atoned Patroclus’ honour’d shade, 

And the short absence of Achilles paid ” 

These boastful words pro\ oked the raging god , 
With fury s\\ ells the violated flood 
What means di\ me may yet the power employ 
To check Achilles, and to rescue Troj ? 

Meanwhile the hero springs m arms, to dare 
The great Asteropeus to mortal nar , 

The son of Pelagon, whose lofty line 

Flows from the source of Axius, -Stream divine ’ _ 

(Fair Penbaea’s love the god had crown’d, 

With all his refluent w aters circled round ) 

On him Achilles rush’d , he fearless stood. 

And shook two spears, advancing from the flood , 
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The flood lmpell’d him, on Pelides’ head 
To avenge his waters choked with heaps of dead. 
Near as they dtew, Achilles thus began 
« What art thou, boldest of the mco or man ? 

"Who, or fiom whence ? U nliappy is the sire 
Whose son encounters our lesistlcss ire.” 

« 0 son of Peleus 1 what avails to trace 
(Replied the warrior) out illustrious race ? 

From rich Pseoma’s valleys I command. 

Arm’d with protended spears, my native band ; 

Now shines the tenth bright morning since I came 

In aid of Ikon to the 'fields of fame 

Axius, who swells with all the neighbouring rills, 

And wide aiound the floated region fills, 

Begot my sire, whose spear much glory won . 

Now lift thy arm, and try that hero’s son l” 
Threatening he said the hostile chiefs advance : 
At once As ter open 5 discliaigcd each lance, 

(For both his'dexterous hands the lance could wield,) 
One struck, but pieiced not, the Vulcaman shield ; 
One razed Achilles’ hand ; the. spouting blood 
Spun forth , in. earth the fasten’d w eapon stood 
Like lightning next the Pelean javelm flics . 

Its errmg fury hiss’d along the skies 

Deep in the swelling bank was driven the spear. 

Even to the middle eaith ; and quiver’d there. 

Then from his side the swoid Pelides drew, 

And on his foe with double fury flew-. 

The foe thrice tugg’d, and shook the rooted wood ; 
Repulsive of his might the weapon stood : 

The fourth, he tries to bicnk the spear in vain ; 

Bent as he stands, he tumbles to the plain j 
His belly open’d with a ghastly w ound, 

The reeking entrails pour upon the ground. 

Beneath the hero’s feet he panting lies, 

And Ins eye darkens, and his spmt flies , 

While the proud victoi thus triumphing said, 

Hfs radiant armoui tearing fiom the dead . 

“ So ends thy glory 1 Such the fate they prove, 
Who stuve presumptuous with the sons of Jove ' 
Sprung from a nvei, didst thou boast thj lmc ? 

But great Saturnius is the source of mine. 

How durst thou vaunt thy watery progem ? 

Of Peleus, Abacus, and Jove, am I 
The race of these supcuoi fai to those, 

As he that thunders to the stream that flows. 

What rivers can, Scamander might have shown j 
But Jove he dreads, nor w'ais agairst his son 
Even Achelous might contend m vain, 

And all the roaung billows of the main. 
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The eternal ocean, from whose fountains flow 
The seas, the rivers, and the spimgs below. 

The thundering voice of Jove abbot s to hear, 

And m Ins deep abysses shakes with fear ” 

He said then fiom the bank Ins javelin tore, 

And left the breathless wainor m his gore 
The floating tides the bloody carcase lave, 

And beat against it, wave succeeding wave ; 

Till, roll’d between the banks, it lies the food 
Of curling eels, and fishes of the flood 
All scatter’d lound the stream (their mightiest slam 51 
The amazed Poeomans scour along the plain - 
Pie' vents his fury on the flying ctew, 

Thrasms, Astyplus, and Mnesus slew , 

Mydon, Thersilochus, with ./Emus, fell , 

And numbers more his lance had plunged to hell, 

But from the bottom of his gulfs profound 
Scamander spoke ; the shores icturn’d the-sound. 

“ O first of mortals 1 (foi the gods are thmc) 

In valour matchless, and in force divine 1 
If Jove have given thee every Trojan head, 

’Tis not on me thy rage should heap the dead 

See 1 my choked streams no more their course can keep, 

Nor roll their wonted tribute to the deep 

Turn then, impetuous 1 from our injured flood , 

Content, thy slaughters could amaze a god." 

In human form, confess’d before his eyes, 

The river thus ; and thus the chief replies 
“ O sacred stream 1 thy word we shall obey ; 

But not till Troy the destined vengeance pay, 

Not till within her towers the perjured tram 
Shall pant, and -tremble at our arms again , 

Not till proud Hector, guardian of her wall, 

Or stain this lance, or see Achilles fall ” 

He said ; and drove with fuiy on the foe 
Then to the godhead of the silvei bow 
The yellow flood began “ 0 son of Jove 1 
Was not the mandate of the sue above 
Full and express, that Phoebus should employ 
His sacred arrows in defence of Troy, 

And make her conquer, till Hyperion’s fall 
In awful darkness hide the face of all ? ” 

He spoke in vain-—' The chief without dismay 
Ploughs through the boiling surge his despeiate wav. 
Then rising m Ins rage above the shores, 

Fiom all his deep the bellowing nvei roars, 

Huge heaps of slam disgorges on the coast, 

And round the banks the ghastly dead are toss’d 
While all before, the billows ranged on high, 

(A watery bulwaik,) screen the bands who flj 
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, Now bursting on hts bend w nit thundering sotmd. 

The falling deluge whelms the hero round ; 

His loaded shield bends to the rushing tide t 
His feet, upborne, scarce the strong flood div me. 

Shddermg, and staggering. On the bolder stood 
A spreading elm, that overhung the flood ; 

He seized a bending bough, his steps to stay ; 

The plant uprooted to his weight gave waj. 1 
Heaving the bank, and undermining all ; 

Loud flash the waters to the rushing fall 
Of the thick foliage. The large trunk display'd 
Bridged the rough flood across the hero stay a 
On this his weight, and raised upon h>s hand, 

Leap’d from the channel, and regain’d the land. 

Then blacken’d the wild wav e* . the murmur rose : 

The god pursues, a huger billow throw, 

And bursts the bank, ambitious to de-itioy 
The man whose fur> is the fate of Troy. 

He like the warlike eagle speeds Ins pace 
(Swiftest and strongest of the aerial race) ; 

Far as a spear can fl>, Achilles firings ; 

At everv bound his clanging armour rings : 

Now here, now there, he turns on c,cry side. 

And winds his course before the following tide ; 

The waves flow after, wlicrcsocer he wheels, 

And gather fast, and murmur at his hcc 1 * 

So when a peasant to lus garden brings 
Soft rills of water from the bubbling spring*. 

And calls the floods from high, to bless his bowers. 

And feed with pregnant streams the plants and Powers : 

Soon as he clears vvhate'cr their passage slav'd, 

And marks the future current with his spade, 

Swift o’er the rolling pebbles, down the lulls, 

Louder and louder purl the falling nils , 

Before him scattering, the> prev ent lus p-uns. 

And shine m ma?v wanderings o’er the plains. 

Still flies Achilles, but before his cv es 
Still swift Scamander rolls where er he flies : 

Not all lus speed escapes the rapid floods ; 

The first of men, but not a match for gods. 

Oft as he turn d the torrent to oppose. 

And bravely try if all the powers were foes ; 

So oft the suige, m watery mountains spread, 

Beats on his back, or bursts upon his head. 

Yet dauntless still the adverse flood he braves. 

And still indignant bounds above the waves 
Tired by the tides, his knees relax with toil ; 

= Wood has -obssned, that “the circumstance of a filhrg tree, whs* is described =s 
reaching from one ot its hanks to the other, affords a very just idea of the tread'h of the 
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Wash’d from beneath him slides the slimy soil ; 

When thus (Ins eyes on heaven’s expansion thrown) 

Forth bursts the hero with an angry groan : 

“ Is there no god Achilles to befnend, 

No power to aveit his miserable end > 

Prevent, 0 Jove 1 this ignominious date, 3 
And make my future life the sport of fate. 

Of all heaven’s oracles believed in vain, 

But most of Thetis must her son complain ; 

By Phoebus’ darts she prophesied my fall, 

In glonous arms before the Trojan wall 
Oh ! had I died in fields of battle warm, 

Stretch’d like a hero, by a hero’s arm 1 
Might Hector’s spear this dauntless bosom rend, 

Arid my swift soul o’eitake my slaughter’d friend. 

Ah no * Achilles meets a shameful fate, 

Oh how unworthy of the brave and gieat ' 

Like some vile swam, whom on a ramy day. 

Crossing a ford, the torrent sweeps away, 

An unregarded carcase to the sea." 

Neptune and Pallas haste to his relief, 

And thus m human form address’d the chief . 

The power of ocean first 11 Forbear thy fear, 

O son of Pelcus 1 Lo, thy gods appear 1 
Behold 1 from Jove descending to thy aid, 

Propitious Neptune, and the blue-eyed maid 
Stay, and the furious flood shall cease to rave 
’Tis not thy fate to glut his angry wave 
But thou, the counsel heaven suggests, attend ! 

Nor breathe from combat, nor thy sword suspend, 

Till Troy receive her flying sons, till all 
Her routed squadrons pant behind their wall . 

Hector alone shall stand his fatal chance, 

And Hector’s blood shall smoke upon thy lance. 

Thine is the glory doom’d ” Thus spake the gods • 

Then swift ascended to the bright abodes 

Stung with new ardour, thus by heaven nnpeU’d, 

He springs impetuous, and invades the field 
O’er all the expanded plain the waters spread , 

Heaved on the bounding billows danced the dead, 

Floating ’midst scatter’d arms ; while casques of gold 
And turn’d-up bucklers glitter’d as they roil’d 
High o’er the surging tide, by leaps and bounds, 

He wades, and mounts , the parted wave resounds 
Not a whole river stops the hero’s course, 

While Pallas fills him with immortal force. 

With equal rage, indignant Xanthus roars, 

And lifts his billows, and o’cnvhelms his shores. 

3 ImemmtDus Drowning, as compared with a death m the field of battle, was considered 
utterly disgraceful 
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Then thus to Simo'is < “ Haste, mj brother flood j 
And check this mortal that controls .1 god } 

Our bravest heroes else shall quit the fight, 

And Ihon tumble from her tower)- height 
Call then thy subject streams, and bid them roar, 
From all thy fountains swell thy vatcr) store, 

With broken rocks, and with a load of dead, 

Charge the black surge, and pour it on his head. 
Mark how lcsistlcss through the floods he b 0Cj, 

And boldly bids the warring gods be foes ! 

But nor that force, nor form divine to signt, 

Shall aught avail him, if our rage unite . 

Whelm’d under our d irk gulfs those arms shall lie. 
That blaze so dreadful m each Trojan c>c ; 

And deep beneath a sandy mountain hurl d, 



Immersed remain this terroi of the world. 

Such ponderous rum shall confound the place, 

No Greeks shall e’er Ins perish’d relies grace, 

No hand his bones shall gather, or inhume ; 

These his cold rites, and this his watery tomb 0 
He said , and on the chief descends amam, 
Increased with gore, and swelling w ith the slain. , 
Then, mui muring from his beds, he boils, he ra\ cs. 
And a foam whitens on the purple waves . 

At every step, befoie Achilles stood 
The crimson surge, and deluged him w ith blood 
Fear touch’d the queen of heaven she saw dismay’d, 
» She call’d aloud, and summon’d Vulcan’s aid. 
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“ Rise to the war ! the insulting flood lectmres 
Thy wasteful arm > assemble all thy fires ' 

While to their aid, by our command enjoin’d, 

Rush the swift eastern and the Western wind 
These from old ocean at my woid shall blow. 

Pour the red torrent on the watery foe, 

Corses and arms to one bright rum turn, 

And hissing rivers to their bottoms burn 
Go, mighty m thy rage ' display thy powei, 

Drink the whole llood, the crackling trees devour 
Scorch all the banks ! and (till our voice reclaim) 
Evert the unwearied funcs of the flame * ” 

The power ignipotent her word obeys . 

Wide o’er the plain he pours the boundless blaze , 

At once consumes the dead, and dries the soil 
And the shrunk waters m their channel boil 
As when autumnal Boreas sweeps the sky, 

And instant blows the water’d gardens dry 
So look’d-the field, so whiten'd was the ground, 

While Vulcan biea tiled the fiery blast around 
Swift on the sedgy reeds the rum preys , 

Along the margin winds the running blaze 
The trees in flaming rows to ashes turn, 

The flowering lotos and the tamarisk bum, 

Broad elm, and cypiess using in a spire , 

The watery willows hiss before the fire 
Now glow the waves, the fishes pant for breath, 

The eels lie twisting m the pangs of death 
Now fiouncc aloft, now dive the scaly fry, 

Or, gasping, turn their bellies to the sky 
At length the nver rear'd lus languid head, 

And thus, short-panting, to the god he said 
“Oh Vulcan’ oh! what power resists thy might? 

I faint, I sink, unequal to the fight 

I yield Let Ihon fall ; if fate decree 

Ah bend no more thy fiery arms on me 1 ” 

He ceased , wide conflagration blazing round , 

The bubbling waters yield a hissing sound 
As when the flames beneath a cauldron rise, 4 
To melt the fat of some rich sacrifice, 

Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires 
The waters foam, the heavy smoke aspires 
So boils the imprison'd flood, forbid to flow, 

And choked with vapours feels lus bottom glow. 

To Juno then, impel ml queen of air, 

< Beneath a caldron 

“So, v.hcn with cnckhng fhmes i caldron fries. 

The bubbling Miters from the bottom rise 
Above the brims the} force their fiery wa> , 

Black vapours climb aloft, and cloud the dxy ' 

Drj den’s Virgil, v« 6+4 
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The burning river sends his earnest prayer : 

“Ah why, Saturnia ; must thy son engage 
Me, only me, with all his wasteful rage? 

On other gods his dreadful arm employ, 

For mightier gods asseit the cause of Troy. 
Submissive I desist, if thou command , 

But ah 1 withdraw this all-destroying hand 
Hear then my solemn oath, to yield to fate 
Unaided Ilion, and her destined state, 

Till Greece shall gird her with destructive flame, 

And m one rum sink the Trojan name.” 

His warm entreaty touch’d Satumia’s ear : 

She bade the ignipotent his rage forbear, 

Recall the flame, nor in a mortal cause 
Infest a god the obedient flame withdraws 
Again the branching streams begin to spread, 

And soft remurmur m their wonted bed 
While these by Juno’s mil the stnfe resign. 

The warnng gods m fierce contention join : 
Rekindling rage each heavenly breast alarms * 

With horrid clangour shock tne ethereal arms 
Heaven in loud thundei bids the trumpet sound ; 
And wide beneath them gioans the rending ground. 
Jove, as his sport, the dreadful scene descries, 

And views contending gods with careless eyes 
The power of battles lifts his brazen spear, 

And first assaults the radiant queen of wai 
“ What moved thy madness, thus to disunite 
Ethereal minds, and mix all heaven in fight ? 

What wonder this, when m thy frantic mood 
Thou drovest a mortal to insult a god ? 

Thy impious hand Tydides’ javelm boie, 

And madly bathed it in celestial gore ” 

He spoke, and smote the long-iesoundmg shield, 
Which bears Jove’s thunder on its dreadful field • 
The adamantine aegis of her sire, 

That turns the glancing bolt and forked fire 
Then heaved the goddess m her mighty hand 
A stone, the limit of the neighbouring land, 

There fix’d from eldest times , black, craggy, vast } 
This at the heavenly homicide she cast 
Thundering he falls, amass of monstrous size 
And seven broad acres 'covers as he lies 
The stunning stroke his stubborn nerves unbound 
Loud o’er the fields his ringing arms resound 
The scornful dame her conquest views with s mil es, ~ 
And, glorying, thus the prostrate god reviles . 

Hast thou not yet, insatiate fury » known 
How far Minerva’s force transcends thy own ? 

Juno, whom thbu lebelhous darest withstand. 
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Corrects tin folly thus by Pallas’ hand ; 

1 bus meets thy broken faith with just disgtacc, 

And pattial aid to Troy's perfidious race.” 

*^ lc goddess spoke, and turn’d her eves away, 
l hat, beaming; tound, diffused celestial day 
Imes Cyprian daughter, stooping on the land, 

Lent to the wounded god hci tender hand 
Slowly he rises scarcely bteathes with para. 

And, propp'd on her fair arm, forsakes the plain. 

'1 his the bright empress of the heavens i rvey’d, 

And, scoffing, thus to war’s victorious maid • 

“ Lo • what an aid on Mars’s side is seen * 

The rnnic^ and lotos’ unconquciable queen ’ 

Mark with what insolence, m open Anew, 
bhe move-* * let Pallas, if she dates, pursue.” 

Mmcn’a smiling itcuid, the pan oertook, 

And slight!) <m het breast the wanton slrook : 

Mie, unresisting, fell (her spirits fled) j 
On earth together lay the loi cr s spread 
il And like these heroes be the fate of all 
{Miners a cues) who guaul the Trojan wall < 

To Grecian gods such let the Phrygian be, 
bo dread, so fierce, as Venus is to me , 

Then from the lowest stone shall Troy be moved ” 

Thus she, and Juno with a smile approved 
Meantime, to mt\ m more th in mortal fight, 

The god of ocean dales the god of light. 
u What sloth has sewed us, when the fields mound 
Kmg with conflicting powers, and heaven lciums the sound ? 
.Shall, ignominious, we with shame ictirc, 

Ko deed perform’d, to onr Olympian sire? 

Come, pro\c thy arm 1 for first the war to wage, 

Suits not my greatness, or superior age 
Kash as thou art to pvop the Irojan tlnone, 

(Forgetful of my wrongs, and of thy own,) 

And guard the race of proud Laomedon > 

Hast thou forgot, how, at the monarch’s piaycr, 

We shared the lengthen’d labours of a yem ? 

Troy walls I raised (for such were Jove’s commands), 

And yon proud bulwarks grew beneath my hands 
Thy task it was to feed the bellowing droves 
Along fan Ida’s vales and pendant groves 
But when the circling seasons m their tram 
Brought back the grateful day that crown’d our pam. 

With menace stern the fraudful king defied 
Our latent godhead, and the prize denied 
Mad as he was, he threaten’d servile bands, 

And doom’d us exiles fai m barbarous lands s 


5 « Thw tele of tlie temponry servitude of particuhr gods, by order of Jove, ts « pum b; 
mentfor misbelwiour, recurs not wtfrequenilynmong the jncufeats of iheMjihical worU. 
— Orotc, vol 1 p 156 c c 
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Incensed, we heavenward lied with swiftest wing, 

And destined vengeance on the perjured Ving 

Dost thou, for this, afford proud llion giacc, 

And not, like us, infest tlic faithless race , 

Like us, their present, futui c sons destroy, _ 

And from its deep foundations heave their Troy r 

Apollo thus : “To combat for mankind 

III suits the wisdom of celestial mind ; 

For what is man ? Calamitous by birth. 

They owe their life and nourishment to earth ; 

Like yearly leaves, that now, with beauty crown’d, 

Smile on the sun ; now, wither on the ground 

To their oivn hands commit the frantic scene, 

Nor mix immortals in a cause so mean.” 

Then turns his face, far-beaming heavenly fires, 

And from the senior power submiss retires : 

Him thus retreating, Artemis upbraids, 

The quiver’d huntress of the s\ lv an shades . 

“And is it thus the youthful I'hcrbus Hies, 

And yields to ocean’s hoary sire the prizt ? 

How vam that martial pomp, and dreadful show 

Of pointed arrows and the sihn bow • 

Now boast no more in yon celestial bower, 

Thy force can match the great earth-shaking power." 

Silent he heard the queen of woods upbraid ; 

Not so Saturma bore tne vaunting maul , 

But furious thus . “ What insolence has driven 

Thy pride to face the majesty of heaven ? 

What though by Jo\ c the female plague design'd, 

Fierce to the feeble race of womankind, 

The wretched matron feels thy piercing dart ; 

Thy sex’s tyrant, with a tiger’s heart ? 

What though tiemendous in the woodland chase 

Thy certain arrows pierce the savage race? 

How dares thy rashness on the powers dtv me 

Employ those arms, or match thy force with mine ? 

Learn hence, no more unequal w-ai to wage—” 

She said, ana seized her waists with eager rage j 

These m her left hand lock’d, her right untied 

The bow, the quiver, and its plumy pride 

About her temples flies the busy bow , 

Now here, now there, she wands her from the blow ; 

The scattering arrows, rattling from the case. 

Drop round, and idly maik the dusty place 

Swift from the field the'bafiled huntress flics, 

And scarce restrains the tonent m her eyes 

So, when the falcon wings her way above, 

To the cleft cavern speeds the gentle dov e ; 

(Not fated yet to die ;) theie safe retreats. 

Yet still her heart agamst the maible beats. 

To her Laiona hastes with tender care , 

• ' 
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Whom Hermes viewing, thus declines the war 
“ How shall I face the dame, who gives delight 
To lnm whose thunders blacken hca\en with ni"ht ? 
Go, matchless goddess ! triumph m the skies, 

And hoist nn conquest, while I >tcld the prize” 

He spoke ; and pass'd : Lalona, stooping low. 
Collects the scatter’d shafts and fallen bow, 

*1 hat, glittering on the dust, la> here and there 
Dishonour’d rehes of Diana’s war : 

'I hen swift pursued her to her blest hbode, 

Where, all confused, site sought the sovereign god ; 
Weeping, she grasp'd Ins knees the ambrosial vest 
Shook with her sighs, and panted on her breast 
I he «ire superior smiled, and bade her show 
W’hat htav enl> hand had caused his daughter’s woe ? 
Abash'd, she names his own imperial spouse , 

And the pale crescent fades upon her brows 
Thus tnev above . while swift!) gliding down, 

Apollo enters Ihon's sacred town ; 

The guardian-god now trembled for her wall, 

And fear’d the Greeks, though fate forbade her fall. 
Hack to Olympus, from the war’s alarms, 
ltcium the shining bands of gods m arms ; 
home proud in triumph, some with rage on fire , 

And take their thrones around the ethereal sire 
'I hrough blood, through death, Achilles still proceeds, 
O’er slaughter'd heroes, and o’er rolling steeds. 

As when avenging flames with fury driven 
On guilt) towns exert the wrath of heaven j 
The pale inhabitants, some fall, some fly ; 

And the red vapours purple all the sky 
So raged Aclulies death and dire dismav, 

And toils, and terrors, fill'd the dieadful day 
High on a turret hoar)’ Priam stands, 

And marks the waste of his dcstructn e hands , 

Views, from his arm, the Trojans’ scatter’d flight, 

And the near hero rising on his sight r 
No stop, no check, no aid * With feeble pace, 

And settled sonow on his aged face, 

Fast as he could, lie sighing quits the walls ; 

And thus descending, oil the guards he calls 
“ You to whose care our city-gates belong, 

Set wide your portals to the flying throng 
For lo 1 he comes, with unresisted sway , 

He comes, and desolation maiks Ius way 1 
But when within the walls our tioops takebieath, 

Lock fast the brazen bars, and shut out death.” 

Thus charged the reverend monarch wide were flung 
The opening folds , the sounding hinges rung 
Plicebus rush’d forth, the flying bands to meet , 
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Enr.it’t d AchiUr , folio*. v uH I.** J F >’ 

Wild with rcvem < , h -ti'dd*, of v, r 
Then hid the tho* > cf uni pi a , > 

And Trov m 5 » w**‘» * t*» *'« ? ‘ dl- icJjm ’» ; 

I5ut he, tiu go 1 who d >* « tiheri-'i t, -si ”, 

Shot, dov n to » i\v h* ,md u ** s;a \.-x i > , 

To uning A muor f no thunc he y -*-<■* ; 

(AntcnorS on* pi >?»’/, hiu,*\u . h » <*, ?" ’ *'*>■" " 1* 
in .ml of him, hi ado the h-, h hr -'■t'l 
And wrapt in clouds, r« tr m-V, th - h 'n l '<* f * . 
When wwv the yuu.’Wi ninth Attclb' •; ,*<. 

'i hick beats ht , lion, th* tiOvdd'd *u ** *a r> % 
(So, ere a storm, the \. vm h*'i „n«’ ri“ } 

He stops, and qut >o<n* thu. mi « kv - » , - v , 
“What, sh,dl 1 d\ tint tr*tc»' <> f thr t»l« , 1 
Like others fly, and h - \x) c rvher 1 « r ' 

Vatu hope * to <hun Umi by th<* «*T % »t*'i M' • 
Yon line of nhughw r'd 'I S v»y Xr*< b 
No * with the common In w 1 -earn to t ,l l ™ 

W hit vf tin.) p vsVd me to th< Trt j *n •• a 5 . 

While I decline to \ older path, that h »*’ 

To Ida's forests tn»i sttrrmmdmp * h ‘de * 

So may I reach, conceal'd, the coiling t’> id, 

From my tired body' wash the dirt ami b<> ‘A, 

As soon as night her dusky \cU tends, 

Return m safety to my Trojan fiicnth 

What if 5 But whcrcfori nil this vim dilute. 

Stand I to doubt, w tthm the rctrh of f itc ? 

Even now perhaps, cic yet I turn the wall. 

The fierce Achilles sees ’me, .aid I Fall : 

Such is Ins swiftness, 'tie in \ am to fly, 

And such his \alour, that who stands* must th* 
Houe’ci His better, fighting for the stat*\ 

Here, and m public uew, to meet niv fue. 

Yet sure he too is mortal , he may feel 
(Like all the sons of earth! the force of steel 
One only soul informs tint dreadful fume , 

And Jove s sole fat om gn cs hint nil his fame,* 

He said, and stood, collected, tn hts might j 
And all his beating bosom cl tim'd the fight. 

So from some deep-grown wood a panther starts, 
Roused from Ins thicket by' a storm of dirts . 
Untaught to fear or fly, he hears the sounds 
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Of shouting hunters, and of clamorous hounds ; 
i hough sti uclc, though wounded, scarce perceives the pain 
And the barb’d javelin stings his breast m vain . ' 

On their whole war, untamed, the savage flies , 

And tears his huntei, or beneath him dies. 

Not less lcsolved, Antcnor’s valiant hen 
Conflonts Achilles, and awaits the wai. 

Disdainful of retreat . high held befoie, 

His shield (a broad circumference) he boie , 

Then graceful as he stood, in act to throw 
The lifted javelm, thus bespoke the foe 
“ How proud Achilles glories in his fame 1 
And hopes this day to sink the Trojan name 
Beneath hei rums • Know, that hope is \am , 

A thousand nocs, a thousand toils lemam 
Parents and children our just arms employ, 

And strong and many are the sons of Troj. 

Gicat as thou art, even thou may’st stam with goie 
These Phrjgian holds, and press a foreign shoie” 

He said * with matchless force the javelm flung 
Smote on his knee j' the hollow cuishes rung 
Beneath the pointed steel , but safe from harms 
He stands impassive m the ethereal arms 
Then fiercely rushing on the daring foe, 

His lifted arm prepares the fatal blow 
But, jealous of his fame, Apollo shrouds 
The god-hhc Trojan m a veil of clouds 
Safe from pursuit, and shut from mortal view, 

Dismiss’d with fame, the favour'd youth withdrew. 

Meanwhile the god, to cover their escape, 

Assumes Agcnor’s habit, voice and shape, 

Flics from the furious chief in this disguise ; 

The furious chief still follows wheie he flics 

Now o’er the fields they stretch with lengthen’d studes, 

Now urge the course where swift Scamandcr glides 
The god, now distant scarce a stride befoie, 

Tempts his pursuit, and wheels about the shore , 

While all die flying troops their speed employ, 

And pour on heaps into the walls of Troy 
No stop, no stay , no thought to ask, or tell, 

Who ’scaped by night, or who by battleTell 
’Twas tumult all, and violence of flight , 

And sudden joy confused, and mix’d affright 
Pale Troy against Achilles shuts her gate 
And nations breathe, deliver’d from their fate. 
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T11K DEATH or HECTOR 

The Trojans being safe within the walls, Hector onl> staj s to oppose Adnilca. Pnam is 
struck at his approach, and tries to persuade his son to re-enter the town Hecuba join; 
her entreaties, but in vain Hector consults w ithin himself vhat measures to take , but at 
the advance of Achilles, his resolution fails him, and lie flics Achilles ptir*u< h m thnee 
round the walls of Troj. The gods debate concerning tbe fate of Hector, at length 
Minerva descends to the aid of Aclullcs She deludes Hector m the shajie of Deiphobtw , 
he stands the combat, and is slain Achilles drags the dead bod> at his tlwnot in the sight 
of Pnam and Hecuba. Their lamentations, tears, and dcMiair Their cncs reach tit- can 
of Andromache, who, ignorant of this, was retired into the inner part of the palace she 
mounts up to the walls, and beholds her dead husband. She swoons at the spectacle 
Her excess of gnef and lamentation 

The thirtieth day still continues The scene lies under the walls, and on the battle 
ments of Troy 


Thus to their bulwaiks, smit with panic fear, 

The heided Ilians rush like dm en deer 
1 here safe they wipe the bnny di ops away. 

And drown m bowls the labours of the day. 

Close to the walls, advancing o’er the fields 
Beneath one roof of well-compactcd shields, 

°* n u th ? ^ reeks ’ embodied poners, 
r rLt w h . mg m V ie shade of Tro J an ton ers 
St singIy stay ’ d chain’d down by fate, 

S- fix , d ke stood befoie the Scfean gate , 

StiH his bold arms determined to employ. 

The guardian still of long-defended Troy. 

Apolio now to tired Achilles turns 
(The power confess’d m all his glory bums ) 

And what (he cries) has Peleus’ son in view 
sodhead to pursue » ' 

TT° r i n nM 0 tkee t0 know the gods is given 

What boots 1 tb aCC t ^ 16 ^ a ^ ent marks of heaven. 

Vain rtJv that Troy forsook the plain? 

n tny past labour, and thy present vain : 
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Safe in their an alls arc now her troops bestow’d, 
Wlnle here thy frantic rage attacks a god ” 

The chief incensed—-'* Too partial god of day h 
To check my conquests m the middle way. 

How few m Ilton else had refuge found 1 
What gasping numbers now had bit the ground > 
Thou lobb’st'me of a glory justly mine, 

Powerful of godhead, and of fraud divine 
Mean fame, alas 1 for one of heavenly strain, 

To cheat a mortal who repines m vain." 

Then to the city, temble and strong, 

With high and haughty steps he tower’d along, 

So the proud courser, victor of die prize, 

To the near goal with double ardour flies. 

Him, as lie blazing shot across the field. 

The careful ejes of Priam first beheld. 

Not half so dreadful rises to the sight , 1 
Through the thick gloom of some tempestuous night, 
Orion’s dog (the jeai when autumn weighs). 

And o’er the feebler stars everts his rays , 

Terrific glory 1 for lus burning breath 

Taints the red air with fevers plagues, and death. 

So flamed his fiery mail Then w ept the sage- 
He strikes hts roerend head, now white with age , 
He lifts his wither’d arms , obtests the skies , 

He calls his much-lo\ed son with feeble cries 
The son, resolved Achilles’ foice to dare. 

Full at the Screan gates expects the war , 

Wnle the sad father on the rampart stands, 

And thus adjures him with extended hands 
"Ah stay not, stay not ! guaidless and alone ; 
Hector * my loved, my dearest, bravest son 1 
Mcthmks already I behold thee slam, 

And stretch’d beneath that fury of the plain. 
Implacable Achilles f mighfst thou be 
To all the gods no dearer than to me 1 
Thee,' vultures wild should scatter round the shore, 
And bloody dogs grow fiercer from thy gore 
How many valiant sons I late enjoy’d, 

Valiant m vam 1 by thy cursed arm destroy’d 
Or, worse than slaughter’d, sold m distant isles 
To shameful bondage, and unworthy toils 
Two, while I speak, my eyes m vain explore, 

Two from one mother sprung, my Polydore, 


* Net half so dreadful 

"On the other side, 

Incensed with indignation, Satan stood 
Untemficd, and like a comet bunt’d. 

That fires the length of Ophiuchus huge 
* In the arctic slc> , and from his homd hair 

Shakes pestilence and war "—Paradise Lost,’ xt 70S. 
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And loved Lycaon ; now perhaps no more ! 

Oh ' if m yondei hostile camp they m e. 

What heaps of gold, what treasures wotilcl T gne 
(Their grandsne’s wealth, b> right of birth then own. 
Consign’d his daughter with Lclcgia’s throne 
But if (which Heaten forbid) ahead) lost, 

All pale they wander on the Stygian coast ; 

What sorrows then must their sad mother know, 

What anguish I ? unuttciablc woe 1 
Yet less that anguish, less to hei, to me, 

Less to all Troy, if not deprived of thee. 

Yet shun Achilles 1 enter >ct the wall ,* 

And spate thyself, thy father, spare us all ! 

Save thy dear life , or, if *i soul so bia\ c 
Neglect that thought, th> dearer glory sate 
Pity, while yet I live, these silvci hairs , 

While yet thy father feels the woes he bears, 

Yet cursed with sense 1 a wretch, whom m his rage 
(All trembling on the \crge of helpless age) 

Great Jove has placed, sad spectacle of pain ! 

The bitter dregs of fortune’s cup to dram : 

To fill wnth scenes of death his closing eyes. 

And number all hts days by miseries ' 

My heroes slam, my bridal bed o’crlum’d, 

My daughters ravish’d, and my city bum’d. 

My bleeding infants dash’d against the floor ; 

These I have yet to see, perhaps y et more 1 
Perhaps even I, reserved by angry fate, 

The last sad relic of my min’d state, 

(Dire pomp of sovcieign wretchedness ’) must fall. 
And stain the pavement of my regal liall ; 

Where famish’d dogs, late guardians of my doot, 
Shall lick their mangled master’s spatter’d gore 
Yet for my sons 1 thank ye, gods » ’Lis well ; 

Well hat e they pensh’d, foi m fight they fell 
Who dies m youth and tigoui, dies the best. 

Struck through with wounds, all honest on the breast. 
But when the fates, in fulness of their rage, 

Spurn the hoar head of unresisting age, 

In dust the reverend lineaments deform, 

And pour to dogs the life-blood scarcely warm • 

This, this is misery ' the last, the worse, 

That man Gan feel > man, fated to be cursed * ” 

He said, and acting wliat no w ords could say. 

Rent from his head the silver flocks away 
With him the mournful mother bears a part , 

Yet all her sorrows turn not^Hector’s heart 
The zone unbraced, her bosom she display’d ; 

And thus, fast-falling the salt tears, she said 
Have mercy on me, O my son 5 re\ ere 
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The words of age ; attend a patent’s prayer 1 
If ever thee in these fond aims I press’d. 

Or still’d thy infant clamouis at this bieast 
Ah do not thus our helpless years forego, ’ 

But, by our walls secured, lepel the foe 
Against his rage if singly thou pioceed, 

Should’st thou, (but Heaven avert it*!) should’sl thou bleed 
Nor must thy corse he honour’d on the biei , 

Nor spouse, noi mother, grace thee With a tear » 

Far from our pious rites those dear lemams 
Must feast the vultuies on the naked plains ” 

So they, while down tlieir cheeks the toirents roll ; 

But fix’d remains the purpose of his soul , 

Resolved he stands, and with a fiery glance 
Expects the hero’s terrible advance 
So, roll’d up m his den, the swelling snake 
Beholds the traveller approach the brake , 

When fed with noxious herbs his tuigid veins 
Have gather’d half the poisons of the plains , 

He bums, he stiffens with 'collected ire, 

And his red eyeballs glare with living fiie 
Beneath a turret, on his shield reclined. 

He stood, and question’d thus his mighty mind 9 
“Where lies my way? to enter in the wall ? 

Honour and shame the ungenerous thought lecall : 

Shall pi oud Polydamas before the gate 
Proclaim, his counsels are obey’d too late,. 

Which timely follow’d but the former night, 

What numbers had been saved by Hector’s flight? 

That wise advice lejected with disdain, 

I feel my folly in my people slam 
Methinks my suffering country’s voice I hear, 

But most her worthless sons insult my ear, 

On my rash courage charge the chance of w ir, 

And blame those virtues which they cannot share 

No if I e’er return, return I must 

Glorious, my country's terror laid in dust . 

Or if I perish, let her see me fall 
In field at least, and fighting for her wall. 

And yet suppose these measures I forego, 

Approach unarm’d, and parley v ith the foe, 

The warnoi -shield, the helm, and lance, lay down 
And treat on terms of peace to sav c the town . 

The wife withheld, the treasuie lll-dclain’d 
(Cause of the wai, and gnev ance of the land) 

With honourable justice to restore 
And add half llion’s jet remaining stoic, 

Which Troy shall, sworn, produce , that injured Greece 
May share our wealth, and leave our walls m peace 

•* And thus his o\\ n undaunted mmd c\p'orcs " Pmdisc Uit," w 



394 


-THE ILIAD fRooK XXII. 

But why this thought > Unaim’d if I should go, 

What hope of mercy fiom this vengeful foe, 

But woman-like to fall, and fall without a blow ? 

We gicet not hcie, as man convening mail, 

Met at an oak, or journeying o’ei a plain ; 

No season now for calm familial talk, 

Like youths and maidens m an evening walk 
War is our business, but to whom is given 
To die, or tnumph, that, determine Hca\cn * ’ 

Thus pondering, like a god the Greek drew nigh 
His dreadful plumage nodded fiom on high , 

The Pelian javelin, in his better hand, 

Shot trembling rays that glitter'd o’er the land , 

And on his breast the beamy splendour shone, 

Like Jove’s own lightning, or the rising sun 
As Hector secs, unusual terrors rise, 

Struck by some god, he fears, recedes, and flics 
He leaves the gates, he leaves the wall behind : 

Achilles follows like the winged wind 
Thus at the panting dove a falcon flics 
(The swiftest iacer of the liquid skies). 

Just when he holds, or thinks he holds Ins prey. 

Obliquely wheeling through the aerial way, 

With open beak and shrilling cries he springs. 

And aims lus claws, and shoots upon Ins wings : 

No less fore-right the rapid chase they held, 

One uigecl by fury, one b) feai impell’d . 

Now ending round the w'alls their course maintain, 

Where the high watch-tow ci o\ crlooks the plain ; 

Now whcie the fig-trees spread their umbrage broad, 

(A wider compass,) smoke along the road. 

Next by Scamandcr’s double source they bound, 

Where two famed fountains burst the parted ground ; 

This hot through scorching clefts is seen to rise, 

With .exhalations steaming to the skies ; 

That the green banks in summer’s lieat overflows, 

Like crystal clear, and cold as winter snows . 

Each gushing fount a marble cistern fills, 

Whose polish’d bed leceivcs the falling rills ; 

Where Trojan dames (ere yet alarm’d by Greece) 

Wash’d their fair garments in the days of peace 3 
By these they pass’d, one chasing, one in flight 
(The mighty fled, pursued by sti onger might •) 

Swift was the course 5 no vulgar prize they play. 

No vulgar victim must reward die day 
(Such as m laces crown the speedy strife ) 

The prize contended was gieat Hector’s life 


fhiLU? N ' xu, 'r a * *? Odjssey, proves tint the duties of the htindry were not 
thought derogatory, even from the dignity of a princess, in the heroic times 



395 


Book XXII.] THE TLTAD. 

As when some hcio’s funerals are decreed 
In grateful honour of the mighty dead , 

Where high rewards the vigorous youth inflame 
(Some golden tripod, or some lovely dame) 

The panting courseis swiftly turn the goal, 

And with them turns the raised spectator’s soul * 

Thus three times round the Trojan wall they fly 
The gazing gods lean forward from the sky ; 

To whom, while eager on the chase they look, 

The sire of mortals and immortals spoke . 

“ Unworthy sight ’ the man beloved of heaven, 
Behold, inglorious round yon city driven 1 
My heart partakes the generous Hector’s pam , 
Hectoi, whose zeal whole hecatombs has slam, 

- Whose grateful fumes the gods received with joy. 
From Ida’s summits, and the towers of Iroy . 

Now see him flying , to Ins feais resign’d, 

And fate, and fierce Achilles, close behind. 

Consult, ye powers 1 (’tis worthy your debate) 
►Whether to snatch him fiom impending fate, 

Or let him bear, by stern Pelides slam, 

(Good as he is) the lot imposed on man.” 

Then Pallas thus “ Shall he whose vengeance forms 
The forlcy bolt, and blackens heaven with stoims, 

Shall he prolong one Trojan’s forfeit breath ? 

A man, a moital, pie-oi darn’d to death 1 
And will no muimuis fill the courts above ? 

No gods indignant blame their partial Jo\e 

“ Go then (leturn’d the sire) without delay, 

Exert thy will I give the Fates then way 
. Swift at the mandate pleased Tntoma flies, 

And stoops impetuous from the cleaving skies 

As through the forest, o’er the vale and lawn, 

The well-breath’d beagle duves the flying fawn, 

In vain he tries the covert of the biakes, 

' Or deep beneath the trembling thicket shakes , 

Sure of the vapour m the tainted dews, 

The certain hound his'wanous maze pursues 
Thus step by step, where’er the Trojan wheel’d, 

There swift Achilles compass’d round the field 
Oft as to reach the Dardan gates he bends, 

And hopes the assistance of his pitying friends, 

(Whose showering arrows, as he coursed below. 

From the high turrets might oppress die foe,) 

So oft Achilles turns him to the plain . 

He eyes the city, but he eyes in vain. 

As men in slumbers seem with speedy pace, 

One to pursue, and one to lead the chase, 

Their sinking limbs the fancied course forsake, 

Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake . 
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No less the labouring heroes pant and strain . 

While that but flics, and this pursues m vam 
What god, O muse, assisted Hector’s force 
With fate itself so long to hold the couise ? 

Phoebus it was • who, m his latest houi, 

Endued his knees with strength, his nerves with power : 
And gi eat Achilles, lest some Greek’s advance 
Should snatch the glory from his lifted lance, 

Sign'd to the troops to yield his foe the way, 

And leaVe untouch’d the honours of the day. 

Jove lifts the golden balances, that show 
The fates of mortal men, and things below 
Here each contending hero’s lot he tries, 

And weighs, with equal hand, their destinies 

Low sinks the scale surchaiged with Hector’s fate ; 

Heavy -with death it sinks, and hell receives the weight. 

Then Phoebus left him Fieicc Minerva flics 
To stem Pelides, and triumphing, cries 
“O loved of Jove * this day oui labouis cease, 

And conquest blazes with full beams on Gicecc 
Great Hector falls , that Hector famed so fai, 

Drunk with renown, insatiable of war, 

Falls by thy hand, and mine 1 nor force, nor flight, 
Shall more avail him, nor his god of light. 

See, where m vam he supplicates above, 

Roll’d at the feet of unrelenting Jove ; 

Rest here myself will lead the Trojan on, 

And urge to meet the fate he cannot slum ” 

Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind 
Obey’d , and lested, on his lance leclmed 
While like Deiphobus the maitial dame 
(Her face, her gesture, and hei aims the same), 

In show an aid, by hapless Hector’s side 
Approach’d, and greets him thus with voice belied : - 
“Too long, O Hector 1 have I borne the sight 
Of this distress, and sorrow'd in thy flight . 

It fits us now a noble stand to make, 

And here, as biotheis, equal fates partake” 

Then he “ O prince 1 allied m blood and fame, 
Dearer than all that o\vn. a brother’s name , 

Of all that Hecuba to Priam bore, 

Long tried, long loved much loved, but honour’d mor< 
Since you, of all our numerous race alone 
Defend my life, regardless of your own ” ^ 

Again the goddess “ Much my father’s player, 

And much my mother’s, press’d me to forbear 
My friends embraced my knees, adjured my slay, 

But stronger love lmpeU’d, and I obey 
Come then, the glorious conflict let us try, 

Let the steel sparkle, and the javelin fly ; 
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Oi lei us stretch Achilles on the field, 

Or to Ins arm out bloody ti opines Meld ” 

„ v5 ] e <5n,d * lljcn sw iftly mnich’d before . 

I he D«udiUt neio shuns his foe no more* 

•Sternly they wet. The silence Hector broke > 

Jhs dreadful plumage nodded as he spoke 
“ Enough. O son of Pcleus 1 Troy lias uew’d 
Jler vails thrice circled, and her chief pmsuecl 
But now some god v ithm me bids me try 
Thine, or wy fate . I kill thee, 01 I die 
Vet on the \ ergo of battle let us stay, 

And for a moment's space suspend the day $ 

J-ot IIc.t\cn’s high powers be call’d to arbitialc 
The ju q l conditions of this stem debate, 

{Eternal witnesses of all below, 

And faithful guardians of the treasured vow ’) 

To them 1 swear ; if. uctor m the strife, 

Jove by these hands shall shed thy noble life, 

No mIc dishonour shall thv corse "pursue ; 

Stripp’d of its arms alone (the conqueror’s due) 

The rest to Greece uninjured I’ll restoic . 

Now plight thy mutual oath, I ask no more " 

° Talk not of oaths (the dreadful chief replies, 
While angci flash d from his disdainful eyes), 

Detested as thou art, and ought to be, * 

Noi oatli not pact Achilles plights with thee 
Such pacts as lambs and labid wohes combine, 

Such leagues as men and furious lions join, 

To such I call the gods 1 one constant state 
Of lasting rancour and eternal hale 
No thought but rage, and ne\ ci -ceasing strife, 

Till death extinguish rage, and thought, and life. 

Rouse then thj forces this important hour, 

Collect thj soul, and call forth all thy power 
No further subterfuge, no further chance , 

’Tis Pallas, Pallas gn cs thee to my lance 
Each Grecian ghost, by thee deprived of breath, 

Now hovers zound, and calls thee to thy death ” 
lie spoke, and launch’d his jarehn at the foe , 

But Hector slumn’d the meditated blow 
He stoop’d, while o’er Ins head the flying spcai 
Sang innocent, and spent its force m air 
Minerva watch'd it falling on the land, 

Then drew, and gave to great Achilles’ hand, 

Unseen of Hector, who, elate with joy, 

Now* shakes his lance, and biavcs the dread of Tio\. 

“The life }ou boasted to that javelin given, 

Prince 1 you have miss’d My fate depends on Heaven. 
To thee, presumptuous as thou art, unknown, 

Or what must piove my fortune, or thy own. 
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Boasting is but an art, our fears to blind, 

And with false terrors sink another’s mind. 

But know, whatever fate I am to try, 

By no dishonest wound shall Hector die. 

I shall not fall a fugitive at least, 

- My soul shall bravely issue from my breast 
But first, try thou my arm ; and may this dart 
End all my country’s woes, deep buried m thy he: 

The weapon flew, its course unerring held, 

Unerring, but the heavenly shield repell’d 
The mortal dart'; resulting with a bound 
From off the ringing orb, it struck the ground. 

Hector beheld his javelm fall in vam, 

Nor other lance, nor other hope lemain ; 

He.calls Deiphobus, demands a spear — 

In vam, for no Deiphobus was there 

All comfortless he stands then, with a sigh ; 

“ ’Tis so — Heaven wills it, and my hour is nigh ! 

I deem’d Deiphobus had heard my call. 

But he secuie lies guarded m the wall. 

A god deceived me , Pallas, ’twas thy deed, 

Death and black fate approach ! ’tis I must bleed. 

No refuge now, no succour from above, 

Great Jove deserts me, and the son of Jove, 

Propitious once, and kind 1 Then welcome fate 1 
’Tis true I perish, yet I peush great . 

Yet in a mighty deed I shall expire, 

Let future ages hear it, and admire i ” 

Fierce, at the woid, his weighty sword he drew. 

And, all collected, on Achilles flew. 

So Jove’s bold bud, high balanced m the air, 

Stoops from the clouds to truss the quivering hare. 

Nor less Achilles Ins fierce soul prepares 
Before his breast the flaming shield he bears 
Refulgent orb 1 above his fourfold cone ’ 

The gilded horse-hair sparkled m the sun, 

Nodding at every step (Vulcaman frame >) 

And as he moved, his figure seem’d on flame 
As radiant Hesper shines with keener light , 4 
Far-beammg o’er the silver host of night 
When all the starry tram emblaze the sphere 
So shone the point of great Achilles’ spear 
In his right hand he waves the weapon round 
Eyes the whole man, and meditates the wouncl . 

But the rich mail Patroelus lately wore 
Securely cased the warrior's body o’er 
One space at length he spies, to let in fate 

<1 Hesper shines with keener light ’ 

“ F-uresl of stare, last in the train of night. 

If better thou belong not to the (fan n ° 

“ Paradise Lost, ’ v 166 
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Where ’twixt the neck and throat the jomted plate 
Gave entrance • through that penetrable part 
Furious he drove the well-directed dart 
Noi pierced the windpipe yet, nor took the power 
Of speech, unhappy ■ from thy dying hour 
Prone on the held the bleeding warrior lies 
While, thus triumphing, stem Achilles cries 
“ At last is Hectoi sti etch'd upon the plain 
Who fear’d no vengeance for Patioclus slam ’ 

'Then, prince 1 you. should have fear’d, what now you feel 
Achilles absent was Achilles still 
Yet a short space the great avenger stayed, 

Then low in dust thy strength and glory laid 
Peaceful he sleeps, with all our rites adorn’d, 

For ever honour’d, and for ever mourn’d 
While cast to all the rage of hostile power, 

Thee birds shall mangle, and the gods devour ” 

Then Hector, fainting at the appioach of death 
“By thy own soul 1 by those who gave thee bieath * 

By all the sacred pre\ alence of prayer , 

Ah, leave me not for Grecian dogs to tear * 

The common rites of sepulture bestow, 

To soothe a father’s and a mother’s woe 
Let their large gifts procure an urn at least, 

And Hector’s ashes m his country rest ” 

“ No, wretch accuised ! relentless he replies , 

(Flames, as he spoke, shot flashing from Ins eyes ,) 

Not those who gave me breath should bid me spare, 

Nor all the sacred prevalence of prayer 
Could I myself the bloody banquet join • 

No — to the dogs that carcase I resign 

Should Troy, to bribe me, bring forth all her stoie, 

And giving thousands, offer thousands more , 

Should Dardan Priam, and his weeping dame, 

Dram their whole realm to buy one funeral flame 
Their Hector on the pile they should not see. 

Nor rob the vultures of one limb of thee ” 

Then thus the chief his dying accents drew 
“Thy rage, implacable 1 too well I knew 
The Furies that relentless bieast have steel’d, 

And evused thee with a heart that cannot yield 
Yet think, a day will come, when fate's decree 
And angry gods shall wreak this wrong on thee , 

Phcebus and Pans shall avenge my fate, 

And stretch thee heie before the Scasan gate ” s 


$ 


5 Such was his fate After chasing the Trojans into the town, he was slam bj an arrow 
from the nuivcr of Pans, directed under the unerring auspices of Apollo The greatest effort*, 
were made by the Trojans to possess themselves of the bodi, which was however rescued and 
borne off to the Grecian camp bj the valour of Ajax and Ul>s*es Thetis stole auaj the 
hodi just as the Greeks were about to bum it with funeral honours, and contcjcd it -im> to 
a renew ed life of unmortalitj m the isle of Lcuke m the Euxrne 
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He ceased. The Fates suppress’d his labouring biealh, 
And his eyes stiffen’d at the hand of death ; 

To the daik realm the spirit wings its way, 

(The manly body left a load of clay,) 

And plaintive glides along the dreary coast, 

A naked, wandering, melancholy ghost 1 
Achilles, musing as he roll’d his eyes 
O’er the dead hero, thus unheard, replies 
« Die thou the first ! When Jove and heaven ordain, 

I follow thee”— -He said, and stripp’d the slam. 

Then forcing backward fiom the gaping woifnd 
The reeking javelin, cast it on the ground 
The thronging Greeks behold with wondering ejes 
His manly beauty and supenor size ; 

While some, ignobicr, the great dead deface 
With wounds ungenerous, or with taunts disgrace : 

“ How changed that Hector, who like Jove of late 
Sent lightning on oui fleets, and scatter’d fate ' ” 

High o’er the slain the gieat Achilles stands, 

Begnt with heroes and sut rounding bands ; 

And thus aloud, while all the host attends 
“ Princes and leadeis 1 countrymen and friends * 

Since now at length the powerful w ill of heaven 
The dire destioyer to our arm has given, 

Is not Troy fallen already ? Haste, ye powers 1 
See, if already their deserted toweis 
Aie left unmann’d , or if they yet retain 
The souls of heioes, their great Hector slam. 

But what is Ti oy, or glory what to me? 

Oi why leflects my mmd on aught but thee, 

Divme Patroclus 1 Death hath seal’d his eyes , 

Unwept, unhonour’d, umnterr’d he lies ’ 

Can Ins dear image from my soul depart, 

Long as the vital spirit moves my heait ? 

If in the melancholy shades below, 

The flames of friends and lovers cease to glow, 

Yet mine shall sacied last , mine, undecay’d, 

Bum on through death, and animate my shade 
Meanwhile, ye sons of Gieece, m tiiumph bring 
■The corpse of Hectoi, and your pmans sing. 

Be this the song, slow-moving toward die shoifc, 

Hector is dead, and llion is no moie” 

Then his fell soul a thought of vengeance bied , 

(Unworthy of himself, and of the dead ,) 

The nervous ancles boied, Ins feet he bound 
With thongs mseited through the double wound ; 
these fixd up high behind the lolling wain, 

His graceful head was trail’d along the plain 
a r< j l on bis car the insulting victoi stood, 

And boie aloft his arms, distilling blood. 
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He smites the steeds j the rapid chariot flies : 
Tiic sudden clouds of circling dust arise. 

Now lost is all that formidable air , 

The face du me, and long-descending hair, 
Purple the ground, and streak the sable sand : 
Deform d, dishonour'd, m his native land, 

Given to the rage of an insulting throng, 

And, m his parents' sight, now dragged along » 
The mother first beheld with sad survey , 

She rent her tresses, venerable grey, 

And cast, far off, the regal veils away 
With ptcrctng shrieks his bitter fate she moans, 
While the sad father answers groans with groans 
Tears after tears his mournful cheeks o’erflow, 
And the whole city wears one face of woe . 

No less than if the rage of hostile fires, 

From her foundations curling to her spires. 

O’er the proud citadel at length should nse, 

And the last blaze send Ihon to the skies 
The wretched monarch of the falling state, 
Distracted, presses to the Dardan gate. 

Scarce the whole people stop his desperate course, 
While strong affliction gives the feeble force 
Gnef tears his heart, and drives him to and fro, • 
In all the raging impotence of woe 
At length he roll’d m dust, and thus begun, 
Imploring all, and naming one by one 
“ Ah ! let me, let me go where sorrow calls , 

I, only I, will issue from } our walls 
(Guide or companion, friends 1 I ask ye none), 
And bow before the murderer of my son. 

My grief perhaps his pity may engage ; 

Perhaps at least he may respect my age. 

He has a father too , a man like me ; 

One, not cxcmpt'from age and misery 
(Vigoious no more, as when his young embrace 
Begot this pest of me, and all my race) 

How many valiant sons, in early bloom, 

Has that cursed hand send headlong to the tomb ! 
Thee, Hector » last thy loss (divinely brave) 

Sinks my sad soul with sorrow' to the grave. 

O had thy gentle spirit pass’d m peace, 

The son expiring in the sire’s embrace, 

While both thy parents wept the fatal hour, 

And, bending o’er thee, mix'd the tender shower ! 
Some comfort that had been, some sad relief, 

To melt m full satiety of grief'” « 

Thus wad’d the father, grovelling on the ground, 
And all the eyes of Ilion stream’d around. 

Amidst her matrons Hecuba appears « 


DD 
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(A mourning' princess, and a tram m teais ;) 

‘‘Ah why has Heaven prolong’d this hated breath, 
Patient of hoirois, to behold thy death ? - 
O Hector 1 late thy parents’ pnde and joy, 

The boast of nations • the defence of Tioy » 

To whom her safety and her fame she owed , 

Her chief, her hero, and almost her god » 

O fatal change 1 become m one sad day 
A senseless corse i manimated clay 
But not as yet the fatal news had spread - 
To fair Andiomache, of Hector deadj 
As yet no messenger had told his fate, 

Not e’en his stay without the Scsean gate. 

Far in the close recesses of the dome, 

Pensive she plied the melancholy loom , 

A growing work employ’d lici scciet hours, 



T1U- BATH 


Confused!) gay with intermingled floweis 
Her fair-hair’d handmaids heat the biazen urn, 
The bath preparing for hei loid’s return 
In vain ; alas 1 her lord returns no more ; 
Unbatked he lies, and bleeds along the shore * 
Now from the walls the clamouis reach her ear, 
And all her members shake with sudden fear . 
Forth fiom her ivory hand the shuttle falls, 

And thus, astonish’d, to her maids she calls . 

“Ah follow me 1 (she cued) what plaintive nois< 
Invades my ear ? ’Tis sure my mothei’s voice 
My faltering knees then trembling frame desert, 

A pulse unusual flutters at my heart ; 

Some strange disaster, some reverse of fate 
Cyc gods avert it •) threats the Trojan state. 

Far be the omen which my thoughts suggest ! 
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But much I fear my Hector’s dauntless breast 
Confronts Aclullcs ; chased along the plain, 

.Shut from om walls 1 I feat, I fear him slam f 
bnfc m the crowd he ever scorn’d to wait, 

And sought foi glory in the jaws of fate 
Perhaps that noble heat has cost his breath, 

Now quench’d for ever in the arms of death ” 
bhc spoke and furious, with distracted pace, 

F cars in her heart, and anguish m her face, 

Hies tin ou gh the dome (the maids hei steps pursue), 
And mounts the walls, and sends around her view. 
Too soon her c\cs the killing object found, 

'i he godlike Ilcctor dragg’d along the giound. 

A sudden darkness shades hei swimming eyes • 
bhc faints, she falls , her breath, her colour flies 
Her hairs fair ornaments, the braids that bound, 



The net that held them, and the wreath that crown’d, 
The veil and diadem fleiv far away 
(The gift of Venus on hei bridal day) 

Around a tram of weeping sisters stands, 

To raise her sinking with assistant hands 
Scarce fiom the verge of death recall d, agam 
She faints, or but iccovers to complain 
« 0 wretched husband of a wretched wife 
Born with one fate, to one unhappy hfe 
Foi sure one star its baneful beam display d 
On Priam’s roof, and Hippoplacia s shade. 

From different parents, different dunes we came, 

At different periods, yet our 

Why was my birth to great Aetion owed. 

And why was all that tender care bestowed t 
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Would I had never been O thou, the ghost 
Of my dead husband ' miseiably lost ! 

Thou to the dismal lealms for evei gone ! 

And I abandon’d, desolate, alone * , 

An only child, once comfoit of my pains, < 

Sad pioduct now of hapless love, lemains 1 
No moie to smile upon his sire , no fuend 
To help him now * no father to defend » 

For should he ’scape the sword, the common doom, 
What wrongs attend him, and what griefs to come 1 
Even from his own paternal roof expell’d. 

Some stranger ploughs his patrimonial field 
The day, that to the shades the father sends, 

Robs the sad orphan of his father’s friends 
He, wretched outcast of mankind 1 appears 
Foi ever sad, for evei bathed m teais , 

Amongst the happy, unrcgaided, he 
Hangs on the robe, oi trembles at the knee, 

While those his father’s formei bounty fed 
Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread 
The kindest but his present wants allay, 

To leave him wretched the succeeding day 
Frugal compassion 1 Heedless, they who boast 
Both paients still, nor feel what he has lost, 

Shall cry, ‘Begone 1 thy father feasts not here 
The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear 
Thus wretched, thus retiring all m tears. 

To my sad soul Astyanax appears < 

Forced by repeated insults to return. 

And to his widow’d mothei vainly mourn 
He, who, with tender delicacy bied, 

With princes sported, and on dainties fed, 

And -when still evening gave him up to rest, 

Sunk soft in down upon the nurse’s bieast, 

Must— ah what must he not ? Whom Ilion calls 
Astyanax, from her well-guarded walls , 6 
Is now that name no more, unhappy boy 1 
Since now no more thy father guaids his Tioy 
But thou, mv Hector, liest exposed m an, 

Far from thv paients’ and thy consort’s caie , 
"Whose hand m vam, directed by hei love, 

^ hc martial .scarf and robe of tnumph wove 
N o\v to devoui mg flames be these a prey, 

Useless to thee, from this accursed day ■ 

\ ct lel sacrifice at least be paid. 

An honour to the living, not the dead 1 ” 

So spake the mournful dame 


c ur V mouin fm dame hei matrons hear, 

Si 0 h back her sighs, and answer tear with tear. 
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Arhillex sacrifices cvcnl animal- and lastly twelve Trojan captives, at the pile , then sets 
fire to it lie pa> a lib mens to the Winds, which (at the instance of Iris) nse, and raise the 
Piries. \\ hca the I de has limned all night, the} gather the bones, place them in an urn 
of j,o!d, and raise the tomb Achilles institutes the funeral games the clianot race, the 
fij't of the cr-tus, the wt exiling, the foot race, the single combat, the discus, the shooting 
with arrot s, the darling the jaaehti the various descriptions of which, and the various 
ruccessof the several antagonists, make the greatest part of the book 
In this book ends the thirtieth daj The night following the ghost of Patroclus appears 
to Achilles the one and thirtieth da} is cmplo} cd m felling the timber for the pile the 
two-and thirtieth in turning it, and the three and thirtieth in the games The scene is 
general!} on the ica sho-e 


THUS humbled m the dust, the pensive tram 
Through the sad city mourn'd her hero slam 
'1 he body soil'd with dust, and black with goic, 

Lies on btoad Hellespont’s icsoundmg shoic 
The Giccinns seek their ships, and clear the strand. 

All, but the martial Myrmidonian band 
These yet assembled great Achilles holds, 

And the stern purpose of his mind unfolds 
“ Not jet, my brave companions of the war, 

Release your smoking coursers from the car ; 

But, with his chaiiot each m order led, 

Perform due honours to Patroclus dead. 

Ere yet from rest or food we seek relief, 

Some rites remain, to glut our rage of guef" 

1 This booh has been closely imitated by Virgil in his fifth book, but it is almost useless to 
attempt a selection of passages for comparison 
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The troops obey’d ; and thrice m oidei led 3 
(Achilles first) then coursers round the dead , 

And thrice their sonows and laments renew ; 

Tears bathe their aims, and tears the sands bedew. 

For such a warnoi Thetis aids their woe, 

Melts then strong hearts, and bids their eyes to flow, 

.But chief, Pelides • thick- succeeding sighs 
Burst from his heart, and torrents from his eyes 
His slaughtering hands, yet red with blood, he laid 
On his dead fucnd’s cold breast, and thus he said 
"All hail, Patioclus ! let thy honour’d ghost 
Heai, and rejoice on Pluto’s dreary coast , 

Behold ! Achilles’ promise is complete , 

The bloody Hector stietch’d before thy feet. 

Lo 1 .to the dogs his caicase I icsign , 

And twelve sad victims, of the Tiojan line, 

Sacred to vengeance, instant shall expire , 

Their lives effused aiound thy funeial pyre ” 

Gloomy he said, and (homble to view) 

Before the bier the bleeding Hector threw, 

Prone on the dust The Myrmidons around 
Unbraced their armour, and the steeds unbound. 

All to Achilles’ sable ship repair, 

Frequent and full, the genial feast to share. 

Now fiom the well-fed swme black smokes aspire, 

The bnstly victims hissing o’er the fire . 

The huge ox bellowing falls , with feebler cries 
Expnes the goat, the sheep in silence dies 
Around the lieio’s prostiate body flow’d. 

In one promiscuous stream, the recking bl ood. 

And now a band of Argivc monaichs brings 
The glorious victor to the king of kings. 

Fiom his dead friend the pensive wamoi went, 

With steps unwilling, to the regal tent 
The attending heralds, as by office bound, 

With kindled- flames the tnpod-vase suiround 
To cleanse lus conquenng hands from hostile goie, 
lliey uiged in vain , the chief refused, and sw'oic * 3 
“No drop shall touch me, by almighty Jove * 

The first and greatest of the gods above 1 
Till on the pyre I place thee , till I rear 
The grassy mound, and clip thy sacred hair. 

Some ease at least those pious rites may give, 

And soothe my sorrows, while I bear to live 
Howe’er, lcluctant as I am, I stay 
And share your feast , but with the dawn of day, 

c t 3 h,s \£ rcqu< S nt P te at funenls The Romms had the same 

^S^***** Alexander, in after t.mcs, renewed 


these same honoure to the memory of Achilles himself 
Lcxdogf vtfB Lltera,ly » ' md caUed 0rCKS > the god of oaths, to witness 


Sec Buttmann, 
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(O kmg of men ') it claims thy royal care, 

That Greece the warrior’s funeral pile prepare 
And bid the forests fall (such ntes are paid * 

To heroes slumbering m eternal shade .) 

Then, when his earthly part shall mount m fire, 
Let the leagued squadions to their posts retne ” 

He spoke they hear him, and the word obey : 
The rage of hunger and of thirst allay, 

Then ease m sleep the labours of the day 
But great Pelides, stretch'd along the shore, 
Where, dash'd on rocks, the broken billows roar, 
Lies mly groaning , while on either hand 
The martial Myrmidons confusedly stand 
Along the grass his languid membeis fall, 

Tired with his chase around the Trojan wall , 
Hush'd by the murmurs of the rolling deep, 

At length he sinks m the soft anhs of sleep 
When io 1 the shade, before his closing eyes, 

Of sad Patroclus rose, or seem'd to rise 
In the same robe he living wore, he came 
' In stature, voice, and pleasing look, the same. 

The form familiar hover'd o’er his head, 

"And sleeps Achilles ? (thus the phantom said •) 
Sleeps my Achilles, his Patroclus dead? 

Living, I seem’d his dearest, tenderest care, 

But now forgot, I wander in the air 
Let my pale corse the ntes of burial know, 

And give me entrance in the realms below 
Till then the spirit finds no resting-place, 

But here and there the unbodied spectres chase 
The vagrant (lead around the daik abode, 

Forbid to cross the irremeable flood 
Now give thy hand , for to the farther shore 
When once we pass, the soul returns no moie 
When once the last funereal flames ascend. 

No more shall meet Achilles and his friend , 

No more our thoughts to those we loved make know 
Or quit the dearest, to com ersc alone 
Me fate has sever’d from the sons of earth, 

Hie fate fore-doom’d that waited fiom my birth 
Thee too it waits ; before the Trojan wall 
Even great and godlike thou art doom'd to fall 
Hear then , and as m fate and love we join, 

Ah suffer that my bones may rest with thine ! 

1 ogether have we lived , together bicd, 

One house received us, and one tabic fed , 

That golden urn, thy goddess-mother gave, 

May mi\ our ashes m one common grave " 

“ And is it thou ? (he answers) To my sight 4 

4 *'0, long expected bv thj friends 1 from w hence 
Art thou *o htc return'd for our defence? 
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Once more retum’st thou from the realms of night . 

O more than brother ' Think each office paid, 

Whate'er can lest a discontented shade ; 

But grant one last embrace, unhappy boy l 
Afford at least that melancholy joy ” 

He said, and with his longing arms essay'd 
In vam to grasp the visional y shade ' 

Like a thin smoke he sees the spirit fly, s 

And hears a feeble, lamentable cry. 

Confused he wakes ; amazement breaks the bands 
Of golden sleep, and starting from the sands, 

Pensive he muses with uplifted hands : 

“ J Tis true, ’tis certain ; man, though dead, retains 
Part of himself; the immortal mind remains . 

The form subsists without the body’s aid. 

Aerial semblance, and an empty shade * 

This night my friend, so late in battle lost, 

Stood at my side, a pensive, plaintive ghost 
Even now famihai, as m life, he came ; 

Alas l how diffeient ' yet how like the same 1 ” 

Thus while he spoke, each eye grew big with tears *. 
And now the rosy-finger’d mom appears, 

Shows every mournful face with tears o’erspread, 

And glares on the pale visage of the dead. 

But Agamemnon, as the rites demand, 

With mules and waggons sends a chosen band 
To load the timber, and the pile to rear * 

A charge consign’d to Merion’s faithful care. 

With proper instruments they take the road, 

Axes to cut, and ropes to sling the load 
First march the heavy mules, secuiely slow, 

O’er hills, o’er dales, o’ei crags, o’er locks they go 6 * * 
Jumping, high o’er the shrubs of the rough ground, 
Rattle the clattering cars, and the shock’d axles bound 
But when arrived at Ida’s spreading woods,? 

Do we behold thee, weaned as w e arc 
With length of hbours, and with toils of war 9 
After so many funei-ils of thy own, , 

Art thou restored to thy declining town? 

But say, what wounds are these! what new disgrace 
Deforms the manly features of thy face * " 


Like a ihm smoke Virgil, Georg iv 72 

“In vam I reach my feeble hands to jom 
In sweet embraces — ah 1 no longer thine 1 
She said, and from his ej es the fleeting fair 
Ketired, like subtle smoke dissolved in air " 

Dryden 


Dryden, An 369 


6 So Milton — 


, , So eagerly the fiend 

0 or bog, oer steep, through strait, rough, dense, or rare, 
with bead, hands, wings, or feet pursues ms way, 

And swims, or sinks, or wades, or creeps, or flies ” 

- „ . " Paradise Lost,’’ 11 948 

1 An wmient forest, for the work design’d 
CTlte shady covert of the savage kind). 
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(Fair Ida, water’d with descending floods,) 

Loud sounds the axe, redoubling strokes on strokes • 
On all sides round the forest hurls her oaks 
Headlong Deep-echoing groan the thickets brown ; 
Then rustling, crackling, crashing, thunder down. 
The wood the Grecians cleave, prepared to bum 
And the slow mules the same rough road return, ’ 
The sturdy woodmen equal burdens bore 
(Such charge was given them) to the sandy shore; 
There on the spot which great Achilles showed, 

They eased their shoulders, and disposed the load ; 
Circling around the place, where times to come 
Shall view Patroclus’ and Achilles 1 tomb. 

The hero bids his martial troops appear 
High on their cars m all the pomp of war ; 

Each m refulgent arms his limbs attires, 

All mount their chariots, combatants and squires. 

The chariots fust proceed, a shining tram , 

Then clouds of foot that smoke along the plain , 

Next these the melancholy band appear. 

Amidst, lay dead Patroclus on the bier , 

O’er all the corse their scatter’d locks they throw ; 
Achilles next, oppress’d with mighty woe, 

Supporting with his hands the hero’s head, 

Bends o’ei the extended body of the dead 
Patroclus decent on the appointed ground 
They place, and heap the sjlvan pile around. 

But great Achilles stands apart m prayer. 

And from his head divides the yellow hair; 

Those curling locks which from his youth he vow’d,® 
And sacred grew, to Spercluus’ honour’d flood 
Then sighing, to the deep his locks he cast, 

And roll’d his eyes around the watery waste : 

K Sperchius ' whose waves m mazy errors lost 
Delightful roil along my native coast 1 
To whom ive vainly vow’d, at our return, 

These locks to fall, and hecatombs to burn . 

Full fifty rams to blee'd m sacrifice, 

Where to the day thy silver fountains nse. 

And where m shade of consecrated bowers 
Thy altars stand, perfumed with native flowers f 
So vow’d my father, but he vow’d m vain , 

No more Achilles sees his native plain , 

The Trojans found the sounding axe is placed 
Fits, pines, and pitch-trees, and the ton ring pnde 
Of forest ashes, feel the fatal strobe. 

And mercing wedges cleat e the stubborn oak. 

High trunks of trees, fell’d from the steepj crown 

Of the bare mountains, roll with rum down^ ^ ^ ^ 

8 He "trved This was a \erj ancient custom 
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In that vain hope these haus no longer grow, * 
Patioclus beats them to the shades below 
Thus o’er Patroclus while the hero pray'd, 

On his cold hand the sacred lock he laid 
Once mote afresh the Giectan sorrows flow 
And now the sun had set upon their woe , 

But to the king of men thus spoke the chief . 

“ Enough, Abides ! give the troops relief . 

Permit the mourning legions to letnc, 

And let the chiefs alone attend the pjre ; 

The pious care 'be ours, the dead to burn — 1 
He said . the' people to their ships return 
While those deputed to inter the slam 
Heap with a rising pyramid the plain 9 
A hundred foot m length, a hundred v, idc, 

The growing structure spreads on evci y side ; 
t High on the top the manly coise they lay, 

And well-fed sheep and sable oxen slay . 

Achilles cover’d with then fat the dead, 

And the piled victims round the body spread ; 

Then jars of honey, and of fragrant oil, 

Suspends around, low-bending o’er the pile. 

Four sprightly couiseis, with a deadly groan 
Pour forth their lives, and on the pyre arc thrown. 

Of nine large dogs, domeshc at his boaul, 

Fall two, selected to attend their lord, 

Then last of all, and horrible to tell, 

Sad sacrifice ! twelve Trojan captives fell 10 
On these the rage of file victorious prejs, 

Involves and joins them m one common bla7e 
Smear’d with the bloody utes, he stands on high, 
And calls the spirit with a dreadful cry ” 

“ All hail, Patroclus 1 let thy vengeful ghost 
Hear, and exult, on Pluto’s dieaiy coast 
Behold Achilles’ promise fully paid, 

Twelve Trojan heroes offer’d to thy shade j 
But heavier fates on Hector's coise attend, 

Saved from the flames, for hungiy dogs to lend ” 

So spake he, threatening . but the gods made ram 
His threat, and^guaid inviolate the slam 
Celestial Venus hover'd o’er his head, 

And roseate unguents, heavenly fragrance 1 shed 
She watch’d him all the night and all the day, 

And drove the bloodhounds from then destined piej 


he wns‘hdd ° f ^ “ *** pr0of 1 ° f the dl S nlt >’ of •*» Seised, -md the 

« °4 th o S C f uel caslom amongst the northern nations, see Millet, p 013 

A,!d calk ih J Such was the custom anciently, even it the Roman funerals. 

Hail, O ye holy manes ! hul again, 

Ratcmal ashes, now revived m vim ” 

- Drj den’s Virgil, \ 106 
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Noi sacred Phoebus less eiiiploy’d his care 
He pour’d around a veil of gather’d air, 

And kept the nerves undned, the flesh entire, 
Against the solar beam and Sman fire. 

Nor yet the pile, where dead Patroclus lies, 
Smokes, nor as yet the sullen flames arise , 
But, fast beside, Achilles stood m prayei, 
Invoked the gods whose spirit moves the an, 
And victims promised, and libations cast, 

To gentle Zephyr and the Boreal blast 
He call’d the aerial powers, along the skies 
To bieathe, and whisper to the fires to use. 
The winged Iris heard the hero’s call, 

And instant hasten’d to their any hall, 



Where m old Zephyr’s open cornts on high, 

Sat all the blustering brethren of the sky 
She shone amidst them, on her painted boa ; 
The rocky pavement glitter’d with the show 
All fiom the banquet rise, and each im ites 
The vanous goddess to partake the rites 
“ Not so (the dame replied), I haste to go 
To sacred Ocean, and the floods below 
Even now our solemn hecatombs attend, 

And heaven is feasting on the world’s gieen end. 
With righteous Ethiops (uncorrupted tram ') 

Far on the extremest limits of the mam 
But Pcleus’ son entreats, with sacrifice, 

The western spirit, and the .north, to rise 1 
Let on Patroclus’ pile your blast be driven, 

And bear the blazing honours high to heaven ” 
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Swift as the woid she vanish’d from their view j 
Swift as the word the winds tumultuous flew ; 

Forth burst the stormy band with thundering roa; 
And heaps on heaps the clouds are toss d before. 

To the wide mam then stoopirfg from the skies, 

The heaving deeps in watery mountains use 
Troy feels the blast along her shaking walls, 

Till on the pile the gather’d tempest falls 
The structuie crackles m the roaring fires, 

And all the night the plenteous flame aspires. 

All night Achilles hails Patroclus’ soul, 

With large libations from the golden bowl. 

As a poor father, helpless and undone, 

Mourns o’er the ashes of an only son, 

Takes a sad pleasure the last bones to bum, 

And pours in tears, ere yet they close the urn 
So stay’d Achilles, circling round the shoic, 

So watch’d the flames, till now they flame no more ' 
’Twas when, emerging through the shades of night. 
The morning planet told the approach of light ; 
And, fast behind, Aurora’s warmer ray 
O cr the broad ocean pour’d the golden day • 

Then sank the blaze, the pile no longer buin’d, 

And to their caves the whistling winds return’d 
Across the Thracian seas their couise they bore ; 
The ruffled seas beneath their passage loar 
Then parting from the pile he ceased to weep, 
And sank to quiet m the embiace of sleep, 
Exhausted with his giief : meanwhile the crowd 
Of thronging Grecians round Achilles stood , 

The tumult waked him from his eyes he shook 
Unwilling slumber, and the chiefs bespoke 
“ Ye kings and princes of the Achaian name ’ 
First let us quench the yet remaining flame 
With sable wine , then, as the ntes dnect, 

The hero’s bones with careful view select 
(Apart, and easy to be known they lie 
Amidst the heap, and ob\ ious to the eye 
1 he rest around the margin w ill be seen 
Promiscuous, steeds and immolated men ) 

Tii esc wrapp’d m double cauls of fat, prepare ; 

And in the golden lasc dispose watli care , 

*i if r C i rest " decent honour laid, 

i ill I shall follow to the infernal shade. 

Meantime erect the tomb with pious hands, 

A common structure on the humble sands 
Hereafter Greece some nobler work may raise, 

Ami late postentv record our praise l ” 

, e Greeks obey ; where yet the embers glow, 

\v ldc o cr the pile the sable wane they throw. 
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And deep subsides the ashy heap below. 

whlt £ bon | s hls sad companions place. 

With tears collected, m the golden vase. 

The sacred relics to the tent they bore , 

-.The urn a veil of linen cover’d o'er. 

That done, they bid the sepulchre aspire. 

And cast the deep foundations round the pyre ; 

High in the midst they heap the swelling bed 
Of rising earth, memorial of the dead 
The swarming populace the chief detains, 

And leads amidst a wide extent of plains , 

There placed them round then from the ships proceeds 
A tram of oxen, mules, and stately steeds, 

Vases and tripods (for the funeral games), 

Resplendent brass, and more resplendent dames 
First stood the prizes to reward the force 
Of rapid racers in the dusty course 
A w oman for the first, m beauty’s bloom, 

Skill’d m the needle, and the labouring loom , 

And a large vase, where two bright handles rise. 

Of twenty measures its capacious size. 

The second victor claims a mare unbroke, 

Big with a mule, unknowing of the yoke • 

The third, a charger yet untouch’d by flame , 

Four ample measures held the shining frame 
Two golden talents for the fourth were placed . 

An ample double howl contents the last 
These in fair order ranged upon the plain, 

The hero, rising, thus address’d the tram 
“Behold the prizes, valiant Greeks ! decreed 
To the brave lulers of the racing steed , 

Prizes which none beside ourself could gam, 

Should our immortal coursers take the plain , 

(A race unrivall’d, which from ocean’s god 
Pdeus received, and on his son bestow’d ) 

But this no time our vigour to display ; 

Nor suit, with them, the games of this sad day 
Lost is Patroclus now, that wont to deck 
Their flowing manes, and sleek their glossy neck. 

Sad, as they shared in human grief, they stand, 

And trail those graceful honours on the sand 1 
Let others for the noble task piepare, 

Who trust the courser and the flymg car." 

Fired at his word the rnal racers rise , 

But far the fust Eumelus hopes the prize, 

Famed though Plena for the fleetest breed, 

And skill’d to manage the high-boundmg steed 
With equal ardour bold Tjdtdes swell'd, 

The steeds of Tros beneath Ins joke compeH’d 
(Winch late obey’d the Dardan chiefs command. 



414 


lh ILIAD. [Book XXIII. 

When scarce a god redeem’d him from his hand). 

Then Menelaus his Podargus brings. 

And the famed courser of the king of kings ' 

Whom rich Echepolus (more rich than brave), 

To ’scape the wais, to Agamemnon gave, 

(/Ethfc her name) at home to end his days , 

Base wealth preferring to eternal praise 
Next him Antilochus demands the couise 
With beating heai t, and cheers his Pylian horse. 

Experienced Nestor gives his son the reins, 

Directs his judgment, and his heat lestiams ; 

Nor idly warns the hoary- sue, noi hears 
The prudent son with unattending eais. 

« My son 1 though youthful ardour fire thy bieast, 

The gods have loved thee, and with arts have bless’d , 
Neptune and Jo\c on thee conferr’d the skill 
Swift round the goal to turn the flying wheel 
To guide thy conduct little precept needs , 

But slow, and past then vigour, aie my steeds. 

Feai not thy rivals, though foi swiftness known ; 

Compare those rivals’ judgment and thy own . 

It is not strength, but art, obtains the prize, 

And to be swift is less than to be wise. 

’Tis more by art than foice of numeious strokes 
The dexterous woodman shapes the stubborn oaks ; 

By art the pilot, through the boiling deep 
And howling tempest, steei s the fcailess ship , 

And ’tis the aitist wins the glorious course , 

Not those who trust in chariots and m hoise 
In vain, unskilful to the goal they strive, 

And short, 01 wide, the ungovern’d courser drive 
While with sure skill, though with mfenor steeds, 

The knowing laccr to his end pioceeds , 

Fix’d on the goal his ejc foreiuns the comse, 

His hand unerring steers the steady horse, 

And now contracts, 01 now extends the rem, 

Observing still the foremost on the plain 
Mark then the goal, ’tis easy to be found ; 

Yon aged trunk, a cubit from the ground , 

Of some once stately oak the last remains, 

Or haidy fir, unperish’d with the rams • 

Inclosed ruth stones, conspicuous from afat ; 

And round a circle for the wheeling car. 

(Some tomb perhaps of old, the dead to grace : 

Or then, as now, the limit of a race ) 

Bear close to tins, and warily proceed, 

A little bending to the left-hand steed ; 

J,..* tbc r >ght, and give him all theiems , 

Y* j t ' v ’ ^tnct hand his fel Ion’s head restrains. 

And turns him short , till, doubling as they roll, 
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The wheels round naves appear to brush the goal 
Yet (not to break the car, or lame the horse) 

Clear of the stony heap direct the course ; 

Lest through incaution failing, thou majst be 
A joy to others, a reproach to me 
So shalt thou pass the goal, secure of mind, 

And leave unskilful swiftness far behind 
Though thy fierce rival drove the matchless steed 
Which bore Adrastus. of celestial breed , 

Or the famed race, thiough all the regions known 
That whirl d the car of proud Laomedon ” 

Thus (nought unsaid) the much-ad\ is*ng cage 
Concludes , then sat, stiff with uni eldj age 
Next bold Mcnones was seen to rise 
The last, but not least ardent for the pmc. 

They mount their seats ; the lots their place dispos 
(Roll’d m his helmet, these Achilles throws) 

Young Nestor leads the race Eumdus then ; 

And next the brother of the king of men 
Th\ lot, Menones, tlic fourth was cast , 

And. far the braiest, Dionicd, was last 
They stand in order, an impatient trim 
Pehdes points the barrier on the plain. 

And sends before old Phoenix to the place, 

J il.* % 
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"When youthful rivals their full foice extend. 

So far, Antilochus ' thy chariot -flew 
Before the king . he, cautious, backward drew 
His horse compcll’d , foreboding m his fears 
The rattling rum of the dashing cars, 

The floundering coursers rolling on the plain, 
And conquest lost through frantic haste to gam. 
But thus upbraids Ins rival as he flies 
" Go, furious jouth ' ungenerous and unwise * 
Go, but expect not I'll the pnze lesign , 

Add perjury to fraud, and make it thine—” 

Then to his steeds with all his force he cries, 

“ Be swift, be vigorous, and regain the prize * 
Your rivals, destitute of youthful force, 

With fainting knees shall labour in the course, 
And yield the glory yours ’’—The steeds obey ; 
Already at their heels they wing their way, 

And seem already to retrieve the day 
Meantime the Grecians m a ring beheld 
The coursers bounding o’er the dusty field 
The first who mark’d them w r as the Cretan king , 
High on a rising ground, above the ring, 

The monarch sat . from whence with sure survey 
He w’dl observed the chief who led the way, 

And heard from far his animating cues, 

And saw the foremost steed with sharpen’d eyes , 
On whose broad front a blaze of shining white, 
Like the full moon, stood obvious to the sight. 

He saw , and rising, to the Greeks begun 
“Are jonder horse discern’d by me alone? 

Or can ye, all, another chief survey, 

And othei steeds than lately led the way r 
Those, though the sw iftest, by some god withheld, 
Lie sure disabled m the middle field 
For, since the goal they doubled, round the plain 
I search to find them, but I search m vam 
Perchance the reins forsook the driver’s hand, 
And, turn’d too slioit, he tumbled on the strand, 
Shot from the chanot ; while his coursers stray 
With frantic fury from the destined way 
Rise then some other, and inform my sight, 

For these dim eyes, perhaps, discern not right , 
Yet sure he seems, to judge by shape and air, 

The great /Etolmn chief, renown’d in war” 

“ Old man < (Oileus rashly thus replies) 

Thy tongue too hastily confers the prize , 

Of those who view the course, nor sharpest eyed, 
Nor youngest, yet the readiest to decide 
Eumelus’ steeds, high bounding in the chase, 

Still, as at first, unnvalTd lead the race : 


E E 
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I well discern lnm, ns he linker the run. 

And hear Ins shouts victorious o’er the plitn. 

Thus he. Idomtncus, incensed, rejoin *1 . 

« JJmbnrous of words ' and arrogant of mind ! 
Contentious prince, of nil the foceU Ikmui 
T he last m merit, as the first in pride i 
To vile reproach what answer cm we mv'fi 
A goblet or «i tripod let us stair, 

And be the hmg the judge. The mo;* un«»v* ^ n 
Will learn their rashness, when the* p »y *K pr.ee. 

He said : and Ajax, by nnd piston born-. 

Stern had replied ; fierce scorn cab mem,: zcom 
To fell extremes. But Thais’ godlike «w 
Awful amidst them rose, and thus beyun i 
“ Forbear, ye chiefs ! reproachful to contend ; 
Much would ye blame, should others thus offend , 
And lo 1 the approaching steals jour content end." 
No sooner had he spoke, but thunderin'' near. 
Drives, through a stream of (lust, the charioteer. 
High o’er lus head the circling lash he wields : 

His bounding horses scarce!) to ich the field', * 

His car amidst the dust) whirlwind redid, 

Bright with the mingled bhzc of tm and gold, 
Refulgent through the cloud : no c>e could find 
The track lus fijing wheels had left behind : 

And the fierce coursers urged their rapid pice 
So swift, it seem’d a flight, and not a race. 

Now victor at the goal 'I ) didos stand's, 

Quits his bright cai, and springs upon tb« s**nth ; 
From the hot steeds the sweaty torrent', stream ; 
The well-plied whip is hung athwart the beam . 
With jo> brave Sthcnclus receives the prize. 

The tupod-vasc, and dame with radiant c yes * 
These to the ships his tram triumphant leads, 

The chief hunself un) okes the panting steeds. 

Young Nestor follows (who b> art. not force, 
O’erpass’d Atndes) second m the course 1 
Behind, Atndes urged the race, more near 
Than to the courser in lus swift career 
The following cat, just touching with lus heel 
And brushing with lus tail the whirling wheel : 
Such, and so narrow’ now the space between 
The rivals, late so distant on the green *, 

So soon swift Aitlii her lost ground regain’d, 

One length, one moment, had the race obtain'd. 

Menon pursued, at greater distance still, 

With tardier coursers, and inferior skill. 

Jfst came, Admetus * thy unhappy son ; 
blow dragged the steeds lus batter’d chariot on : 
Achilles saw, and pitying thus begun : 
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“ Behold * -the man whose matchless art surpass’d 
The sons of Giecce ' the ablest, y ct the last ’ 
Fortune denies, but justice bids us pay 
(Since great Tydides beats the first aw ay ) 

To lum the second honours of the day " 

The Gieeks consent ivith loud-applauding cries, 
And then Eumclus had rccen cd the pmc, 

But youthful Nestor, jealous of his fame, 

The award opposes, and assei ts Ins claim 
“Think not (he cries) I tamely Mill resign, 

O Peleus’ son 1 the marc so justly mmc 
Wliat if the gods, the skilful to confound. 

Have thrown the horse and horseman to the ground ? 
Perhaps he sought not heaven by sacrifice, 

And vows omitted forfeited the prize 
If yet (distinction to thy friend to show, 

And please a soul desirous to bestow) 

Some gift must grace Eumclus, view thy store 
Of beauteous handmaids, steeds, and shining ore ; 
An ample present let hun thence receive. 

And Greece shall praise thy generous llursl to gne 
But this my prize I never shall foiego ; 

This, who but touches, warriors ' is my foe ’’ 

Thus spake the youth , nor did his words offend , 
Pleased wit\i the well-turn’d flatten of a fiicnd, 
Achilles smiled “ The gift proposed (lie cried), 
Antiloclius * we shall ouisclf piowde. 

With plates of biass the corslet co\ci d o’er. 

(The same renow n’d Astcropams wore ) 

Whose glittering margins raised with silver shine, 

(No vulgar gift,) Eumclus ' shall he thine ’’ 

He said . Automcdon at Ins comm ind 
The corslet brought, and ga\c it to his hand 
Distinguish’d by his fi tend, his bosom glow s 
With generous joy then Mcnchus rose ; 

The herald placed the sceptre in Ins Jnnds, 

And still’d the clamour of the shouting b ind® 

Not without cause incensed at Nestors son. 

And inly grieving, thus the king begun . 

"The praise of wisdom, m thy yuuto obtain d, 

An act so rash, Antiloclius f Ins stain’d 
Robb'd of mv glory and my just reu ird, 

To you, O Grecians 1 be my wrong dechrcu 
So not a leader shill our conduct Warn* , 

Or judge me enuous of a rn. ll’s fai.u 
But shall not we, oursches, the truth invn'c.n r 
What needs appealing m a fact <0 p’am ? 

What Greek shall bbrnc me, if I bio shot n r e 
And \ indicate by oath th ill-gotten j.r*ze ' 

Rise if thou darcst, before thy char.ol s- m 1 , 


1 f e 
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The driving scourge high-lifted m thy hand ; 

And touch thy steeds, and swear thy whole intent 
Was hut to conquei, not to circumvent. 

Swear by that god whose liquid aims surround 

The globe, and whose dread earthquakes heave the ground ! 

The prudent chief with calm attention heard ; 

Then mildly thus : “ Excuse, if youth luve cir’d ; 

Supeuoi as thou art, forgive the offence, 

Nor 1 thy equal, or in years, or sense. 

Thou know’st the eirors of unnpen’d age, 

Weak aie its counsels, headlong is its lage. 

The prize I quit, if thou thy wiath lesign ; 

The mare, or aught' thou ask’sl, be ficely thine 
Eie I become (from thy dcarfnendslnp toin) 

Hateful to thee, and to the gods foi sworn.” 

So spoke Antilochus , and at the word 
The mare contested to the king restored 
Joy swells his soul • as when the vernal giain 
Lifts the green ear above the springing plain, 

The fields then vegetable life renew, 

And laugh and glitter ivith the morning dew. 

Such joy the Spartan’s shining face o’erspiead. 

And lifted Ins gay heart, while thus he said : 

“ Still may our souls, O generous youth ' agree 
’Tis now Atrides’ turn to yield to thee 
Rash heat perhaps a moment might control, 

Not bieak, the settled temper of thy soul 
Not but (my friend) ’tis still the wiser way 
To waive contention with supenor sway , 

For ah ' how few, who should like thee offend, 

Like thee, have talents to regain the friend ' 

To plead indulgence, and-thy fault atone. 

Suffice thy father’s merit ana thy own 
Generous alike, for me, the sire and son 
Have greatly suffer’d, and have greatly done, 

I yield , that all may know, my soul can bend, 

Nor is my pride preferr’d befoie my fnend ” 

He said 5 and pleased his passion to command, 

Resign’d the courser to N oemon’s hand, 

Fnend of the youthful chief * himself content, 

The shining charger to his vessel sent 
The golden talents Menon next obtain’d ; 

The fifth reward, the double bowl, remain’d 
Achilles this to reverend Nestor bears, 

And thus the purpose of his gft declares . 

“Accept thou this, O sacred sire » (he said) 

In dear memorial of Patroclus dead , 

Bead and for ever lost Patroclus lies, 

For ever snatch’d from our desiring eyes 1 
Take tliou this token of a grateful heart, 
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P^n K\m.) rnn iuai\ 

* 1! «<** ii»»c to hurl (tic distant dart,’ 

Th<- quoit to to-' , the ponderous mace to wield. 

Or 5!! t *r r?.<* or v.jc tic on the held 
’Jliy v ,.«» u nj e h,is m<- '•thrown, 

I*-* Wt })<>* y 1 ** *. of [lit past tin oan M 
l*e * vd, ,».a p* uvd the goblet .It Ins side , 
s**i v > ?' \ t m . d *e Unp replied 
“ \\i ’ n i (’}, n\ inn, tin words lime proved 
A f >•? ih • v, it'd, nd e ft it ml bt kneel ! 

'(« . »*}"* n }«•, tic -'jted < f in, ‘trength. 

** | r- * ,*Vi d vnvs and Hubs Ime fail’d at length 
* > h d 1 tk * fun i I ft !t of \ore, 

K-‘ >»« :J t*t» ;h Ittipra* ,uni and the Pyhan shore ' 

\ ‘to, p‘i r iHnnc cry eo’unn game, 

Ojd-.irAI t » V.rintuf.' mrJitv name , 

T! rli.i.i )*p- . n , pivr my ; lory vaj, 

/Vo'ian*. l*r h n . a'l re f pn’<l the day 
I qw Id Cht» nadir in tight** of liantl, 

And hv* ,, *d harld Anc.nis on the sand, 

.*'a*sn AS Splncln.. m the swift career, 

Hr * v anti J’t hduiiis wall the spear. 

*j }.^ . i **, i f At it*r non tin prire of horse, 

1*. *j i.on hi n«n hi art or force , 

Ft r the f nitt'd tv.hr. impatient to suney 
IV. 't* a Ac* prize fry Nenor home away, 

.Sp'.mj to their car, and \. ith united 'pains 
*>r,e lnh’d the ro n«crs, while one ruled the rems. 
kmh once I was 1 Novi to these tasks succeeds 
A iminger race, tint emulate our deeds 
1 y eld, ala** * (to age who must not yield ?) 

Though once the foremost hero of the field 
Go thou, my son ! h> generous friendship led, 

With in triial honours decorate the dead 
White ptta<cd 1 fa* c the gift thy hands present, 
(Hedge of henei ok nee, and kind intent.) 

Ktjmud, of nil the numerous Greeks, to see 
N«t oik but honours sacred .age and me 
l hose due distinctions thou so well canst pay, 

May the just gods return .another day <” 

Proud of the gift, thus spake the full of days * 
Achilles heard him, prouder of the praise 
The prizes neat are order’d to the field, * 

Tor the bold champions who the crestus wield 
A stately mule, as yet by tods unbrokc, 

Of siv years' age, unconscious of the yoke. 

Is to tire circus led, and fumly bound , 

Nc\t stands a goblet, massy, large, and round 
Achilles rising, thus “ Let Greece excite 
Two heroes equal to this hardy fight , 

Who dare the foe with lifted arms provoke, 
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And rush beneath the long-descending stioke. 

On whom Apollo shall the palm bestow, 

And whom the Greeks supreme by conquest know, 
This mule his dauntless labours shall icpay, 

The vanquish’d bear the massy bowl away” 

This dreadful combat gieat Epeus chose ; IS 
High o’er the crowd, enormous bulk ! he rose, 

And seized the beast, and thus began to say 
“ Stand foith some man, to bear the bowl away ! 
(Price of his rum . for who dares deny 
This mule my light ; the undoubted i ictor I ’ 
Others, ’tis own’d, m fields of battle shine. 

But the fiist honours of this fight aie mine ; 

For who excels in all ? Then let my foe 
Draw near, but first his certain foitune know , 
Secure this hand shall his whole frame confound, 
Mash all his bones, and all his body pound 
So let his friends be nigh, a needful tram. 

To heave the batter’d carcase oft* the plain.” 

The giant spoke , and m a stupid gaze 
The host beheld him, silent with amaze ' 

’Twas thou, Euryalus 1 who drnst aspire 
To meet his might, and emulate thy sire, 

The great Mecistheus , who m days of yore 
In Theban games the noblest trophy bore, 

(The games ordain’d dead CEdipus to grace,) 

And singly vanquish the Cadmean race 
Him great Tydides uiges to contend. 

Warm with the hopes of conquest for his friend , 
Officious with the cincture girds him round , 

And to his wrist the gloves of death are bound 
Amid the circle now each champion stands, 

And poises high m air his iron hands , 

With clashing gauntlets now they fiercely close. 


1 irgil, bj making the boaster \ anquished, has drawn a better moral from this episode 
Homer The following lines deserve comparison — 

"The haughty Dares m the lists appears 
WalKmg he strides, his head erected bears 
Hi s nervous arms the weighty gauntlet "wield. 

And loud apptauses echo through the field 
* * * * 

Such Dares was, and such he strode along. 

And dtew the wonder of the gazing throng 
His brawny breast and ample chest lie shows , 

His lifted arms around his head he throws. 

And deals in whistling air his empty blows 
His match is sought , but, through the trembling band, 
l>o one dares answ t r to the proud demand 
Presuming of hw.force, with sparkling eyes. 

Already he devours the promised prize 

If none my matchless valour dares oppose. 

How long shall Dares wait his dastard foes?" 

Pryden’s Virgil, a 4SO, seq 
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Their crackling jws rc-ccho to the blows, 

■And painful sweat from all their members flows. 

At length r.puis dealt a weighty blow 
I «H on the cheek of Ins unwary foe , 

Beneath that ponderous arm’s resistless sway 
Down dropp'd he, nerveless, and extended lay. 

As a large lish, when winds and waters roar, 

By some huge billow dash’d against the shore, 

Lies panting , not less batter’d with Jus wound, 

’J he bleeding hero pants upon the ground 
To rear Jus (alien foe, the victor lends, 

Scornful, his hand , and goes him to his friends , 
Who^c arms support him, reeling through the throng, 
And dragging his disabled legs along , 

Nodding, Ins head hangs down his shoulder o’er , 

His month and nostrils pour the elot'ed gore , 13 
Wrapp'd round in mists he lies, and lost to thought , 

Ills friends receive the bowk too dearly bought 
'J lie third bold game Aclnllcs next demands, 

And calls the wrestlers to the level sands . 

A mass) tripod for the victor lies, 

Of twice six oxen its reputed price ; 

And next, the loser’s spirits to restore, 

A female enptive, \ alued but at four 
Scarce did the chief the xigorous strife prop 
When lower-like Ajax and Uljsses rose. 

Amid the ring each nervous rival stands, 

Embracing rigid with implicit hands 

Close lock’ll above, their heads and arms are mix’d , 

Below, their planted feel at distance fix’d , 

lake two strong rafters which the builder forms, 

Proof to the wintry winds and howling storms, 

Their tops connected, but at wider space 
Fix’d on the centre stands their solid base. 

Now* to the grasp each manly body bends ; 

The humid sweat from cv cry pore descends ; 

Their bones resound with blows . sides, shoulders, thighs. 
Swell to each gripe, and bloody tumours rise 
Nor could Ulysses, for lus art renown’d, 

O’erturn the strength of Ajax on the giound j 
Nor could the strength of Ajax overthrow 
1 he w-atchful caution of his artful foe 
While the long strife even tired the lookers on, 

Thus to Ulysses spoke great Telamon . 

“ Or let me lift thee, chief, or lift thou me • 

Prove we our force, and Jove the lest decree. 

,3 ri (j-umtlct fight thus ended, from the shore 
His faithful friends unhappy Dares bore 
His mouth and nostrils pour d a purae flood, n 

And pounded teeth came rushing with his blood . 

Dxyden s Virgil, v 6*3. 
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Of the fair spinster’s bicast and moving arms : 
Graceful m motion thus. Ins foe he plies. 

And treads each footstep ere the dust can rise , 
His glowing breath upon Ins shoulders plays 
The admiring Greeks loud acclamations raise 
To him they give their wishes, hearts, and eyes, 
And send then souls before him as lie flies 
Now three times turn’d in prospect of the goal, 
The panting chief to Pallas lifts his soul 
“ Assist, O goddess 1 * thus in thought he pray’d 
And present at his thought descends the maid 
Buoy’d by hei heavenly force, he seems to sjvim, 
And feels a pinion lifting every limb 
All fierce, and ready now the prize to gain, 
Unhappy Ajax stumbles on the plain 
(O’crlurn’d by Pallas), where the slippery shore 
Was clogg’d with slimy dung and mingled gore 
(The self-same place beside Patroclus’ pyre. 
Where late the slaughter’d victims fed the fire ) 
Besmear’d with filth, and blotted o’er with clay, 
Obscene to sight, the rueful racer lay, 
The-wcll-fed bull (the second prize) he shared, 
And left the urn Ulysses’ rich reward 
Then, grasping by the horn the mighty beast, 
The baffled hero thus the Greeks address’d . 

“ Accursed fate 1 the conquest I forego , 

A mortal I, a goddess was my foe , 

She urged her favourite on the rapid way, 

And Pallas, not Ulysses, won the day." 

Thus sourly wail’d he, sputtering dirt and gore 
A burst of laughter echoed through the shore 
Antilochus, more humorous than the lest, 

Takes the last prize, and takes it with a jest . 

“Why with our wiser elders should ne strive? 
The gods still love them, and they always thrive. 
Ye see, to Ajax I must yield the prize 
He to Ulysses, still more aged and wise ; 

(A green old age unconscious of decays, 

That proves the hero born in better days •) 

Behold his vigour in this active Tace ! 

Achilles only boasts a swifter pace 

For who can match Achilles ? He who can, 

Must yet be more than hero, more than man ” 

The effect succeeds the speech Pehdes cries, 
“Thy artful praise deserves a bettei prize 
Nor Greece m vain shall hear thy fnend extoll’d , 
Receive a talent of the purest gold ” 

The youth departs content The host admire 
The son of Nestor, worthy of his sire 
Next these a buckler, speai, and helm, he brings 
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Cast on the plain, the brazen burden rings : 

Arms which of late divine Sarpedon w ore, 

And great Patroclus in short triumph bore 
« Stand forth the bravest of our host ' (he cries) 
Whoever dares deserve so ncli a prize, 

Now grace 'the lists before our army’s sight, 

And sheathed m steel, provoke his foe to fight 
Who first the jointed armour shall explore, 

And stain his nval’s mail with issuing gore. 

The sword Astcropmus possess’d of old, 

(A Thracian blade, distinct with studs of gold,) 

Shall pa) the stroke, and grace the striker’s side : 
These arms m common let the chiefs divide 
For each brave champion, vhen the combat ends, 

A sumptuous banquet at our tents attends ” 

Fierce at the*\\ord uprose great T)deus’ son. 

And the huge bulk of Ajax Telamon 
Clad in refulgent steel, on either hand, 

The dreadful chiefs amid the circle stand 
Louring they meet, tremendous to the sight ; 

Each Argive bosom beats with fierce delight 
Opposed m arms not long they idly stood. 

But thrice they closed, and thrice the charge renew’d. 

A furious pass the spear of Ajax made 

Through the broad shield, but at the corslet stay’d. 

Not thus the foe Ins javelin aim’d above 

The buckler’s margin, at die neck he drove 

But Greece, now trembling for her hero’s life, 

Bade share the honours, and surcease the strife. 

Yet' still the victor’s due Tydides gams, 

With him the sword and studded belt lemams. 

Then hurl’d the hero, thundering on the ground, 

A mass of iron (an enormous round), 

Whose weight and size the circling Greeks admire, 
Rude from the furnace, and but shaped by fire. 

This mighty quoit Aetion w ont to rear,' 

And from his whirling arm dismiss m air * 

The giant by Achilles slam, he stow’d 
Among his spoils this memorable load 
For this, he bids those nervous artists vie, 

That teach the disk to sound along the sky. 

“ Let him, whose might can hull this bowl, arise j 
Who farthest hurls it, take it as his prize , 

If he be one enrich’d with large domain 
Of downs for flocks, and arable for gram, 

Small stock of iron needs that man provide , 

His hmds and swains whole yeais shall be supplied 
From hence j nor ask the neighbouring city’s aid 
For ploughshares, wheels, and all the rural trade.” 

- Stern Polypostes stepp’d before the throng, 
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And great Lcontcus, more than mortal strong- : 

Whose force v. uh m al forces to oppose. 

Uprose great Ajax j up Epeus rose 
Each stood in order : first Epeus threw; 

High o’er the wondering crowds the whirling circle flew. 
Lcontcus nc\t a little space surpass’d ; 

And third, the strength of godlike Ajax cast 
O’er both their marks it flew , till fiercely flung 
Pi om Pol) pcetes’ arm the discus sung . & 

l'ar as a swam his whirling shccphook throws, 

That distant falls among the grazing cows, 

So past than all the rapid circle flics 

His friends, while loud applauses shake the skies, 

With force conjoin’d heme off the weighty prize 

Those, who m skilful archery contend, 

He nc\t mutes the twanging bow to bend , 

And twice ten axes casts amidst the round, 

'Pen double edged, and ten that singly wound 
'1 Jic mist, which late a first-rale galley bore, 

'I he hero fixes m the sandy shore , 

To the tall top a milk-white dove they tie, 

The trembling mark at winch their arrows fly. 

"Whose weapon strikes jon fluttering bird, shall bear 
These tw o-edged axes, terrible m war ; 

The single, he whose shaft diudes the cord ” 

I Ic said experienced Menon took the word , 

And skilful lcuccr . m the helm they threw 
Their lots inscribed, and forth the latter flew’ 

Swift from the string the sounding arrow' flies , 

But flies unbless’d 1 No grateful sacrifice, 

No firstling lambs, unheedful 1 didst thou vow 
To Phoebus, patron of the shaft and bow\ 

Tor this, th) well-aun’d arrow turn’d aside, 

Err’d from the dove, yet cut the cord that tied . 

Adown the mainmast fell the parted string, 

And the free bird to heaven displajs her wing • 

Sea, shores, and skies, with loud applause resound, 

And Merion eager meditates the wound • 

He takes the bow, directs the shaft above, 

And following with lus eye the soaring dove. 

Implores the god to speed it through the slues, 

With vows of firstling lambs, and grateful sacnfic 
The dove, in airy circles as she wheels, 

Amid the clouds the piercing arrow feels , _ 

Quite through and through the point its passage found, 

And at his feet fell bloody to the ground 

The wounded bird, ere yet she breathed her last, 

With flagging wings alighted on the mast, 

A moment hung, and spread her pinions there, 

Then sudden dropp’d, and left her life m air. 
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From the pleased crowd new peals of thunder rise. 

And to the ships brave Merion .bears the prize. 

To close the funeral games, Achilles last 
A massy spear amid the circle placed, 

And ample chaigcr of unsullied fiame, 

With flowers high-wrought, not blacken’d yet by flame. 

For these he bids the heroes prove their art, 

Whose dexterous skill directs the flying dai t 
Here too great Mcnon hopes the noble prize , 

Nor here disdain’d the king of men to nsc. 

With joy Pelides saw the honour paid, 

Rose to the monaich, and respectful said : 

“ Thee fiist in virtue, as m power supreme, 

O king of nations ' all thy Greeks proclaim ; 

In every martial game thy worth attest, 

And know thee both their greatest and their best 
Take then the prize, but let brave Merion bear 
This beamy javelin in thy brother’s war.” 

Pleased from the hero’s lips his praise to hear, ' 

The king to Merion gives the brazen spear . 

But, set apart for sacred use, commands 
The glittering charger to Taltliybius’ hands. 
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ARGUMENT 

THE REDEMPTION OF THE BODY OF HECTOR. 

Thegods deliberate about the redemption of Hector’s body. Jupiter sends Thetis to AchiHcs, 
to dispose him for the restoring it, and Ins to Pnam, to encourage him to go in person and 
treat for it. The old king, notwithstanding the remonstrances of his queen, makes read} 
for the journey, to which he is encouraged by an omen from Jupiter He sets forth in lus 
chariot, with a waggon loaded with presents, under the charge of Id-eus the herald 
Mercury descends in the shape of a young man, and conducts him to the pavilion of 
Achilles Their conversation on the nay Pnam finds Achilles at his table, casts himself 
at his feet, and begs for the body of bis son Achilles, moicd with compassion, grants his 
request, detains him one night in his tent, and the next morning sends him home with the ' 
body the Trojans run out to meet him The lamentations of Andromache, Hecuba, and 
Helen, with the solemnities of the funeral 

The time of twelve days is emplojcd in this book, while the body of Hector lies in the 
tent o f Achilles , and as many more are spent in the truce allowed for his interment. The 
scene is partly m Achilles’ camp, and partly in Troj 


Now from the finish’d games the Grecian band 
Seek their black ships, and clear the crowded strand, 

All stretch'd at ease the genial banquet share, 

And pleasing slumbers quiet all their care 
Not so Achilles he, to grief resign'd, 

His friend's dear image present to his mind, 

Takes his sad couch, more unobserved to weep j 
Nor tastes the gifts of all-composing sleep 
Restless he roll’d around his weary bed, 

And all his soul on his Patroclus fed . 

The form so pleasing, and the heart so kind, 

. That youthful vigour, and that manly mind, 

What toils they shared, what martial works they wrought, 
What seas they measured, and what fields they fought > 
All pass'd before him m remembrance dear, ^ 

Thought follows thought, and tear succeeds to tear. 

And now supine, now prone, the hero laj, 

Now shifts his side, impatient for the da> : 
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Then stalling up, disconsolate he goes 
Wide on die lonely beach to vent his woes. 

There as the solitary mourner raves, 

The ruddy morning rises o’er the waves • 

Soon as it rose, his furious steeds lie join d . 

The chariot flies, and Hector trails behind. 

And thrice, Patroclus ! round thy monument 
Was Hector dragg’d, then hurried to the tent. 
There sleep at last o’ercomes the hero’s eyes , 
While foul in dust the unlionour’d carcase lies, 
But not deserted by the pitying skies 
For Phcebus watch’d it with superior care, 
Preserved from gaping w ounds and tainting air ; 
And, ignominious as it su ept the field, 

Spread o’er the sacred corse his golden shield 
All heaven was moved, and Hermes will’d to go 
By stealth to snatch him from the insulting foe . 



HECTOR'S BODY AT THE CAR OF ACHILLES. 

But Neptune this, and Pallas this denies, 

And th’ unrelenting empress of the slues, 

E’er since that day implacable to Tioy, 

What time young Pans, simple shepherd boy. 
Won by destructive lust (lewaid obscene), - 
Their charms rejected for the Cyprian queen 
But when the tenth celestial morning broke, 

To heaven assembled, thus Apollo spoke 
“ Unpitying powers • how oft each holy fane 
Has Hector tinged with blood of victims slam ? 
And can ye still lus cold lemains pursue ? 

Still grudge his body to the Trojans’ view ? 
Deny to consort, mother, son, and sire, 

The last sad honours of a funeral fire ? 

Is then the dire Achilles all your care ? 




Book XXIV.] THE ILIAD, 

That iron heart, inflexibly sc; ere ; 

A lion, nol a man, who slaughters wide, 

In strength of rage, and impotence of pride ; 
Who hastes to murder with a snagc jo). 

Invades around, and bicathcs but to <ks!ro\ • 
Shame is not of Ins soul ; nor understood. 

The greatest c\il and the greatest good. 

Still for one loss lie : ages unresigu’d, 

Repugnant to the lot of all mankind , 

To lose a fuend, a brother, or a son, 

Heaven dooms each mortal, and its will is done 
Awhile they sorrow, then dismiss their care , 

Fate gives the wound, and man is born to bear. 

But this insatiate, the commission given 

By fate exceeds, and tempts the wrath of heaven : 
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To grace those nuptials, from the bright abode 
Yourselves were piesent , where this minstrel-god, 

Well pleased to share the feast, amid the quire 
Stood proud to hymn, and tunc his youthful lyre.” 

Then thus the T-hunderer checks the imperial dame : 

“ Let not thy wrath the court of heaven inflame ; 

Their meats, nor their honours, ate the same 
But mine, and every god’s peculiar grace 
Hector deserves, of all the Trojan lace 
Still on our shrmes his grateful offerings lay, 

(The only honours men to gods can pay,) 

Nor ever from our smoking altar ceased 
The pure libation, and the holy feast 
Howe’er by stealth to snatch the corse away. 

We will not . Thetis guards it night and day. 

•But haste, and summon to'our courts above 
The azure queen ; let her persuasion move 
Her furious son from Priam to receive 
The proffer’d ransom, and the coise to leave.” 

He added not * ana Ins from the skies, 

Swift as a whirlwind, on the message flies, 

Meteorous the face of ocean sweeps, 

Refulgent gliding o’er the sable deeps 
Between wheie Samos wide his forests spreads, 

And rocky Imbrus lifts its pointed heads, 

Down plunged the maid ; (the parted waves resound ;) 

She plunged and instant shot the dark profound 
As beanng death m the fallacious bait, 

From the bent angle sinks the leaden weighty 
So pass’d the goddess through the closing wave, 

Where Thetis son ow’d in her secret cave 
There placed amidst her melancholy tiam 
(The blue-hair’d sisters of the sacred mam) 

Pensive she sat, revolving fates to come. 

And wept her godlike son’s approaching doom. 

Then thus the goddess of the painted bow . 

“ Arise, O Thetis 1 from thy seats below, 

’Tis Jove that calls.” — “ And why (the dame replies) 

Calls Jove his Thetis to the hated skies ? 

Sad object as I am for heavenly sight * 

Ah may my sorrows ever shun the light * 

Howe’er, be heaven’s almighty sire obey’d — ” 

She spake, and veil’d her head m sable shade, 

Which, flowing long, her graceful peison clad , 

And forth she paced, majestically sad 
Then through the world of waters they repair 
(The way fair Ins led) to upper air 
The deeps dividing, o’ei the coast they rise, - 
And touch with momentary flight the skies 
There in the lightning’s blaze the sire they found, 
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And all the gods m sinning synod lound. 

Thetis nppi cach’d with anguish m her face, 

(Minerva rising, ga\ c the mourner place,) 
tvcn Juno sought her soriows to console, 

And offer’d from lici hand the nectar-howl • 

She tasted, and resign’d it • then began 
The sacred sire of gods and mortal man 
“ Thou contest, fan Thetis, but with grief o’eicast , 
Maternal sorrows ; long, ah, long to last * 

Suffice, we know and wc partake thy cares , 

But yield to fate, and hcai what Jove declares 
Nine dajs are past since all the couit above 
In Hector’s cause lia\ c moved the ear of Jove , 

’Twas toted, Hermes from his godlike foe 
By stealth should bem lnm, but we will’d not so : 

We will, thy son himself the corse lestore, 

And to lus conquest add this glory more 
Then hie thee to him, and our mandate beai 
Tell him lie tempts the wrath of heaven too far ; 

Nor let him inoic (our anger if lie dread) 

Vent lus mad vengeance on the sacred dead , 

But yield to ransom and the father’s prayer , 

The mournful father, Ins shall prepare 
With gifts to sue , and offer to his hands 
Whale'cr his honour asks, or heart demands ” 

His word the silver-footed queen attends, 

And from Olympus’ snowy tops descends 
Amvcd, she heard the \oicc of loud lament, 

And echoing groans that shook the lofty tent . 

Ills friends prepare the victim, and dispose 
Repast unheeded, while lie vents lus woes. 

The goddess seals lici by her pensive son, 

She press’d Ins hand, and tender thus begun 
“ How long, unhappy 1 shall thy sonows flow', 

And thy heart waste with life-consuming woe . 

Mindless of food, or love, whose pleasing reign 
Soothes weary life, and softens human pain ? 

O snatch the moments yet within tby power , 

Not long to live, indulge the amorous hour 1 
Lo > Jove himself (for Jove’s command I bear) 

Forbids to tempt the wTath of heaven too far 
No longer then (his fury if thou dread) 

Detain the relics of great Hector dead , 

Nor vent on senseless earth thy vengeance vam, 

But yield to lansom, and restore the slam ” 

To whom Achilles “ Be the ransom given, 

And we submit, since such the will of heaven 
While thus they 'communed, from the Olympian bowcis 
Jove orders Iris to the Trojan tow’ers 
“ Haste, winged goddess 1 to the sacred town, 


FF 
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And urge Her monaich to ledccm his son. 
Alone the Ilian lamparts let lum leave, 

And bear what stein Achilles may lcccivc . 
Alone, for so we will , no Tiojan near 
Except, to place the dead with decent care, 
Some aged hciald, who with gentle hand 
May the slow mules and 'funeinl car command 
Nor let him death, 1101 let him danger diead, 
Safe thiough the foe by out protection led 
Him Hermes to Achilles shall convey. 

Guard of lus life, and paitncr of his vav. 
Ficiceas lie is, Achilles’ self shall spaie 
His age, not touch one \enci able hair 
Some thought thcic must be m a soul so brn\ c, 
Some sense of duty, some desne to save.” 



IRIS Am ISLS PRIAM TO OBTAIN THE BOB'* O X HECTOR. 


Then down her bow the winged Iris dnves, 

And swift at Puam’s mournful court arrives . 

Wheie the sad 1 sons beside their fathers throne 
Sat bathed in tears, and ansv erid groan with groan. 
And all amidst them lay the hoary sire, 

(Sad scene of woe >) Ins face his wrapp’d attire 
Conceal’d from sight , with frantic hands he spread 
A shower of ashes o’er his neck and head. 

From room to room his pensive daughters 10am ; 
Whose shrieks and clamours fill the vaulted dome ; 
Mindful of those, who late then pride and joy, 

Lie pale and breathless round the fields of Troy 1 
Before the king Jove’s messenger appears, 

And thus m whispers greets his trembling ears • 
Fear not, O father 1 no ill news I bear , 

Fiom Jove I come, Jove makes thee still his caie j 
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For Hector’s sake these vails he bids thee leave 
And bear what stern Achilles may recen c • ’ 

Alone, for so he mils , no Trojan near, ’ 
Except, to place the dead with decent care, 

Some aged herald, who with gentle hand 
May the slow mules and funeral car command 
Nor shalt thou death, nor shalt thou danger dread 
Safe through the foe bj his protection led 
Thee Hermes to P elides shall comey, 

Guard of thj life, and partner of thy va> 

Fierce as he is, Achilles’ self shall spare 
Thy age, nor touch one \ enerable hair , 

Some thought there must be m a soul so brave, 
Some sense of duty, some desire to save" 

She spoke, and a amsh’d Pnam bids prepare 
His gentle mules and harness to the car , 

There, for, the gifts, a polish’d casket lay 
His pious sons the king s command obej. 

Then pass’d the monarch to his bndal-room, 
Where cedar-beams the lofty roofs perfume. 

And where the treasures of his empire laj ; 

Then call d his queen, and thus began to say : 

“ Unhappy consort of a king distress’d 1 
Partake the troubles of thy husband’s breast . 

I saw descend the messenger of Jo\e, 

Who bids me try Achilles’ mind to move ; 

Forsake these ramparts, and with gifts obtain 
The corse of Hector, at } on navj slam. 

Tell me thy thought . my heart impels to go 
Through hostile camps, and bears me to the foe,'’ 
The hoarj* monarch thus Her piercing cnes 
Sad Hecuba renews, and then replies 
“Ah > whither wanders tin distemper’d mind? 
And where the prudence now that awed mankind? 
Through Phrygia once and foreign regions known j 
Now all confused, distracted, overthrown * 

Singly to pass through hosts of foes * to face 
(O heart of steel 0 the murderer of thy race 1 
To Mew that deathful ejc. and wander o’er 
Those hands } et red with Hectors noble gore ’ 

Alas 1 m\ lord f he knows not hov to spare. 

And what lus mere}, tin slam sons deebro; 

So brave 1 feo many fallen 1 To claim his rage 
Vain were thy dignity, and vain th> age 

No pent m this sad palace let us give 

To gnef the wretched davs we have to Inc, 

Still, still for Hector let our sorrows fio«. 

Bom to his own, and to his parents - w oe i 
Doom’d from the hoar his luckless J»fe begun, 

To dogs, to vultures, and to Pelcus’ son ! 
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011 1 in his dearest blood might I allay 
My rage, and these barbarities repay ! 

Foi ah > could Hector merit thus, whose breath 
Expired not meanly, m unactive death ? 

He poured his latest blood in manly fight, 

And fell a hero in his country’s right.” 

“ Seek not to stay me, nor my soul affright 
With woids of omen, like a bud of night, 

(Replied unmoved the venerable man ,) 

5 Tis heaven commands me, and you urge in vain. 
Had any mortal voice the injunction laid, 

Nor augur, priest, nor seei, had been obey’d. 

A present goddess brought the high command, 

I saw, I heard hei, and the word shall stand. 

I go, ye gods 1 obedient to' your call : 

If m yon camp your powers have doom’d my fall, 
Content — By the same hand let me expne ' 

Add to the slaughter’d son the wretched sire ' 

One cold embrace at least may be allow’d, 

And my last tears flow mingled with his blood 1 ” 
From forth his open’d stores, this said, he drew 
Twelve costly carpets of refulgent hue. 

As many vests, as many mantles told, 

And twelve fair veils, and garments stiff with gold, 
Two tripods next, and twice two chargers shine. 
With ten pure talents from the lichest mine , 

And last a large well-labour’d bowl had place, , 
(The pledge of treaties once with friendly ThTace ) 
Seem’d all too mean the stoies he could employ. 
For one last look to buy him back to Tioy ! 

Lo ’ the sad father, frantic with his pam. 

Around him furious duves his menial tram * 

In vam each slave with duteous care attends, 

Each office hurts hun, and each face offends 
“ What make ye heie, officious ciowds 1 (he cues) . 
Hence 1 nor obtrude your anguish on my eyes 
Have ye no griefs at home, to fix ye theie . 

Am I the only object of despair ? 

Am I become my people’s common show. 

Set up by Jove your spectacle of woe ’ 

No, you must feel him too , yourselves must fall j 
The same stern god to luin gives you all. 

Nor is great Hector lost by me alone , 

Your sole defence, your guardian powei is gone 1 
I see yom blood the fields of Phrygia drown, 

I see the lums of your smoking town ! 

0 send me, gods * ere that sad day shall come, 

A willing ghost to Pluto’s dreary dome 1 ” 

He said, and feebly drives his friends away ; 

1 he sorrowing friends his frantic rage obey. 
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Next on his sons his erring fury falls, 

Polites, Pans, Agathon, he calls , 

His threats Deiphobus and Dius hear, 

Hippothous, Painmon, Helenes the seer, 

And generous Antiphon . for yet these nine 
Survived, sad relics of his numerous line. 

“ Inglonous sons of an unhappy sire * 

Why did not all m Hector’s cause expire ? 

Wretch that I am 1 mv brav est offspring slam. 

You, the disgrace of Priam’s house, remain » 

Mestor the brave, renow n’d m ranks of war, 

With Troilus, dreadful on his rushing car, 1 
And last great Hector, more than man divine, 

For sure he seem’d not of terrestrial line 1 
All those relentless Mats untimely slew, 

And left me these, a soft and servile crew, 

Whose dajs the feast and wanton dance employ, 

Gluttons and flatterers, the contempt of Tioy 1 
Why teach ye not my rapid wheels to run, 

And speed my journey to redeem my son?” 

The sons their father’s wretched age revere, 

Forgive his anger and produce the car 
High on the seat the cabinet they bind • 

The new-made car with solid beauty sinned ; 

Box was the j oke, emboss’d w ith costly pains. 

And hung with ringlets to receive the reins , 

Nine cubits long, the traces swept the ground . 

These to the chariot's polish’d pole thej bound. 

Then fix’d a ring the running reins to guide, 

And close beneath the gather’d ends were tied 
Next with the gifts (the price of Hector slain) 

The sad attendants load the groaning wain 
Last to the joke the well-matched mules thej bnng, 

(The gift of Mj'Sia to the Trojan king) 

But the fair horses, long his darling care, 

Himself received, and harness d to his car 
Gneved as he was, he not this task denied, 

The hoarj r herald help'd him, at hts side 
While careful these the gentle coursers join’d, 

Sad Hecuba approach’d with anxious mind , 

A golden bowl that foam’d with 'fragrant wane, 

(Libation destined to the power divine.) 

Held in her nght, before the steed she stands. 

And thus consigns it to the monarch’s hands : 

“Take this, and pour to Jove , that safe from harms 
His grace restore tlice to our roof and arms 
Since victor of thy fears, and slighting mine, 

x "Troilus is only oiscc named in the Iliad he ras mcnUc-ed al-o in the Cw 'i.J l-i 1 
’*outh. beauty and untimely cad zaadc Inxa an ol^cct of gical ta.crc-t vri-i lac 
4oets/~ Grcie, i, p a» 
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Heaven, or thy soul, inspires this bold design ; 

Pray to that god, who high on Ida's brow 
Surveys thy desolated lealms below, 

His winged messenger to send from high, 

And lead thy way. with heavenly augury ■ 

Let the stiong sovereign of the plumy race 
Tower on the right of yon ethereal space 
That sign beheld, and strengthen'd from above, 

Boldly pursue the journey maik’d by Jot c 
But if the god his auguiy denies, 

Suppress thy impulse, nor icjcct advice " 

“ Tis just (said Priam) to the sire above 
To raise oui hands ; for who so good as Jove ? ” 

He spoke, and bade the attendant handmaid bring 

The purest watei of the living spring 

(Her ready hands the ewei and bason held ) 

Then took the golden cup Ins queen had fill’d ; 

On the mid pavement potrrs the rosy wine, 

Uplifts his eyes, and calls the power divine . 

“ O first and greatest ' heaven’s imperial lord 1 
On lofty Ida’s holy lull adored 1 
To stem Achilles now ducct my ways, 

And teach him mercy when a father prays. 

If such thy will, despatch from yonder sky 
Thy sacred bird, celestial augury > 

Let the stiong sovereign of the plumy lace 
Tower on the right of yon 'ethereal space , 

So shall thy suppliant, strengthen'd from above, 
Fearless puisue the journey mark'd by Jove ” 

Jove heard his piayer, and from the throne on high, 
Despatch’d his bud, celestial augury » 

The swift-wmg’d chaser of the feather’d game. 

And known to gods by Percnos’ lofty name 
Wide as appears some palace-gate display’d 
So broad, his pinions stretch’d their ample shade. 

As stooping dexter with' resounding wings 
The imperial bird descends m airy ungs. 

A dawn of joy in every face appears 

The mourning mation dues her timorous tears : 

Swift on his car the impatient monarch sprung ; 

The brazen portal in his passage rung ; 

The mules preceding draw the loaded warn, 

Charged with the gifts , Idseus holds the lem . 

The king himself his gentle steeds conti ols, 

And through sunoundmg friends the chanot rolls. 

On his slow wheels the following people wait, 

Mourn at each step, and give him up to fate , 

With hands uplifted eye him as he pass’d, 

And gaze upon him as they gazed their last. 

Now forward fares the fathei on his way, 
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Through the lone fields, and back to Ihon they 
Great Jove beheld him as he cross’d the plain, 

And felt the woes of miseiable man. 

Then thus to Hermes . “ Thou whose constant cares 
Still succour mortals, and attend their prayeis , 
Behold an object to thy chaige consign’d 
If ever pity touch’d'thee for mankind, 

Go, guard the sire the observing foe prevent, 

\nd safe conduct him to Achilles’ tent ’’ 

The god obeys, his golden pinions binds,® 

And mounts incumbent on the wings of winds. 

That high, through fields of air, his flight sustain, 
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the boundless mam j 
Then grasps the wand that causes sleep to flj, 

Or m soft slumbeis seals the wakeful ei e 
Thus aim’d, swift Hermes steers his airy wav , 

And stoops on Hellespont’s resounding sea 
A beauteous youth, majestic and divine. 

He seem’d ; fair offspring of some pnneely line 1 
Now twilight veil’d the glaring face of day, 

And clad the dusky fields m sober grey , 

What time the herald and the horny king 
(Then: chariots stopping at the silver spring, 

That circling Ilus’ ancient marble flows) 

Allow’d their mules and steeds a short repose, 
Through the dim shade the herald first espies 
A man’s appioach, and thus to Priam cnes 
" I mark some foe’s advance * O king 1 beware , 

This hard adventure claims thy utmost care ' 


= Milton has rivalled this passage describing the descent of GabncI, ‘ Paradise Lost, bk 
v 266, seq 

“ Down thither prone in flight 
He speeds, aid through the vast ethereal sk> 

Sails between worlds and worlds with stead} wing. 

Non on the polar Binds, then with quid, fan 
Winnows the buxom nr * * * * 

* * * 

At once on th’ eastern cliff of Paradise 
He lights, ind to his proper slnpc returns 
A seraph Bing'd * * * « 

Like Man s son lie stood, 

And shook his plumes, that hcavcnlj fngnnce fdld 
The circuit wide.” 

Vireil, AJn iv 35° — , ... , , 

"Hermes obeys ; Bitli golden pmiors binds 
His flying feet, ind mounts the w estern winds 
And whether oer the seis or eirth he flics 
With rapid force the} beir him down the skies. 

But first he grasps v t h.n his nwful bird 
The mark of sovereign power, his mope wand , 

W T ith this he drwvs tile ghost from hollow grave* , 

With tins he drives them from the S'vgun wives 
« * * * 

Thus arm’d, the god begins his air} race, 

And dm e, the rad mg clouds along the liquid *P aC p jy( , fn 
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For much I fear destruction hovers nigh . 

Our state asks counsel ; is it best to fly ? 

Or old and helpless, at his feet to fall, 

Two wretched suppliants, and for mercy call r 
The afflicted monarch shiver’d with despair ; 

Pale grew his face, and upright stood his hair ; 

Sunk was his heart , his colour went and came ; 

A Sudden trembling shook his aged flame * 

When Hermes, greeting, touch’d his ro>al hand, 

And, gentle, thus accosts with kind demand 
“ Say whithei, father ' when each moi tal sight 
Is seal’d m sleep, thou wanderest through the night . 
Why roam thy mules and steeds the plains along, 
Through Grecian foes, so- numerous and so strong? 

What couldst thou hope, should these thy treasures view ; 
These, who with endless hate thy race pursue ? 

For what defence, alas » could st thou provide ; 

Thyself not young, a weak old man thy guide ? 

Yet suffei not thy soul to sink w*ith dread , 

From me no harm shall touch thy leverend head ; 

From Greece I’ll guard thee too , for m those lines 
The living image of my father shines ” 

“ Thy words, that speak benevolence of mind, 

Are true, my son 1 (the godlike sire rejoin’d )- 
Great are my hazards , but the gods survey 
My steps, and send thee, guaidian of my way. 

Hail, and be bless’d • For scarce of mortal kind 
Appear thy foim, thy feature, and thy mind.” 

“ Nor true are all thy words, noi erring wade , 

(The sacred messenger of heaven replied ,) 

But say, convey’st thou through the lonely plains 
What yet most precious of thy store remains, 

To lodge m safety with some friendly hand * 

Prepared, perchance, to leave fhy native land ? 

Or fliest thou now ?— What hopes can Troy retain, 

Thy matchless son, her guard and glory, slain ? ” 

The king, alarm’d “ Say what, and whence thou art 
Who search the sorrow's of a parent’s heart, 

And know so w r ell how godlike Hector died ? ” 

Thus Pnam spoke, and Hermes thus replied 
“You tempt me, father, and wuth pity touch • 

On this sad subject you inquire too much 
Oft have these eyes that godlike Hector view’d 
In glorious fight, with Grecian blood embrued 
I saw him when, like Jove, his flames he toss’d 
On thousand ships, and wither’d half a host 
I saw, but help’d not * stem Achilles’ ire 
Forbade assistance, and enjoy’d the fire 
For him I serve, of Myrmidonian lace , 

One ship convey’d us from oui native place ; 
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Polyctor is my sire, an honour’d name, 

Old like thyscif, and not unknown to fame ; 

Of se\cn his sons, by whom the lot was cast 
To serve our prince, it fell on me, the last 
To watch this quarter, my adventure falls 
For with the morn the Greeks attack your walls ; 
Sleepless they sit, impatient to engage, 

And scaicc their rulers check their martial rage w 
“If then thou art of stem Peltdes’ tram, 

(The mournful monarch thus rejoin’d again,) 

Ah tell me trulj, where, oh > where arc laid 
My son’s dear relics? what befals him dead ? 

Hare dogs dismember’d (on the naked plains), 

Oi jet unmangled icst, Ins cold remains?” 

“ O favour’d of the skies 1 (thus answer’d then 
The power that mediates between god and men) 

Nor dogs nor vultures have thy Hector rent, 

But whole ho lies, neglected in the tent 
Tins the twelfth e\ cmng since he rested there. 
Untouch’d by wmms, nntamted by the air 
Still as Aurora’s ruddy beam is spread, 

Round his friend's tomb Achilles diags the dead : 

Yet undisfigured, or m limb or face. 

All fresh he lies, with every living grace, 

Majestical in death 1 No stains are found 
O’ci all the corse, and closed is every wound, 

Though many- a wound they gave Some heavenly caie, 
Some hand divine, preserves him ever fair . 

Or all the host of heaven, to whom he led 
A life so grateful, still legal d lnm dead" 

Thus spoke to Pimm the celestial guide. 

And jojful thus the loyal sire replied . 
a Blest is the man who pays the gods above 
The constant tribute of respect and love 1 
Those who inhabit the Olympian bower 
My son forgot not, m exalted power , 

And heaven, that every virtue bears m mind. 

Even to the ashes of the just is kmd 

But thou, O gcneious youth * this goblet take, 

A pledge of gratitude for Hector’s sake ; 

And while the favouring gods our steps survey, 

Safe to Pehdes’ tent conduct my way ” 

To whom the latent god M O king, foibeai 
To tempt my youth, for apt is youth to err 
But can I, absent from my punce’s sight, 

Take gifts at secret, that must shun the light ? 

What from our master’s interest thus wc draw, 

Is but a licensed theft that ’scapes the law. 

Respecting lnm, my soul abjuies the offence , 

And as the crime, I dread the consequence. 
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Thee, fai as Aigos, pleased I could convey ; 

- Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way : 

On thee attend, thy safety to maintain, < - 
O'er pathless foicsts, or the roaring mam/ 

He said, then took the chariot at a bound. 

And snatch’d the reins, and whirl’d the lash around : 
Before the mspning god that urged them on, 

The couiseis ily with spirit not their own. 

And now they 1 cach'd the naval walls, and found 
The guards repasting, while the bowls go round ; 

On these the vutuc of lus wand he tnes, 

And pouis deep slumber on their watchful eyes . 

Then heaved the massy gates, removed the bars. 

And o’er the trenches led the rolling cars. 

Unseen, through all the hostile camp they went, - 
And now approach’d P elides 1 lofty tent. 

On firs the roof was laiscd, and covet'd o’er 
With lecds collected from the maisliy shore ; 

And, fenced with palisades, a hall of state, 

(The work of soldiers,) where the hero sat. 

Large was die door, whose well-compacted strength 
A solid pmc-tiee barPd of wondious length : 

Scarce three stiong Greeks could lift its mighty weight, 

But gieat Aclnlles singly closed the gate 

This Hermes (such the power of gods) set wide ; 

Then swift alighted the celestial guide, 

And thus reveal’d — “ Hear, prince * and undci stand 
Thou ow’st thy guidance to no mortal hand 
Hermes I am, descended from above, 

The lung of arts, the messenger of Jove 
Farewell to shun Achilles’ sight I fly • 

Uncommon aie such favours of the sky, , 

Nor stand confess’d to fiail mortality. 

Now fearless enter, and piefei thy prayers , 

Adjure him by his father’s silver hairs, 

His son, his mother ! urge him to bestow 
Whatever pity that stein heart can know ” 

Thus having said, he vanish’d from Ins eyes, 

And in a moment shot into the slues . 

The king, confirm’d fiom heaven, alighted there. 

And left his aged heiald-on the car, 

With solemn pace through various rooms he w’ent, 

And found Achilles m lus inner tent 
There sat the hero Alcimus the brave, 

And great Automedon, attendance gave 
These served his person at the loyal feast , 

Around, at awful distance, stood the rest 
Unseen by these, the king his entry made . 

And, piostrate now before Achilles laid, 

Sudden (a venerable sight •) appears , 
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Embraced lus knees, and bathed lus hands in teais ; 
Those direful liands his kisses piess’d, embrucd 
Even with the best, the dearest of his blood < 

As when a wretch (who, conscious of his cnme, 
Pm sued foi murder, flies his native clime) 

Just gams some frontiei, breathless, pale, amazed, 
All gaze, all wonder .-thus Achilles gazed 
Thus stood the attendants stupid with surpi ise 
All mute, yet seem’d to question with their e> cs . 
Each look’d on otliei, none the silence broke, 

Till thus at last the kingly suppliant spoke . 

“ Ah think, thou favour’d of the powers divine 1 3 
Think of thy father’s age, and pity mine 1 
In me that father’s reverend image trace, 

Those silver haus, that veneiable face , 

His tiembling limbs, his helpless person, see • 

In all my equal, but m misery ! 

Yet now, perhaps, some turn of human fate 
Expels him helpless fiom his peaceful state , 

Think, from some poweiful foe thou seest linn fly, 
And beg piotection with a feeble cry. 

Yet still one comfort m his soul may rise , 

He hears his son still lives to glad Ins eyes, 

And, hearing, still may hope a better day 
May send him thee, to chase that foe away 
No comfort to my griefs, no hopes remain. 

The best, the bravest, of my sons are slam f 
Yet what a lace • ere Greece to Ilion came, 

The pledge of many a loved and loving dame 
Nineteen one mother bore — Dead, all are dead 1 
How oft, alas 1 has wretched Priam bled ! 

Still one was left then loss to recompense ; 

His father’s hope, his country’s last defence. 

Him too thy rage has slam 1 beneath thy steel, 
Unhappy m his country’s cause he fell * 


3 In reference to the whole scene that follows, the rcimrjcs of Coleridge are welt worth 
rending — 

, 99 By a close study of life, and by a true and natural mode of expressing cierj thing, Ifcraer 
was enabled to venture upon the most peculiar and difficult situations and to cxuicatc himself 
from them with the complctest success Ihc whok scene between Achilles and Pruitn, when 
the latter comes to the. Grech camp for the purpose of redeeming the todv of Hector, is at 
once the most profoundly si ilful, and vet the simplest and most nfkcnng pa sat, cm the I had 
Qumctilnn has taken notice of the following speech of Pnom, the rhttoncal irtmee c*F whiui 
is so transcendent, that if genius did not often, cspcaall) m oratory, unconsoojw} fulfil the 
most subtle precepts of criticism, we might be induced, on this account alone, to coimgc** the 
last book of the Iliad as wlitt is called spurious in other words of later date ran the rc t o 
the poem Observe the exquisite taste of Priam in occupying the mma of Ac i lies, fro •a the 
outset, with the image of Ins father, m pmduall> introducing: the parallel of his own tituauon J 
and, lastly* mentioning Hectors name when lie perceives that the hero is s^tened, and then 
onlv in such a manner as to flatter the pnde of the conqueror Ijic • v» « rrpte 

ana the anrt<raro 'ifpat r«, are not c actlv like the to nr of the canitr pgncf the JliaX 
They are almost too tine and pathetic. The whole passage defies tran&iititn fvr their iv tral 
about the Greek which has no name, but which is of so fine and ethereal a sabt ct> ti at it can 
onlv be felt m the original, and is lost in an attempt to (ratrtiuc it a to onotf cr 
Coleridge, p 105* 
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“ For him through hostile camps I bent my way; 

For him thus prostrate at thy feet I lay ; 

Large gifts proportion’d to thy wrath I bear ; 

O hear the wretched, and the gods revere 1 
“Think of thy father, and this face behold 1 
See him in me, as helpless and as old 1 
Though not so wretched there he yields to me, 

The first of men m sovereign misery 1 

Thus forced to kneel, thus grovelling to embrace 

The scourge and ruin of my realm and race , 

Suppliant my children’s murderer to imploie, 

And lass those hands yet reeking with then gore 1 ” 

These words soft pity m the chief inspire, 

Touch’d with the dear remembrance of his sire. 

Then with his hand (as prostrate still he lay) 

The old man’s cheek he gently turn’d away 
Now each by turns indulged the gush of woe j 
And now the mingled tides together flow 
This low on eaith, that gently bending o’er ; 

A father one, and one a son deplore 
But great Achilles different passions rend, 

And now his sire he mourns, and now his friend. 

The infectious softness through the heroes ran j 
One universal solemn shower began , 

They bore as heroes, but they felt as man 
Satiate at length with unavailing woes, 

From the high throne divine 'Achilles rose , 

The reverend monarch by the hand he laised , 

On his white beard and form majestic gazed, 

Not unrelenting, then serene began 
With words to soothe the miserable man ' 

“ Alas, what weight of anguish hast thou known, 
Unhappy prince 1 thus guardless and alone 
Two pass through foes, and thus undaunted face 
The man whose fury has destroy’d thy race * 

Heaven sure has arm’d thee with a heart of steel, 

A strength proportion’d to the woes you feel. 

Rise, then let reason mitigate your care - 
To mourn avails not man is bom to bear. 

Such is, alas 1 the gods’ severe decree 
They, only they are blest, and only free 
Two urns by Jove’s high throne have ever stood, 

The source of evil one, and one of good , 

From thence the cup of mortal man he fills, 

Blessings to these, to those distributes ill , 

To most he mingles both the wretch decreed 
To taste the bad unmix’d, is cuised indeed , 

Pursued by -wrongs, by meagre famine duven, 

He wandcts, outcast both of earth and heaven 
The happiest taste not happiness sincere , 
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But find the cordial draught is dash’d with care 
Who mo ic than Peleus shone in wealth and power 
What slats concurring bl css’d his natal horn 1 
A realm, a goddess, to his wishes given , 

Graced by the gods w ith all the gifts of heaven 
One evil jet o’ertakes lm latest day 
No race succeeding t6 imperial sway , 

An only son , and lie, alas 1 ordam’d 
To fall unumclj m a foreign land 
Sec him, m Troy, the pious care decline 
Of Ins weak age, to In e the cuise of thine I 
Thou loo, old man, hast happier da\s beheld; 

In liches once, m children once cxcell’d , 

Extended Phrjgia own’d thy ample reign, 

And all fair Lesbos’ blissful seals contain. 

And all wide Hellespont’s unmeasuicd mam. 

But since the god his hand has pleased to turn, 

And fill thy measure fiom lus bittei urn, 

What sees the sun, but hapless heroes’ falls? 

War, and the blood of men, sunound thy walls • 
What must be, must be Bcai thy lot, nor shed 
These unavailing sorrows o’er the dead , 

Thou canst not call lum ’fiom the Stygian shore, 

But thou, alas 1 niay’st h\e to suffer more * ” 

To whom the king “ O favom’d of the skies 1 
IIcic let me grow to eailh > since Iiectoi ltes 
On the bare beach depmed of obsequies 

0 give me Ilcctor ' to my ejes icstoic 
His corse, and take the gifts I ask no more 
Thou, as thou may’st, these boundless stores enjoy ; 
Safe may's! Lliou'sail, and turn thy math fiom Troy • 
So shall thy pity and fotbcarancc gne 

A weak old man to sec the light and live ! ” 

“ Move me no moic, (Aclullcs thus iephes, 

While kindling anger sparkled m his eyes,) 

Nor seek by teais my steady soul to bend 

To yield thy Hectrn I mjsclf intend 

For know, from Jove my goddess-mothei came, 

(Old Ocean’s daughter, silver-footed dame,) 

Nor comest thou but by heaven , noi comcst alone, 
Some god impels with courage not thy own 
No human hand the weighty gates unbair’d, 

Nor could the boldest of out youth have dared 
To pass our oulwoiks, oi elude the guaid 
Cease , lest, neglectful of high Jove’s command, 

1 show thee, king 1 thou tread’st on hostile land , 
Release my knees, thy suppliant aits give o’ei, 

And shake the purpose of my soul no more 

The sire obey’d him, tremb’mg and o’erawd - 
Achilles, like a lion, lush’d abroad 
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Automedon find Alcimiis ntitnd, , , . 

(Whom most he honour'd, since he loft his friend,) 

These to unyoke the mules nnd horse j v.cnt, 

And led the hoary herald to the tent ; 

Next, heap’d on high, the numerous pf< m - »*••*» 

(Great Hectors lansom.) fiom the pobMul car. 

Two splendid mantles, and a carpet T J [' ft<J » 

They ]ca\c to cover and enwi.tp Ok dead. 

Then call the handmaids, wnh assistant toil 
JTo wash the body and anoint \. nh oil, 

Apart fiom Priam lc>l the unhappy 
Provoked to passion once more roust »o ire 
The stein Pchdcs ; and nor sacred age, 

Noi Jove’s command, should check th- rising i tge 
This done, the garments o’er the corse they spread ; 

Achilles lifts it to the funeral bed : 

Then, while the body on the car they laid, 

He groans, and calls on lot cd Patroclus* shade : 

“ If, in that gloom winch never light must know. 

The deeds of mortals touch the ghosts below, 

O friend ! foigive me, that 1 thus fulfil 
(Restoring llcclor) heat en’s unqticstion’d wall. 

The gifts the father gat e, be et cr thine. 

To grace thy manes, and adorn thy shrine. ’ 1 
He said, and, entering, look his seat of state ; 

Where full beforcium ret trend Pi am sate ; 

To whom, composed, the godlike chief begun : 

“ Lo ! to thy prayer restored, thy breath 1 css son ; 

Extended on the funeral couch lie lies , 

And soon as morning paints the eastern skies. 

The sight is granted to thy longing c> e> . 

But now the peaceful liouis of sacred night 

Demand leflcction, and to rest mute 

Nor thou, O father l thus consumed with woe, 

The common cares that nourish life forego. 

Not thus did Niobi, of form divine, 

A parent once, whose sorious cquall’d tlnnc 
Six youthful sons, as many blooming maids, 

In one sad day beheld the Stygian shades , 

Those by Apollo’s sih er bow w ere slain, 

4 “Achilles’ ferocious treatment of the corpse of Hector cannot but offend as referred to 
the modem standard of humnnitj The heroic age, hornet er, must be judged by us own 
moral laws Retributive tengeancc on the dead, as well as the lit mg, was a duy inculcated 
.i. r S l ° n of those barbarous times, which not only taught that evil inflicted on the 
author of evil was r solace to the injured man , hut made the welfare of the <nul afte- death 
dependent on the fate of the bodj from which it had separated lienee a denial of the ntc.-. 
essential to the soul s admission into the more favoured regions of the low tr world was a cruel 
oEJ 1 . r t0 , ""tudercr on the dreary shores of the infernal rv\ er The complaint of the 
„ ot ■Vatroclus to Achilles, of hut a bncf postponement of his own obsequies, shows how 
mcacious their refusal to the remains of his dcstroj cr must ha\ e been in satiating the thirst 
«jca alter death, was supposed to torment the &w ellcrs m Hades Hence 
J ™ V e {umg up the bodj of Hector to l'riam, Achilles asks pardon of Patroclus for even 
this partial cession of his just rights of retribution "—Mure, aol i sSg 
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These, Cynthia’s arrows stretch’d upon the plain . 
So was hei pride chastised by wiatli divine, 

Who match’d her own with blight Latona’s line ; 
But two the goddess, twelve the queen enjoy’d ; 
Those boasted twelve, the avenging two destioy’d. 
Steep’d m then blood, and m the dust outspread, 
Nine days, neglected, lay c\posed the dead ; 

None by to weep them, to inhume them none ; 

(For Jove had turn’d the nation all to stone.) 

The gods themselves, at length lelenting gave 
The unhappy race the honouis of a giave. 

Heiself a lock (foi such was heaven’s high will) 
Thiougli deseils wild now pouis a weeping nil , 
Where lound the bed whence Achelous spnngs, 
The watery fames dance m mazy rings j 
There high on Sipylus’s shaggy brow, 

She stands, her own sad monument of woe , 

The rock for ever lasts, the tears for ever flow. 

“ Such gnefs, O king * have othei patents known 
Remember theus, and mitigate thy own 
The care of heaven thy Hector has appear’d, 

Nor shall he lie unu ept, and unmterr’d , 

Soon may thy aged cheeks m tears be drown’d, 
And all the eyes of llion stream around ” 

He said, and, rising, chose the victim ewe 
With silver fleece, which his attendants slew. 

The limbs they sevei fiom the leeking hide, 

With skill prepare them, and m parts divide * 

Each on the coals the separate morsels lays, 

And, hasty, snatches fiom the using blaze 
With bread the glittering canisters they load, 
Which round the board Automedon bestow’d 
The chief himself to each his portion placed, 

And each indulging shared in sweet repast 
.When now the rage of "hungei was repress’d, 

The wondennghcro eyes Ins royal guest 
No less the loyal guest the hero eyes. 

His godlike aspect and majestic size , 

Here, youthful gi ace and noble fire engage ; 

And there, the mild benevolence of age. 

Thus gazing long, the silence neither broke, 

(A solemn scene ’) at length the fathei spoke : 

“ Permit me now, beloved of JoVe * to steep 
My caieful temples m the dew of sleep 
' For, since the day that number’d with the dead 
My hapless son, the dust has been my bed , „ 

Soft sleep a stranger to my weeping eyes ; 

My only food, my sorrows and my sighs 1 
Till now, encouraged by the grace jou give, 

I share thy banquet, and consent to live.” 
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With that, Achilles bade prepare the bed. 

With purple soft and shaggy carpets spread ; 

Forth, by the flaming lights, they bend their way, 
And place the couches, and the coverings lay. 

Then he “ Now, fathei, sleep, but sleep not here ; 
Consult thy safety, and forgive my fear, 

Lest any Argive. at this hour awake, 

To ask our counsel, oi our oiders take, 
Appioachmg sudden to our open’d tent, 

Perchance behold thee, and oui grace prevent. 
Should such repoit thy honour’d person here, 

The king of men the lansom might defer,. 

But say with speed, if aught of thy desire. 

Remains unask’d , what time the utes requne 
To intei thy Hector ? For, so long we stay 
Our slaughtering arm, and bid the hosts obey.’ : 

“ If then thy will permit (the monaich said) 

To finish all due honours to the dead, 

This of thy grace accord . to thee are known 
The fears of Ilion, closed within her town , 

' And at what distance from our walls aspire 
The hills of Ide, and forests for the fire. 

Nine days to vent our sorrows I request, 

The tenth shall see the funeral and the feast , 

The next, to raise his monument be given ; 

The twelfth we wat, if war be doom’d by heaven 1 ” 
“This thy lequest (leplied the chief) enjoy 
Till then oui arms suspend the fall of Tioy ” 

Then gave his hand at parting, to prevent 
The old man’s fears, and turn’d within the tent , 
Where fau Buseis, bright m blooming charms, 
Expects her hero with desumg arms. 

But m the porch the king and heiald rest 
Sad dreams of care yet wandenng in then breast. 
Now gods and men the gifts of sleep paitake , 
Industrious Hermes only was awake, 

The king’s leturn 1 evolving m his mind, 

To pass the ramparts, and the watch to blind 
The power descending hover’d o’ei his head 
“ And sleep’st thou, fathei ' (thus the vision said ) 
Now dost thou sleep, when Hector is restored ? 

Nor fear the Grecian foes, or Giecian loid ? 

Thy presence here should stem Atrides •see, 

Thy still surviving sons may sue for thee , 

May offer all thy treasuies yet contain, 

To spare thy age , and offer all in vam ” 

- Waked with the word the trembling sire aiosc, 
And raised his friend * the god before him goes 
He joins the mules, directs them withhiS hand, 
And moves m silence thiough the hostile land. 
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men now to Xanthus’ yellow stream they drote, 
(Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove,) 

The winged deity ’forsook tlieir view, 

And m a moment to Olympus flew. 

Now shed Aurora round her saffron lay, 

Sprang through the gates of light, and gate the day • 
Charged with the mournful load, to Ikon go 
The sage and king, majestically slow. 

Cassandra first beholds, from Ikon’s spire, 

The sad piocession of her hoary sire ; 

Then, as the pensive pomp advanced more near. 

(Her breathless brother stretched upon the bier,) 

A shower of tears o’erflows her beauteous eyes, 
Alarming thus all Ikon with her cries 
“ Turn here your steps, and here jour ejes employ, 
Ye wretched daugh ters, and ye sons of Troy * 

If e’ei ye rush’d m crowds, with vast delight, 

To hail jour hero glorious from the fight, 

Now meet lnm dead, and let jour sorrows flow ; 

Your common triumph, and j our common woe ” 

In thronging crowds they issue to the plains , 

Nor man nor woman in the w-alls remains ; 

In every face the self-same gnef is shown , 

And Troy sends forth one universal groan 
At Sana’s gates they meet the mourning warn, 

Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the slain 
The wife and mother, frantic with despair, 

Kiss lus pale cheek, and rend their scatter’d han 
Thus wildly wailing, at the gates tliej lay , 

And there liad sigh’d and'sonw'd out the daj ; 

But godlike Priam from the chariot lose 
“ Forbeai (he cried) this \iolence of woes , 

First to the palace let the car proceed, 

Then pour jour boundless sorrows o’er the dead.” 

The waves of people at lus w r ord'di\ide, 

Slow rolls the chariot through the following tide ; 
Even to the palace the sad pomp thej’ wait . 

They weep, and place him on the bed of state. 

A melancholy choir attend aiound, 

With plamthe sighs, and music’s solemn sound . 
Alternately they sing, alternate flow' 

The obedient tears, melodious m their w oe 
While deeper sorrow s groan from each full heart, 

And nature speaks at every pause of art 
First to the corse the weeping consort flew ; 
Around his neck her milk-w'hite arms she threw, 

5 And oh, my Hector 1 Oh, my lord 1 (she cries) 
Snatch’d m thy bloom from these desiring eyes » 
Thou to the dismal realms for ever gone 1 
And I abandon’d, desolate, alone ! 
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<\n onU son. once comfort of oui pains, 

Sad product now of hapless lo\e, icmams 1 
Xc%ci to mauls, age that son shall use, 

Or v ith increasing graces glad my eyes : 

For Ihon now (her great defender slam) 

Shill smk a smoking nun on the plain 

Who now protects her wncs with guaidian cme ? 

Who sues her mfmts from the rage of wai ? 

Mow hostile fleets must waft those infants o’er 
(Those wnes must wait them) to a foreign slioic : 

'I hou too. m\ son, to baibarous climes shalt go, 

The sad companion of thy mothers woe , 

Dr»cn hence a slivc before the nctors sword 

Condemn d to toil for some inhuman loid 

Or cUe some Greek whose father press'd the plain, 

Or son. or brother, by gteat Ilcctoi slam, 

In Hector’s blood his \cngcance shall enjoy, 

And hurl thee headlong fiom the lowers of Tioy 5 
f m thy stern fhtlter nci et spared a foe 
Thence all these tears, and all this scene of w oe 1 
Thence lmnj c\ ils his sad parents boic, 

IIis parents mini, but lus consort moic 
Wh) g.ii’st thou not to me thy djtng hand ? 

Anvl why recencd not 1 thy last command ? 

Some word thou wouJd’st ha\c spoke, which, sadly deal 
Mi soul might keep, or uttei with a tcai , 

\N Inch nevei, neier could be lost in an, 

IV <1 in m> heart, and oft lcpcalcd there ' ” 

. . 1 hus to het weeping maids she makes hci moan, 
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Thus spoke tlic dame, and melted into tears. 

Sad Helen next m pomp of grief appears ; 

Fast from the shining sluices of hei eyes 
Fall the round crystal diops, while thus she cries 
“Ah, dearest friend 1 m whom the gods had join’d? 
The mildest manners with the bra\ est mind ; 

Now twice ten years (unhappy ycais) aie o’ci 
Since Paris biought me to the Tioj.in shore , 

' (O had I perish’d, ere that form divine 
Seduced this soft, this easy heart of mine 0 
Yet was it ne’ei my fate, from tliec to find 
A deed ungentle, or a word unkind • 

When others cuiscd the authoress of then woe, 

Thy pity check’d my soirows m their flow 
If some proud bi other eyed me with disdain. 

Or scornful sister with liei sweeping tiam, 

Thy gentle accents soften’d all my pain 
F 01 thee I mourn , and mourn myself m thee, 

The wretched souicc of all this misery . 

The fate I caused, for ever I bemoan , 

Sad Helen has no friend, now thou art gone 1 ' 
Through Troy’s wide streets abandon’d shall I roam 1 
In Troy deserted, as abhorr’d at home *” 

So spoke the fair, with sorrow -sti earning e>e 
Distressful beauty melts each stander-by 
On all around the infectious sonow grows ; 

But Priam check’d the torrent as it rose 
“ Perform, ye Trojans * what the ntes lcquire, 

And fell the forests for a funcial pyre ; 

Twelve days, nor foes nor secret ambush dread j 
Achilles grants these honours to the dead 1,7 
s He spoke , and, at his w'ord, the Trojan tram 
Then mules and oxen harness to the wain, 

Pour through the gates, and fell’d from Ida’s ciown, 


HelSs character °^ scrvall0ns °f Coleridge furnish a most gallant and interesting view of 

t‘‘ thmgs ire more interesting than to observe how the same hind that 1ns gnen us the 
wS?"® ‘" C0nsis * en 0 ) of Achilles, gives us also the consummate elegance ind tenderness of 
Jtieicn ahe is through the Ilnd i genuine hd\, graceful m motion and speech, noble tn her 
associations, full of remorse for a fault for which higher powers seem responsible, jet grateful 
tow ' lr ds those with whom that fault had committed Her I have always 
tnought the following speech, in which Helen laments Hector, and hints at her own invidious 
ana unprotected situation in Troy, as almost the sweetest passage m the poem It is another 
! refinement of feeling and softness of tone which so generally dis- 

to* W Ac rest." — Classic Poets, p xo8, seq 

c part with Achilles, at the moment best calculated to esalt and purify our 
ami char a« et ‘ , We had accompanied lum tlirough the effervescence, undulations, 

iu f h,s * t S m y Passions We now leave him in repose, and under the full 
i .? mo iP amiable affections, while; our admiration of his great qualities is 
^Mtened by the reflection that, within a few short days, the mighty being In whom they 
Hmiself to be .suddenly cut oft’ tn the mil vigour of their exercise 
t,™ ir^. U i? 1 and Mucl,ln S allusions, uitetsperscd throughout the Iliad, to the speedy terrmna- 
r * “HP* 1 •‘"dtho moral on the vamtv of human life which thej indicate, are 
1 » e \ ldenccs of the spirit of ethic unity by which the whole framework of the 
Voem is united —Mure, >ol i p 291 
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Roll back the gather’d forests to the town. 

These tods continue nine succeeding days, 

And high m air a sylvan stiucturc raise 
But when the tenth fair morn began to shine, 
Forth to the pile was boine the man divine, 

And placed aloft ; while all, with streaming eyes, 
Beheld the flames and rolling smokes arise. 

Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 

With rosy lustre streak’d the dewy lawn, 

Again the mournful crowds surround the pyre, 
And quench with wine the yet remaining fire 
The snowy bones his friends and bi others place 



(With tears collected) m a golden vase ; 

The golden vase in purple palls they roll’d, ' 

Of softest textuie, and inwrought with gold. 

Last o’er the urn the sacred earth they spread, 

And raised the tomb, memorial of the dead 
(Strong guards and spies, till all the rites were done, 
Watch’d from the using to the setting sun ) 

All Troy then moves to Priam’s couit again, 

A solemn, silent, melancholy ti am 
Assembled there, from pious toil they lest, 

And sadly shared the last sepulchral feast. 

Such honours Ilion to her hei o paid, 

And peaceful slept the mighty Hector’s shade 8 


i or5^"*' E i r sa ^’T'‘ I cannot take my leave of this noble poem without expressing how muc 
ih™m he hi W e nt^.?^ n COncl r USlon , of « 18 llke *e of a great man out of companj 

-without much ^ 2 ! magnificently , neither pompous nor familiar , not contemptuous, j< 
somcuhaTsuntlar em ° ny t ' olend S e > P. sa 7. considers the termination of “Paradise Lost 



CONCLUDING NOTE 


r c have non' parsed through the Iliad, and seen the anger of Achilles, and the terrible 
eta of it, at an end as that only ms the subject of the poem, and the nature of epic 
irj nonld not permit our author to proceed to the event of the vnr, it perhaps may be 
sptable to the common reader to give a short account of what happened to Troy and the 
:f actors in this poem after the conclusion of it 

need not mention that lroy was taken soon after the death of Hector by the stratagem of 
wooden horse, the particulars of which are described by Virgt! m the second book of the 
cid 

chilles fell before Troy , by the hand of Fans, b> die shot of an arrow tn his heel, as 

:tor liad prophesied at Ins death, lib ami 

he unfortunate Pnam was killed by Pyrrhus, the son of Achilles 

jav, after the death of Achilles, had a contest with Ulysses for the armour of Vulcan , but 
ig defeated tn his atm, he slew lumself through indignation 

Wen, after the death of Pans, marnctl Deiphobus ms brother, and at the taking of Troy 
•ayed him, in order to reconcile herself to Mcnclails her first husband, who received her 
in into favour 

gamemnon at hts return was barbarously murdered by A2gj stilus, at the instigation of 

temnestra hts wife who m his absence had dishonoured his bed with jEgysthus 

Homed, after the fall of 'Pro) , w as expelled his own country , and scarce escaped w ith his 

from his adulterous wife A-gialc buf at last was received by Daunus m Apulia, and 

red his kingdom it is uncertain how he died 

Fester lived in peace with his children, in Pylos, his native country 

Hysscs also, after innumerable troubles by sea and land, at last returned m safety to Ithaca, 

ch is tho subject of Homers .Odyssey 

or what remains, I beg to be excused from the ceremonies of taking leave at the end of my 
k and from embarrassing my self, or others, w uh any defences or apologies about it But 
cad of endeavouring to ruse a vain monument to myself, of the merits or difficulties of it 
ich must he left to the w orld, to truth, and to posterity ), let me leave behind me a memorial 
ay friendship w ith one of the most a aluablc of men, as well as finest waiters, of my age and 
ntry one who has tned, and knows by his own experience, how hard an undertaking it is 
lo justice to Homer and one whom (I am sure) sincerely rejoices with me at the period of 
labours. To him, therefore, havrng brought this long work to a conclusion, I desire to 
iicate it and to have the honour and satisfaction of placing together, in this manner, the 
nos of Mr Congreve, and of 

larch as, ijaa A. POPE 

" 0,5, il pq «xt *Xl«r ut h nt tltsi titrrtibavi, b »| ttfwr fir rarfrxtSqr, cl 

,*vr fyrrrlr tWul uprlfira 

M Aurel Anton, de Sajfso, hb t § 17 


END OF THE ILIAD 
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